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So  bright,  and  gone  forth  utterly  1 

0  stem  word  —  Nevermore  ! 

0  stem  word  —  Nevermore  I 

How  peacefully  they  rest, 
Crossfolded  there 

The  stars  of  those  two  gentle  eyes 

Upon  his  little  breast, 

Will  shine  no  more  on  earth  ; 

Those  small,  white  hands  that  ne'er  were 

Quenched  are  the  hopes  that  had  their 

still  before. 

birth. 

But  ever  sported  with  his  mother's  hair, 
Or  the  plain  cross  that  on  her  breast  she 

As  we  watched  them  slowly  rise. 

Stars  of  a  mother's  fate  ; 

wore! 

And  she  would  read  them  o'er  and  o'er, 

Her  heart  no  more  will  beat 

Pondering,  as  she  sate, 

To  feel  the  touch  of  that  soft  palm, 
That  ever  seemed  a  new  surpnse 

Over  their  dear  astrology. 

Which  she  had  conned  andconned  before, 

Sending  dad  thoughts  up  to  her  eyes 
To  bless  him  with  their  holy  calm^  — 

Deeming  she  needs  must  read  aright 

What  was  writ  so  passing  bright. 

Sweet  thoughts  !  they  made  her  eyes  as 

And  yet,  alas  !  she  knew  not  why, 

sweet 
How  qmet  are  the  hands 

Her  voice  would  falter  in  its  song, 

And  tears  would  slide  from  out  her  eye. 

That  wove  those  pleasant  bands  ! 

Silent,  as  they  were  doing  wrong. 

But  that  they  do  not  rise  and  sink 

0  stern  word —Nevermore  ' 

With  his  calm  breathing,  I  should  think 
That  he  were  dropped  asleep. 

The  tongue  that  scarce  had  learned  to 

Alas  !  too  deep,  too  deep 

claim 

Is  this  his  slumber  ! 

An  entrance  to  a  mother^s  heart 

Time  scaroe  can  number 

By  that  dear  talisman,  a  mother's  name, 
Sleeps  all  forgetful  of  its  art ! 

The  years  ere  he  shall  wake  again. 

0,  may  we  see  his  eyelids  open  then  ! 

I  loved  to  see  the  infant  soul 

0  stem  word  —  Nevermore  1 

(How  mighty  in  the  weakness 

: 

Of  its  untutored  meekness  !) 

As  the  airy  gosaamere, 

Peep  timidly  from  out  its  nest, 

Floating  in  the  sunlight  clear. 

His  lips,  the  while. 

Where'er  it  toucheth  clingeth  tightly. 

Fluttering  with  half-fledged  words. 

Round  glossy  leaf  or  stump  unsightly, 

Or  hushing  to  a  smile 

So  from  his  spirit  wandered  out 

That  more  than  words  expressed, 

Tendrils  sjireading  all  about, 

. 

2                                                  EARTJ£S 

POEMS. 

KniUiog  all  things  to  its  thrall 

"To  the  shore 

With  a  perfect  love  of  all : 

Follow  !  0,  follow ! 

0  stem  word  —  Nevermore  ! 

To  be  at  rest  forevermore  1 
Forevermore  1 " 

He  did  but  float  a  little  way 

Adown  the  stream  of  time, 

Look  how  the  gray  old  Ocean 

With  dreamy  eves  watching  the  ripples 

From  the  depth  of  his  heart  rejoices, 
Heaving  with  a  gentle  motion. 

play, 

Or  hearkening  their  faiiy  chime  ; 

When  he  hears  our  restful  voices  ; 

His  slender  sail 

List  how  he  sings  in  an  undertone. 

Ne'er  felt  the  gale  ; 

Chiming  with  our  melody  ; 

He  did  but  float  a  little  way, 

And  all  sweet  sounds  of  earth  and  air 

And,  putting  to  the  shore 

Melt  into  one  low  voice  alone, 

While  yet 't  was  early  day, 

That  murmurs  over  the  WMry  sea. 

And  seems  to  sing  from  everywhere,  — 

To  dwell  with  us  no  more  t 

**  Here  mayst  thou  harbor  peacefully. 
Here  mayst  thou  rest  from  the  aching 

No  jarring  did  he  feel. 

No  grating  on  his  shallop's  keel ; 

oar; 

A  strip  of  silver  sand 

Turn  thy  curved  prow  ashore, 
And  in  our  green  isle  rest  forevermore  ! 

Mingled  the  waters  with  the  land 

Where  he  was  seen  no  more  : 

Forevermore  1 " 

0  stem  word  —  Nevermore  ! 

And  Echo  half  wakes  in  the  wooded  hill. 
And,  to  her  heart  so  calm  and  deep. 

Full  short  his  journey  was ;  no  dust 
Of  earth  unto  his  sandals  clave  ; 

Murmurs  over  in  her  sleep. 

Doubtfully  pausing  and  murmuring  still, 
••  Everaiore  !^' 

The  weary  weight  that  old  men  muat, 

He  bore  not  to  the  grave. 

Thus,  on  Life's  weary  sea, 

He  seemed  a  cherub  who  had  lost  his 

Heareth  the  marinere 

And  wandered  hither,  so  his  stay 

Voices  sweet,  from  far  and  near, 

Ever  singing  low  and  clear. 

With  us  was  short,  and 't  was  most  meet 

Ever  singing  longingly. 

That  he  should  be  no  delver  in  earth's 

clod. 

Is  it  not  better  here  to  be. 

Nor  need  to  pause  and  cleanse  his  feet 

Than  to  be  toiling  late  and  soon  f 
In  the  dreary  night  to  see 

To  stand  before  his  God: 

0  blest  word —  £vermore  ! 

Go  up  and  down  into  the  sea  ; 
Or,  in  the  loneliness  of  day. 
To  see  the  still  seals  only 

THE  SIRENB. 

• 

Solemnly  lift  their  faces  gray. 

The  sea  is  lonely,  the  sea  is  dreary. 

Making  it  yet  more  lonely  f 
Is  it  not  better  than  to  hear 

Tlie  sea  is  restless  and  uneasy ; 

Thou  seekest  quiet,  thou  art  weary, 

Only  the  sliding  of  the  wave 

Wandering  thou   knowest   not  whith- 

Beneath the  plank,  and  feel  so  near 

er;— 

A  cold  and  lonely  nave, 

A  restless  grave,  where  thou  shalt  lie 

Our  little  isle  is  green  and  breezy. 

Come  and  rest  thee  1  0  come  hither, 

Even  in  death  nndnietly  1 

Look  down  beoeatn  thy  wave-worn  baik. 

Come  to  this  peaceftil  home  of  ours. 

Where  evermore 

Lean  over  the  side  and  see 

The  low  west-wind  creeps  panting  up 

The  leaden  eye  of  the  sidelong  shark 

the  shore 

Upturned  patiently, 

To  be  at  rest  among  the  flowers  ; 

Ever  waiting  there  for  thee: 

Full  of  rest,  the  green  moss  lifts, 

Look  down  and  see  those  shapeless  forms, 

As  the  dark  waves  of  the  sea 

Which  ever  keep  their  dreamless  sleep 

- 

Draw  in  and  out  of  rocky  rifts, 

Far  down  within  the  gloomy  deep. 

Calling  solemnly  to  thee 

And  onlv  stir  themselves  in  storms, 

With  voices  deep  and  hollow,  — 

Kisiug  like  islands  from  beneath. 

1 

irem£. 
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And  snorting  through  the  angry  spray. 

As  the  frail  vessel  perisheth 

In  the  whirls  of  their  unwieldy  play ; 

Look  down  !     Look  down  I 
Upon  the  seaweed,  slimv  and  dark, 
That  waves  its  arms  so  lank  and  brown. 

Beckoning  for  thee  I 
Look  down  beneath  thy  wave-worn  bark 
Into  the  cold  depth  of  the  sea  ! 
Look  down  !     Look  down  i 
Thus,  on  Life's  lonely  sea, 
Heareth  the  mariners 
Voices  sad,  from  far  and  near, 
Ever  singing  full  of  fear, 
Ever  singing  drearfdlly. 

Here  all  is  pleasant  as  a  dream  ; 

The  wind  scarce  shaketh  down  the  dew, 

The  green  grass  floweth  like  a  stream 

Into  the  ocean's  blue  ; 

Listen  I  0,  listen  ! 

Here  is  a  gush  of  many  streams, 

A  song  of  many  birds, 
And  every  wish  and  longing  seems 
Lulled  to  a  numbered  flow  of  words,  — 

Listen  !  0,  listen  t 
Here  ever  hum  the  golden  bees 
Underneath  full-blossomed  trees, 
At  once  with  glowing  fruit  and  flowers 

crowned  $  — 
So  smooth  the  sand,  the  yellow  sand. 
That  thy  keel  will  not  grate  as  it  touches 

the  land ; 
All  around  with  a  slumberous  sound. 
The  singing  waves  slide  up  the  strand. 
And  there,  where  the  smooth,  wet  peb- 
bles be. 
The  waters  gurgle  longingly. 
As  if  they  fdn  would  seek  the  shore. 
To  be  at  rest  from  the  oeaseless  roar. 
To  be  at  rest  forevermore,  — 
Forevermore. 
Thus,  on  Life's  gloomy  sea, 
Heareth  the  marinere 
Voices  sweet,  from  far  and  near. 
Ever  singing  in  his  ear, 
<*Here  is  rest  and  peace  for  thee  I " 


Hkrs  is  a  spirit  deep,  and  CTystal*cleat- ; 
Calmly  beneath  her  earnest  face  it  lies. 
Free  without  boldness,  meek  without  a 

fear, 
Quicker  to  look  than  speak  its  sympa- 

thiee, 


Far  down  into  her  large  and  patient  eyes 
I  gaze,  deep-drinking  of  the  inflnite, 
As,inthemid-watohof  aclear,  still  nighty 
I  look  into  the  fathomless  blue  skies. 

So  circled  lives  she  with  Love's  holy 

light. 
That  from  the  shade  of  self  she  walketh 

free; 
The  garden  of  her  soul  still  keepeth  she 
An  Eden  where  the  snake  did  nevereuter ; 
She  hath  a  natural,  wise  sincerity, 
A  simple  trutlifulnees,  and  these  have  lent 

her 
A  dignity  as  moveless  as  the  centre  ; 
So  that  no  influence  of  our  earth  can  stir 
Her  steadfast  courage,  nor  can  take  away 
The  holy  peacefolneas,  which  night  and 

day. 
Unto  her  queenly  soul  doth  minister. 

Most  gentle  is  she  ;  her  lar^  charity 
(An  all  unwittiI^^  childlike  gift  in  her) 
Not  freer  is  to  give  than  meek  to  bear  ; 
And,  though  herself  not  unacquaint  with 

care. 
Hath  in  her  heart  wide  room  for  all  that 

be,~ 
Her  heart  that  hath  no  secrets  of  its  own, 
But  open  is  as  ^lantine  full  blown. 
Cloudless  forever  is  her  brow  serene. 
Speaking  calm  hope  and  trust  within  her, 

Thence 
Welleth  a  noiseless  spring  of  patience. 
That  keepeth  all  her  fife  so  fresh,  so  green 
And  full  of  holiness,  that«very  Iook, 
The  greatness  of  her  woman's  soul  reveal- 
ing. 
Unto  me  oringeth  blessing,  and  a  feeling 
As  when  I  retul  in  God's  own  holy  book. 

Agmciousness  in  giving  thatdoth  make 
The  suLiU'st  gift  greatest^  and  a  sense 

roost  meek 
Of  worthiness,  that  doth  not  fear  to  take 
From  others*  but  which  always  fears  to 

speak 
Its  thanks  in  utterance,  for  the  giver's 

sake ;  — 
The  deep  religion  of  a  thankful  heart, 
Which  rests  instinctively  in  Heaven's 

clear  law 
With  a  full  peace,  that  never  can  depart 
From  its  own  steadfastness; — a  holy  awe 
For  holy  things,  —  not  those  which  men 

c$X[  holy. 
But  ruch  as  are  revealed  to  the  eyes 
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Of  a  true  woman's  soul  bent  down  and 

lowly 
Before  the  face  of  daily  mysteriea  ;  — 
A  love  that  blossoma  Boon,  bat  ripens 

■  slowly 
To  the  full  ^oldenness  of  froitfol  prime, 
Enduring  with  a  finnuess  that  dehes 
All  shallow  tricks  of  circomstanoe  and 

time, 
By  a  sure  insight  knowing  where  to  cling. 
And  where  it  clingeth  never  withering ; — 
These  are  Irene's  dowry,  which  no  mte 
Can  shake  from  their  serene,  deep-builded 

state. 

In-seeing  sympathy  is  hers,  which  chas- 
teneth 

No  less  than  loveth,  scorning  to  be  bound 

With  fear  of  blame,  and  yet  which  ever 
hasteneth 

To  pour  the  balm  of  kind  looks  on  the 
wound, 

If  they  be  wounds  which  such  sweet  teach- 
ing makes, 

Giving  itself  a  pang  for  others'  sakes; 

No  want  of  faith,  that  chills  with  side- 
long eye, 

Hath  she  ;  no  jealousy,  no  Levite  pride 

That  passeth  by  upon  the  other  side  ; 

For  in  her  soul  there  never  dwelt  a  lie. 

Right  from  the  hand  of  God  her  spirit 
came 

Unstained,  and  she  hath  ne'er  forgotten 
whence 

It  came,  nor  wandered  far  from  thence. 

But  laboreth  to  keep  her  still  the  same. 

Near  to  her  place  of  birth,  that  she  may 
not 

Soil  her  white  raiment  with  an  earthly 
spot. 

Tet  sets  she  not  her  soul  so  steadily 
Above,  that  she  foivets  her  ties  to  earth. 
But  her  whole  thought  would  almost  seem 

to  be 
How  to  make  glad  one  lowly  human 

hearth ; 
For  with  a  gentle  courage  she  doth  strive 
In  thought  and  word  and  feeling  so  to 

live 
As  to  make  earth  next  heaven  ;  and  her 

heart 
Herein  doth  show  its  most  exceeding 

worth, 
That,  bearing  in  our  frailty  her  just  part. 
She  hath  not  shrunk  from  evils  of  this 

life. 


But  hath' gone  calmly  forth  into  the 
strife. 

And  all  its  sins  and  sorrows  hath  with- 
stood 

With  lofty  strength  of  patient  wontan* 
hood: 

For  this  I  love  her  great  soul  more  than 
all. 

That,  being  bound,  Uke  us,  with  earthly 
thwU, 

She  walks  so  bright  and  heaven-like 
therein,  — 

Too  wise,  too  meek,  too  womanly,  to  sin. 

Like  a  lone  star  through  riven  storm- 
clouds  seen 
By  sailors,  tempest-tost  upon  the  sea, 
Telling  of  rest  and  peaceful  heavens  nigh. 
Unto  my  soul  her  star-like  soul  luith 

been. 
Her  sight  as  full  of  hope  and  calm  to 

me ;  — 
For  she  unto  herself  hath  builded  high 
A  home  serene,  wherein  to  lav  her  head. 
Earth's  noblest  thing;  a  Woman  per- 
fected. 


8KRENADB. 
From  the  close-shut  windows  gleams  no 

The  night  is  chilly,  the  night  is  dark, 
The  poplars  shiver,  the  pine-trees  moan. 
My  hair  by  the  autumn  oreeze  is  blomTi, 
Under  thy  window  I  sinfl  alone. 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe  !  alone! 

The  darkness  is  pressing  coldly  around. 
The  windows  shake  with  a  lonely  souud, 
The  stars  are  hid  and  the  ni^ht  ih  drear. 
The  heart  of  silence  throbs  in  thine  car, 
In  thy  chamber  thou  sittest  alone. 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe  !  alone  1 

The  world  is  happy,  the  world  is  wide. 
Kind  hearts  are  ideating  on  every  side  ; 
Ah,  why  should  we  lie  so  coldly  curled 
Alone  in  the  shell  of  this  great  worid  ? 
Why  should  we  any  more  oe  alone  ? 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe  1  alone  1 

O,  't  is  a  bitter  and  dreary  word, 
The  saddest  by  man's  ear  ever  heard  I 
We  each  are  young,  we  each  have  a  heart, 
Why  stand  we  ever  coldly  apart  ? 
Must  we  forever,  then,  be  alone  ? 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe  !  alone  1 


WITH   A  PRBS8ED  FLOWER.  —  MY  LOVE. 


WITH  A  FBSaSXD  FLOWER. 

This  little  blosaoni  from  af^r 
Hath  come  from  other  lands  to  thine ; 
For,  once,  its  white  and  drooping  star 
Gould  see  its  shadow  in  the  Rhine. 

Perchance  some  feir-haired  German  maid 
Hath  plucked  one  from   the  selfsame 

stalk. 
And  numbered  oyer,  half  afraid. 
Its  petals  in  her  evening  walk. 

"  He  lores  me,  loves  me  not,'*  she  cries ; 
"  He   loves  me   more    than    earth    or 

heaven  1 " 
And  then  glad  tears  have  filled  her  eyes 
To  find  the  number  was  uneven. 

And  thou  must  count  its  petals  well, 
Because  it  is  a  gift  from  me  ; 
And  the  last  one  of  all  shall  tell 
Something  I  *ve  often  told  to  thee. 

But  here  at  home,  where  we  were  bom, 
Thou  wilt  find  blowoms  just  as  true, 
Down-bending  every  summer  mom, 
With  freshness  of  if  ew-England  dew. 

For  Nature,  ev<er  kind  to  love. 

Hath  granted   them   the   same    sweet 

tongue. 
Whether  with  German  skies  above, 
Or  here  our  granite  rocks  among. 


THE  BEOGAR 

A  BIOOAK  through  the  world  am  I,  — 
From  place  to  place  I  wander  by. 
Fill  up  my  pilgrim's  scrip  for  me, 
For  Cnrist's  sweet  sake  and  charity  1 

A  little  of  thy  stead&stness. 
Rounded  with  leafy  gracefulness, 
Old  oak,  give  me, — 
That  the  world's  blasts  may  round  me 

blow. 
And  I  yield  gently  to  and  fro. 
While  my  stout-hearted  trank  below 
And  firm-set  roots  unshaken  be. 

Some  of  thy  stem,  unyielding  mi^ht, 
Enduring  still  through  day  and  night 
Rude    tempest  -  shock    and    withering 

blight,- 
That  I  may  keep  at  bay 


The  changeful  April  sky  of  chance 
And  the  strong  tide  of  circumstance,  — 
Give  me,  old  granite  gray, 

Some  of  thy  pensiveness  serene, 

Some  of  thy  uever-dying  green, 

Put  in  this  scrip  of  mine,  — 

That  griefs  may  fall  like   snow-flakes 

light. 
And  deck  me  in  a  robe  of  white. 
Ready  to  be  an  angel  bright,  — 

0  sweetly  moumful  pine. 

A  little  of  thy  merriment. 
Of  thy  sparkling,  light  content, 
Give  me,  my  cheeifiil  brook, 
That  I  may  still  be  full  of  glee 
And  gladsomeness,  where'er  I  be, 
Though  fickle  fate  hath  prisoned  me 
In  some  neglected  nook. 

Ye  have  been  very  kind  and  good 
To  me,  since  I  've  been  in  the  wood  ; 
Ye  have  gone  nigh  to  fill  my  heart ; 
But  good-bye,  kind  friends,  every  one, 

1  've  far  to  go  ere  set  of  sun  ; 

Of  all  good  things  I  would  have  part, 
The  day  was  high  ere  I  could  start. 
And  so  my  journey 's  scarce  begun. 

Heaven  help  me  !  how  could  I  forget 
To  beg  of  tne^,  dear  violet ! 
Some  of  thy  modesty, 
That  blossoms  here  as  well,  unseen. 
As  if  before  the  world  thou  'dst  been. 
Oh,  give,  to  strengthen  me. 


MY  LOVE. 


Not  as  all  other  women  are 
Is  she  that  to  my  soul  lb  dear ; 
Her  glorious  fancies  come  from  far, 
Beneath  the  silver  evening-star, 
And  yet  her  heart  is  ever  near. 

II. 
Great  feelings  hath  she  of  her  own. 
Which  lesser  souls  may  never  know ; 
God  giveth  them  to  her  alone. 
And  sweet  they  are  as  any  tone 
Wherewith  the  wind  may  choose  to  blow. 

in. 
Yet  in  herself  she  dwelleth  not, 
Although  no  home  were  half  so  fair; 
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No  simplest  daty  is  foi^t. 
Life  hath  no  dim  sad  lowly  spot 
That  doth  not  in  her  sunshine  share. 

IV. 

dhe  doeth  little  kindnesses, 
Which  DUMt  leave  undone,  or  despise  : 
For  naught  that  sets  one  heart  at  ease, 
And  giveth  happiness  or  peace, 
Is  low-esteemea  in  her  eyest 

V. 

She  hath  no  scorn  of  common  things, 
And,  though  she  seem  of  other  birth. 
Round  us  her  heart  intwines  and  clings, 
And  patiently  she  folds  her  wings 
To  tread  the  humble  paths  of  earth. 

VI. 

Blessing  she  is :  God  made  her  so. 
And  deeds  of  week-day  holiness 
Fall  from  her  noiseless  as  the  snow, 
Nor  hath  she  ever  chanced  to  know 
That  aught  were  easier  than  to  bless. 


She  is  most  fair,  and  thereunto 
Her  life  doth  rightly  harmonize  ; 
Feeling  or  thought  that  was  not  true 
Ne'er  made  less  beautiful  the  blue 
Unclouded  heaven  of  her  eyes. 

VIII. 

She  is  a  woman  :  one  in  whom 
The  spring-time  of  her  childish  years 
Hath  never  lost  its  fresh  perftime. 
Though  knowing  well  that  life  hath  room 
For  many  blights  and  many  tears. 


I  love  her  with  a  love  as  still 
As  a  broad  river's  peaceful  might. 
Which,  by  high  tower  and  lowly  mill. 
Seem  following  its  own  wayward  will, 
And  yet  doth  ever  flow  aright. 


And,  on  its  full,  deep  breast  serene. 
Like  quiet  isles  my  auties  lie  ; 
It  flows  around  them  and  between. 
And  makes  them  fresh  and  fairand  green. 
Sweet  homes  wherein  to  live  and  die. 


SUMMER  8TOBM. 

Untremuloub  in  the  river  dear. 
Toward  the  sky's  image,  hangs  the  im- 
aosd  bridge; 
So  still  the  air  that  I  can  hear 
The  slender  clarion  of  the  unseen  mid^ ; 
Out  of  the  stillness,  with  a  gathering 
creep. 
Like  rising  wind  in  leaves,  which  now 

decreases. 
Now  lulls,  now  sweUs,  and  all  the  while 
increases, 
The  huddling  trample  of  a  drove  of 
sheep 
Tilts  the  loose  planks,  and  then  as  grad- 
ually ceases 
In  dust  on  the  other  side ;  life's  em- 
blem deep, 
A  confused  noise  between  two  silences, 
Finding  at  last  in  dust  precarious  peace. 
On  the  vride  marsh  the  purple-blossomed 
grasses 
Soak  up   the  sunshine  ^  sleeps   the 
Inimming  tide. 
Save  when  the  wedge-shaped  wake  in 
silence  passes 
Of  some  slow  water-rat,  whose  sinuous 
glide 
Wavers  the  sedge^s  emerald  shade  from 

side  to  side ; 
But  up  the  west,  like  a  rock -shivered 
suige. 
Climbs  a  ^reat  cloud  edged  with  sun- 
whitened  spray ; 
Huge  whirls  of  foam  boil  toppling  o'er 
its  veige. 
And  falling  rtill  it  seems,  and  yet  it 
dimos  alway. 

Suddenly  aU  the  akj  is  hid 
As  with  the  shutting  of  a  Ud, 
One  by  one  great  drops  are  falling 

Doubtful  and  slow, 
Down  the  pane  they  are  crookedly 
crawling. 
And  the  wind  breathes  low ; 
Slowly    the    circles   widen    on    the 
nver, 
Widen  and  min^e,  one  and  aU  ; 
Here  and  there  the  slenderer  flowers 
shiver, 
Struck  by  an  icy  rain-drop's  fell. 

How  on  the  hills  I  hear  the  thnndei 
mutter. 
The  wind  is  gathering  in  the  west ; 


LOVE. 


The  nptomed  leaves  first  whiten  and 
flutter, 
Then  droop  to  a  fitful  rest ; 
Tip  from  the  stream  with  slnggish  flap 
Struggles  the  gall  and  floats  away ; 
Nearer  and  nearer  rolls  the  thunder- 
clap,— 
We  shall  not  see  the  sun  go  down  to- 
day: 
Now  leaps  the  wind  on  the  sleepy  marsh. 
And  tramples  the  grass  with  terrified 
feet, 
The  startledriver  turns  leaden  andharsh. 
You  can  hear  the  quick  heart  of  the 
tempest  heat 

Look  I  look  }  that  Uvid  flash  1 
And  instantly  follows  the  rattling  thun- 
der, 
As  if  some  dond-crag,  split  asunder, 
Fell,    splintering  with   a   ruinous 
crash. 
On  the  Earth,  which  crouches  in  silence 
under ; 
And  now  a  solid  gray  waU  of  rain 
Shuts  off  the  landscape,  mile  by  mile  *, 
For  a  breath's  space  I  see  the  blue 
wood  again. 
And  ere  the  next  neart-beat,  the  wind- 
hurled  pile. 
That  seemed  but  now  a  league  aloof. 
Bursts  crackling  o*er  the  sun-parched 
roof; 
Against  the  windows  the  storm  comes 

dashing. 
Through  tattered  foliage  the  hail  tears 
crashing, 
The  blue  lightning  flashes, 
The  rapid  hail  dashes. 
The  white  waves  are  tumbling, 

And,  in  one  baffled  roar, 
Like  the  toothless  sea  mumbling 

A  rock-bristled  shore, 
The  thunder  is  rumblinff 
And  crashing  and  crumbling,  — 
Will  silence  rotum  nevermore  ? 

Hush!    Still  as  death, 
The  tempest  holds  his  breath 
As  from  a  sudden  will ; 
The  rain  stops  short,  but  from  the 

eaves 
Tou  see  it  drop,  and  hear  it  from  the 
leaves. 
All  is  so  bodingly  still ; 
Again,  now,  now,  again 
Flashes  the  rain  in  heavy  gonts, 


The  crinkled  lightning 
Seems  ever  briehtening» 
And  loud  and  long 
Again  the  thunder  ahouts 
His  battle-song,  — 
One  quivering  flash, 
One  wildering  crash. 
Followed  bv  silence  dead  and  dull. 
As  if  the  cloud,  let  go, 
Leapt  bodily  below 
To  whelm  the  earth  in  one  mad  over- 
throw. 
And  then  a  total  lull. 

Gone,  gone,  so  soon  ! 
No  more  my  half-daced  fancy 

there. 
Can  shape  a  giant  in  the  air. 
No  more  I  see  his  streaming  hair, 
The  writhing  portent  of  his  form ;  -^ 
The  pale  and  quiet  moon 
Makes  her  calm  forehead  bare. 
And  the  last  frafpients  of  the  storm. 
Like  shattered  rigging  from  a  fight  at  sea^ 
Silent  and  few,  are  drifting  over  me. 


LOVE. 

Tbitb  Love  is  but  a  humble,  low-bom 
thing. 

And  hath  its  food  served  up  in  earthen 
ware; 

It  is  a  thing  to  walk  with,  hand  in  hand, 

Through  the  every-dayness  of  this  work- 
day world, 

Baring  its  tender  feet  to  every  flint, 

Yet  letting  not  one  heart-b«Bit  go  astray 

From  Beauty's  law  of  plainness  and  con- 
tent; 

A  simple,  fireside  thing,  whose  quiet 
smile 

Can  warm  earth's  poorest  hovel  to  a 
home ; 

Which,  when  our  autumn  cometh,  as  it 
must. 

And  life  in  the  chill  wind  shivers  bare 
and  leafless. 

Shall  still  be  blest  with  Indian-summer 
youth 

In  bleak  November,  and,  with  thankful 
heart, 

Smile  on  its  ample  stores  of  garnered 
fruit. 

As  full  of  sunshine  to  our  aged  eyes 

As  when  it  nursed  the  blossoms  of  our 
spring. 
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EABLIEB  POEMS. 


Such  is  trae  Lore,  wbieh  steals  into  the 

heart 
With  feet  as  silent  as  tiie  lightsome  dawn 
That  kisses  smooth  the  rough  brows  of 

the  dark, 
And  hath  its  will  through  blissful  gen- 
tleness, 
Not  like  a  rocket,  which,  with  paarioiir 

ate  glare. 
Whirs  suddenly  up,  then  bursts,   and 

leaves  the  night 
Painfully  quivering  on  the  dazed  eyes  ; 
A  love  that  gives  and  takes,  that  seeth 

faults, 
Not  with  flaw-seeking  eyes  like  needle 

f>oints, 
But  loving-kindly  ever  looks  them  down 
With   the    o*ercoming  faith   that  still 

forgives ; 
A  love  that  shall  be  new  and  fre^h  each 

hour, 
As  is  the  sunset's  golden  mystei^, 
Or  the  sweet  coming  of  the  evening-etar, 
Alike,  and  yet  moet  unlike,  every  day, 
And  seeming  ever  best  and  fairest  now; 
A  love  that  doth  not  kneel  for  what  it 

seeks. 
But  faces  Truth  and  Beauty  as  their 

peer, 
Showing  its  worthiness  of  noble  thoughts 
By  a  clear  sense  of  inward  uobleuess ; 
A  love  that  in  its  object  findeth  not 
All  grace  aud  beauty,  and  enough  to  sate 
ltd  thirst  of  blessiug,  but,  in  Mllof  good 
Found  there,  sees  but  the  Heaven4m<- 

planted  types 
Of  good  and  beauty  in  the  soul  of  man. 
And  traces,  in  the  simplest  heart  that 

beats, 
A  family-likeness  to  its  chosen  one, 
That  claims  of  it  the  ri^ts  of  brother- 
hood. 
For  love  is  blind  but  with  the  fleshly 

eye, 
Tlu&t  so  its  inner  sight  may  be  more  clear ; 
And  outward  shows  of  beauty  only  so 
Are  needful  at  the  first,  as  is  a  hand 
To  guide  and  to  uphold  an  infant's  steps : 
Fine  natures  need  them  not :  their  earnest 

look 
Pierces  the  body's  mask  of  thin  disguise. 
And  beauty  ever  is  to  them  reveal^ 
Behind  the  unshapelifist,  meanest  lump 

of  clay, 
With  arms  outstretched  and  eager  face 

ablaze, 
Teaming  to  be  but  understood  and  loved. 


TO  PBRDiTA,  SDraxKa 

Thy  voice  is  like  a  fountain, 

Leaping  up  in  clear  moonshine  ; 
Silver,  silver,  ever  mounting, 
Ever  sinking. 
Without  thinking, 
To  that  brimful  heart  of  thine. 
Every  sad  and  happy  feeling. 
Thou  hast  had  in  bygone  years. 
Through  thy  lips  comes  stealing,  steal- 
ing, 
Clear  and  low  ; 
All  thv  smiles  and  all  thy  tears 
In  thy  voice  awaken. 
And  sweetness,  wove  of  joy  and  woe. 
From  their  teaching  it  hath  taken : 
Feeling  and  music  move  together. 
Like  a  swan  and  shadow  ever 
Floating  on  a  skv-blue  river 
In  a  day  of  cloudless  weather. 

It  hath  caught  a  touch  of  sadness. 

Yet  it  is  not  sad ; 
It  hath  tones  of  clearest  gladness, 

Yet  it  is  not  ghul ; 
A  dim,  sweet  twilight  voice  it  is 

Where  to-day's  accustomed  blue 
Is  over-grayed  with  memories^ 

With  starry  feelings  quivered  through. 

Thy  voice  is  like  a  fountain 
Leaping  up  in  sunshine  bright, 

And  I  never  weary  counting 
Its  clear  droppings,  lone  and  sin^e, 
Or  when  in  one  full  fOBh  they  mingle, 

Shooting  in  melodious  light. 

Thine  is  music  such  sa  yields 
Feelings  of  old  brooks  and  fields. 
And,  around  this  pent-up  room, 
Sheds  a  woodland,  free  perfume  ; 

0,  thus  forever  sing  to  me  I 
O,  thus  forever ! 
The  green,   bright  grass  of  childhood 
bring  to  me. 
Flowing  like  an  emerald  liver. 
And  the  bright  blue  skies  above ! 
0,  sing  them  back,  as  fresh  as  ever. 
Into  the  bosom  of  my  love,  — 
The  sunshine  and  the  merriment. 
The  unsought,  evergreen  contend 

Of  that  never  cold  time. 
The  joy,  that,  like  a  dear  breeze,  went 

Through  and  through  the  old  time  I 

Peace  sits  within  thine  eyes^ 

With  white  hands  crossed  in  joyful  rest. 


THE  MOON.  —  SONG. 
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While,  through  thy  lips  and  fue, 
The  melodies  from  oat  thy  breast ; 

She  sits  and  sings. 

With  folded  wings 

And  white  arms  crost, 
'*  Weep  not  for  bygone  things. 

They  are  not  umt : 
The  beauty  which  the  summer  time 
O'er  thine  opening  spirit  shed. 
The  forest  oracles  sublime 
That  filled  thy  soul  with  joyous  dread, 
The  scent  of  every  smallest  flower 
That  made  thy  heart  sweet  for  an 

hour. 
Yea,  every  holy  influence, 
Flowing  to  thee,  thou  knewest  not 

whence. 
In  thine  eyes  to-day  is  seen. 
Fresh  as  it  hath  ever  been ; 
Promptings    of   Nature,   beckonings 

sweet. 
Whatever  led  thy  childish  feet, 
Still  will  linger  unawares 
The  gtiiders  of  thy  silver  hairs ; 
Every  loqk  and  every  word 
Which  thou  givest  forth  to-day, 
Tell  of  the  singing  of  the  bird 
Whose  music  stilled  thy  boyish  play/* 

Thy  voice  iz  like  a  fountain. 
Twinkling  up  in  sharp  starlight. 
When  the  moon  behind  the  mountain 
Dims  the  low  East  with  faintest  white. 
Ever  darkling, 
Ever  sparkling. 
We  know  not  if 't  is  dark  or  bright ; 
But,  when  the  great  moon  hath  rolled 
round. 
And,  sudden-slow,  its  solemn  power 
Grows  from  behind  its  black,  clear-edged 
bound. 
No  spot  of  dark  the  fountain  keepeth. 
But,  swift  as  op«ning  eyelids,  leapeth 
'     Into  a  waving  stiver  flower. 


THB  MOON. 

Mt  soul  was  like  the  sea, 

Befon  the  moon  was  made, 
Moaning  in  vague  immensity, 

Of  its  own  strength  afraid, 

Unrestful  and  unstaid. 
through  every  rift  it  foamed  in  vain. 

About  its  earthly  prison, 
Seeking  some  unknown  thing  in  pain, 
And  sinking  restless  back  again, 


For  yet  no  moon  had  risen : 
Its  only  voice  a  vast  dumb  moan. 

Of  utterless  anguish  speaking, 
It  lay  unhopefully^  alone. 

And  Uvea  but  in  an  aimless  seeking. 

So  was  my  soul ;  but  when  't  was  full 

Of  unrest  to  o'erloading, 
A  voice  of  something  beautiful 

Whispered  a  dim  foreboding. 
And  yet  so  soft,  so  sweet,  so  low, 
It  had  not  more  of  ioy  than  woe ; 
And,  as  the  sea  doth  oft  lie  still, 

Making  its  waters  meet. 
As  if  by  an  unconscious  will. 

For  the  moon's  silver  feet. 
So  Uy  my  soul  within  mine  eyes 
When  thou,  itsguardian  moon,  didst  rise. 

And  now,  howe'er  its  waves  above 
May  toss  and  seem  uneaseful. 

One  strong,  eternal  law  of  Love, 
With  guidance  sure  and  peaceful. 

As  calm  and  natural  as  breath, 

Moves  its  neat  deeps  through  life  and 
death. 


I  MtTBIC. 
A  FBAOMENT. 

Thick-rushino,  like  an  ocean  vast 
Of  bisons  the  far  prairie  shaking. 
The  notes  crowd  heavily  and  fast 
As  surfs,  one  plunging  while  the  last 
Draws  sea  wai-d  from  its  foamy  breaking. 

Or  in  low  murmurs  they  began, 
Rising  and  rising  momently, 

As  o'er  a  haip  .£oIian 

A  fitful  breeze,  until  they  ran 
Up  to  a  sudden  ecstasy. 

And  then,  like  minute-drops  of  ndn 

Ringing  in  water  silverly. 
They  lingering   dropped  and   dropped 

again, 
Till  it  was  almost  like  a  pain 

To  listen  when  the  next  would  be. 


BONO. 
TO  M.  L. 

A  LILT  thou  wast  when  I  saw  thee  first, 
A  lily-bud  not  opened  quite, 
That  hourly  grew  moits  pure  and 
white» 
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EARLIER  POEMS. 


By  morning,  and  noontide,  and  evening 
nursed: 
In  all  of  nature  thou  badat  thy  share  ; 
Thou  wast  waited  on 
By  the  wind  and  sun  ; 
The  rain  and  the  dew  for  thee  took  care ; 
It  seemed  thou  nerer  conldst  be  more 
fair. 

A  lily  thoQ  wast  when  I  saw  thee  first, 
A  lily-bad ;  but  0,  how  strange, 
How  full  of  wonder  was  the  change. 
When,  ripe  with  all  sweetness,  thy  mil 
bloom  burst ! 
How  did  the  tears  to  my  glad  eyes  start, 
When  the  woman-flower 
Reached  its  blossoming  hour, 
And  I   saw   the  warm   deeps  of    thy 
golden  heart ! 

Glad  death  may  pluck  thee,  but  never 
before 
The  gold  dust  of  thy  bloom  divine 
Hath  dropped  from  thy  heart  into 
mine, 
To  quicken  its  faint  germs  of  heavenly 
lore  ; 
For  no  breeze  comes  nigh  thee  but  car- 
ries away    . 
Some  impulses  bright 
Of  fragrance  and  light. 
Which  fiBdl  upon  souls  that  are  lone 

and  astray, 
To  pknt  fruitful  hopes  of  the  flower  of 
day. 

ALLEORA. 

I  WOULD  more  natures  were  like  thine, 
That  never  casts  a  fflance  before, 

Thou  Hebe,  who  thy  heart's  bright  wine 
So  lavishly  to  all  dost  pour, 

That  we  who  drink  forget  to  pine, 
And  can  but  dream  of  bliss  in  store. 

Thou  canst  not  see  a  shade  in  life  ; 

With  sunward  instinct  thou  dost  rise, 
And,  leaving  clouds  below  at  strife, 

Gazest  undazzled  at  the  skies. 
With  all  their  blazine  splendors  rife, 

A  songful  lark  with  eagle's  eyes. 

Thou  wast  some  fonndling  whom  the 
Hours 
Nursed,  laughing,  with  the  milk  of 
Mirth; 
Bome  influence  more  gay  than  onre 
Hath  niled  thy  nature  from  its  birth. 


As  if  thy  natal  stars  were  flowers 
That  shook  their  seeds  round  thee  on 
earth. 

And  thou,  to  lull  thine  infant  rest, 
Wast  cradled  like  an  Indian  child  ; 

All  pleasant  winds  from  south  and  west 
With  lullabies  thine  ears  beguiled. 

Rocking  thee  in  thine  oriole's  nest. 
Till  Mature  looked  at  thee  and  smiled. 

Thine  every  fancy  seems  to  borrow 
A  sunlight  from  thy  childish  years, 

Making  a  golden  cloud  of  sorrow, 
A  hope-lit  rainbow  out  of  tears,  — 

Thy  heart  is  certain  of  to-monow, 
Though  'yottd  to-day  it  never  peers. 

I  would  more  natures  were  like  thine, 
So  innocently  wild  and  free, 

Whose  sad  thoughts,  even,  leap  and  shine, 
Like  sunny  wavelets  in  the  sea, 

Making  us  mindless  of  the  brine. 
In  gazing  on  the  brilliancy. 


THE  VOXTSTAJN, 

Into  the  sunshine. 

Full  of  the  light, 
Leaping  and  flashinjg 

From  morn  till  n^;ht ; 

Into  the  moonlight. 
Whiter  than  snow. 

Waving  so  flower-like 
When  the  winds  blow ; 

Into  the  starlight 

Rushing  in  spray, 
Happy  at  midnight, 

Happy  by  day; 

Ever  in  motion. 

Blithesome  and  cheeiy. 
Still  climbing  heavenward. 

Never  aweaiy  { 

Glad  of  all  weathers. 
Still  seeming  best, 

Upward  or  downwaid. 
Motion  ihy  rest ; 

Full  of  a  natnre 
Nothing  can  tame. 

Changed  every  moment. 
Ever  the  same ; 


ODE. 


XI 


Ceaseless  aspiring, 

Ceaseless  content, 
Darkness  or  suiishine    * 

Thy  element; 

Glorious  fountain, 

Let  my  heart  be 
Fresh,  changeful,  eonatant, 

Upward,  uke  thee  1 

ODB. 


In  the  old  days  of  awe  and  keen-eyed 
wonder, 
The  Poet's  song  with  Uood-warm  truth 
was  rife ; 
He  saw  the  mysteries  which  ciixde  under 
Theontwardshell  and  skin^of  daily  life. 
KothinjBf  to  him  were  fleeting  time  and 
uishion, 
UIb  soul  was  led  by  the  eternal  law  ; 
There  was  in  him  no  hope  of  fame»  no 
passion. 
But  with  calm,  godlike  eyes  he  only 
saw. 
He  did  not  sigh  o'er  heroes  dead  and 
buried, 
Chief-mourner  at  the  Golden  Age*s 
hearse, 
Nor  deem  that  souls  whom  Charon  grim 
had  ferried 
Alone  were  fitting  themes  of  epio  yerse : 
He  could  belieye  the  promise  of  to- 
morrow. 
And  feel  the  wondrous  meaning  of  to- 
day ; 
He  had  a  deeper  faith  in  holy  sorrow 
Than  the  world's  seeming  loss  could 
take  away. 
To  know  the  heart  of  all  things  was  his 
duty. 
All  things  did  sing  to  him  to  make  him 
wise. 
And,  with  a  sorrowful  and  conquering 
beauty. 
The  soul  of  all  looked  grandly  firom  his 
eyes. 
He  gazed  on  all  within  him  and  without 
him. 
He  watched  the  flowingof  Time'ssteady 
tide. 
And  sluipes  of  glocy  floated  all  about 
him 
And  whispered  to  him,  and  he  prophe- 
sied. 


Than  all  men  he  more  fearless  was  and 
freer. 
And  all  his  brethren  cried  with  one 
accord,  — 
"Behold  the  holy  man!      Behold  the 
Seer! 
Him  who  hath  spoken  with  the  unseen 
Lord!" 
He  to  his  heart  with  laige  embrace  had 
taken 
The  uniyersal  sorrow  of  mankind. 
And,  from  that  root,   a  shelter  neyer 
shaken. 
The  tree  of  wisdom  grew  with  sturdy 
rind. 
He  could  interpret  well  the  wondrous 
yoices 
Which  to  the  calm  and  silent  spirit 
come  ; 
He  knew  that  the  One  Soul  no  more 
rejoices 
'  In  the  star's  anthem  than  the  iniiect's 
hum. 
He  in  his  heart  was  eyer  meek  and 
humble. 
And  yet  with  kingly  pomp  his  num- 
bers ran. 
As  he  foresaw  how  all  things  fiedse  should 
crumble 
Before  the  free,  uplifted  soul  of  man  : 
And,  when  he  was  made  fnll  to  oyerflow- 
in« 
With  all  the  loyeliness  of  heayen  and 
earth, 
Out  rushed  his  song,  like  molten  iron 


To  show  God  sitting  by  the  humblest 
hearth. 
With  calmest  coura^  he  was  eyer  ready 
To  teach  that  action  was  the  truth  of 
thou^t. 
And,  with  strong  arm  and  purpose  firm 
and  steady. 
An  anchor  for  the  drifting  world  he 
wrought. 
So  did  he  make  the  meanest  man  par- 
taker 
Of   all  his    brother-gods    unto    him 
gave; 
All  souls  did  revei'ence  him  and  name 
him  Maker, 
And  when  he  died  heaped  temples  on 
his  ^ye. 
And  still  his  deathless  words  of  light  are 
swimming 
Serene  throughout  the  great  deep  in- 
finite 
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Of  hnman  wnl,  unwaning  and  tindim- 
ming, 
To  cheer  and  guide  the  manner  at 
night. 

II. 

But  now  the  Poet  is  an  empty  rhymer 

Who  lies  with  idle  elbow  on  the  grass, 
And  fits  his  singing,   like   a  cunning 
timer, 
To  all  men's  prides  and  fancies  as  they 
pass. 
Not  his  the  song,  which,  in  its  metre 
holy, 
Chimes  with  the  music  of  the  eternal 
stars. 
Humbling    the    tyrant,  lifting  up  the 


And  sending  sun  through  the  soul's 
prison-bars. 
Maker    no    more,  —  0    no !    unmaker 
rather, 
For  he  unmakes  who  doth  not  all  put 
forth 
The  power  given  freely  by  our  loving 
Father 
To  show  the  body's  dross,  the  spirit's 
worth. 
Awnke  I  great  spirit  of  the  ages  olden  1 
Shiver  the  mists  that  hide  thy  starry 
lyre, 
And  let  man's  soul  be  yet  again  beholden 
To  thee  for  wings  to  soar  to  her  desire. 
0,  prophesy  no  more  to-morrow's  splen- 
dor. 
Be  no  more  shamefaced  to  speak  out 
for  Truth, 
Lay  on  her  altar  all  the  gushings  tender. 
The  hope,  the  fire,  the  loving  faith  of 
youth ! 
0,  projjhesy  no  more  the  Maker's  com- 

Say  not  his  onward  footsteps  thou 
canst  hear 

In  the  dim  void,  like  to  the  awful  hum- 
ming 
Of  the  great  wings  of  some  new-light- 
ed sphere  ! 

O,  prophesy  no  more,  but  be  the  Poet ! 

'    Irhis  longing  was  but  granted  unto 
thee 

That,  when  all  beauty  thou  shouldst  feel 
and  know  it. 
That  beauty  in  its  highest  thou  couldst 
be. 

0  thou  who  moanest  tost  with  sealike 
longings, 


Who  dimly  hearest  voices  call  on  thee, 
Whose  soul  is  overfilled  with  mighty 
throngings 
Of  love,  and  fear,  and  slorious  acony, 
Thou  of  the  toil-strung  nands  and  iron 
sinews 
And  soul  by  Mother  Earth  with  free- 
dom fed. 
In  whom  the  hero-spirit  yet  continues, 
The  old  free  nature  is  not  chained  or 
dead, 
Arouse  !  let  thy  soul  break  in  music- 
thunder. 
Let  loose  the  ocean  that  is  in  thee 
pent. 
Pour  forth  thy  hope,  thy  fear,  thy  love, 
thy  wonder. 
And  tell  the  age  what  all  its  signs 
have  meant. 
Where'er  thy  wildered  crowd  of  brethren 
jostles. 
Where'er  tiiere  lingers  but  a  shadow  of 
wrong, 
There  still  is  need  of  martyrs  and  apos- 
tles. 
There  still  are  texts  for  never-dying 
song: 
From  age  to  age  man's  still  aspiring 
spirit 
Finds  wider  scope  and  sees  with  clearer 
eyes. 
And  thou  in  laraer  measure  dost  inherit 
What  made  thy  great  forerunners  free 
and  wise. 
Sit  thou   enthroned  where  the  Poet's 
mountain 
Above   the   thunder  lifts   its   silenl 
peak. 
And  roU  thy  songs  down  like  a  gathering 
fountain. 
They  all  mav  drink  and  find  the  rest 
they  seek. 
Sing !  there  shall  silence  grow  in  earth 
and  heaven, 
A  silence  of  deep  awe  and  wondering ; 
For,  listening  gladly,  bend  the  angels, 
even. 
To  hear  a  mortal  like  an  angel  sing. 


III. 

Among  the  toil-worn  poor  my  soul  u 
seeking 
For  who  shall  bring  tbe  Maker's  name 
to  light. 

To  be  the  voice  of  that  almighty  speak- 
ing 
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Which  eveiy  age  demands  to  do  it 
right. 
Proprieties  onr  silken  bards  environ ; 
He  who  wonld  be  the  tongue  of  this 
wide  land 
Mnst  string  his  harp  with  chords  of 
sturdy  iron 
And  strike  it  with  a  toil-imbrowned 
hand; 
One  who  hath  dwelt  with  Nature  well 
attended, 
Who  hath  learnt  wisdom  from  her 
mystic  books. 
Whose  soul  with  all  her  countless  lives 
hath  blended, 
So  that  all  beauty  awes  us  in  his  looks  ; 
Who  not  with  body's  waste  his  soul  hath 
pampered. 
Who  as  tne  clear  northwestern  wind  is 
free, 
Who  walks  with  Form's  observances  un- 
hampered. 
And  follows  the  One  Will  obediently ; 
Whose  eyes,  like  windows  on  a  breezy 
summit. 
Control  a  lovely  prospect  every  way  ; 
Who  doth  not  sotmd  God's  sea  with 
earthly  plummet, 
And  find  a  bottom  still  of  worthless 
clay ; 
Who  heeds  not  how  the  lower  gusts  are 
working, 
Knowing  tlutt  one  sure  wind  blows  on 
above, 
And  sees,  beneath  the  foulest  faces  lark- 
ing. 
One  God-built  shrine  of  reverence  and 
love ; 
Who  sees  all  stars  that  wheel  their  shin- 
inff  inarches 
Around  the  centre  fixed  of  Destiny, 
Where  the  encircling  soul  serene  over- 
arches 
The  moving  globe  of  being  like  a  sky  ; 
Who  feels  that  God  and  Heaven's  great 
deeps  are  nearer 
Him  to  whose  heart  his  fellow-man  is 
nigh, 
Who  doth  not  hold  his  soal's  own  free- 
dom dearer 
Than  that  of  all  his  brethren,  low  or 
hiffh; 
Who  to  the  Right  can  feel  himself  the 
truer 
For  being  gently  patient  with  the 
wrong. 
Who  sees  a  brother  in  the  evil-doer. 


And  finds  in  Love  the  heart's-blood  of 
his  song ;  — 
This,  this  is  he  for  whom  the  world  is 
waiting 
To  sing  the  beatings  of  its  mighty 
heart. 
Too  long  hath  it  been  patient  with  the 
gratinc 
Of  scrannel-pipes,  and  heard  it  mis- 
named Art 
To  him  the  smiling  soul  of  man  shall 
listen. 
Laying  awhile  its    crown   of  thorns 
aside, 
And  once  again  in  every  eye  shall  glisten 

The  glory  of  a  nature  satisfied. 
His  verse  shall  have  a  great  command- 
ing motion. 
Heaving  and  swelling  with  a  melody 
Learnt  of  the  sky,  the  river,  and  the 
ocean. 
And  all  the  pure,  majestic  things  that 
be. 
Awake,   then,  thou !  we  pine  for  thy 
great  presence 
To  make  us  feel  the  soul  once  more 
sublime. 
We  are  of  far  too  infinite  an  essence 
To   rest  contented  with   the  lies  of 
Time. 
Speak  out !  and  lo !  a  hush  of  deepest 
wonder 
Shall  sink  o'er  all  this  many-voiced 
scene. 
As  when  a  sudden   burst  of  rattling 
thunder 
Shatters  the  blueness  of  a  sky  serene. 


THB  FATHERLAND. 

Where  is  the  true  man's  fatherland  ? 

Is  it  where  he  by  chanoe  is  bom  ? 

Doth  not  the  yearning  spirit  scorn 
In  such  scant  borders  to  be  spanned  1 
0  yes  !  his  fatherland  must  be 
As  the  blue  heaven  wide  and  free  1 

Is  it  alone  where  freedom  is, 
Where  God  is  God  and  man  is  man  f 
Doth  he  not  elaSm  a  broader  span 
For  the  soul's  love  of  home  than  this  9 
0  yes  !  his  fatherland  must  be 
As  the  blue  heaven  wide  and  free  I    . 

Where'er  a  human  heart  doth  wear 
Joy's  myrtle-wreath  or  sorrow's  gyves, 
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Where'er  a  hamui  spirit  strives 
After  a  life  more  tme  and  fair. 
There  is  the  true  mail's  birthplace  grand, 
His  is  a  world-wide  fatherland  1 

Where'er  a  single  slave  doth  pine. 
Where'er   one   man   may   help   an- 
other, — 
Thank  God  for   soch  a   birthright, 
brother.  — 
That  spot  of  earth  is  thine  and  mine  ! 
There  is  the  true  man's  birthplace  grand. 
His  is  a  world-wide  fotherland  1 


THS  FORLOKK. 

Ths  night  ia  dark,  the  stinging  sleet, 
Swept  b^  the  bitter  gusts  of  air, 

Drives  whistling  down  the  lonelv  street. 
And  glaxea  on  the  pavement  baie. 

The  street-lamps  flare  and  struggle  dim 
Through  the  gray  sleet-clouos  as  they 


Or,  governed  by  a  boisterous  whim. 
Drop  down  and  rustle  on  the  glass. 

One  poor,  heart-broken,  outcast  girl 
Faces  the  east-wind's  searching  flaws. 

And,  as  about  her  heart  they  whirl. 
Her  tattered  cloak  more  tightly  draws. 

The  flat  brick  walls  look  cold  and  bleak. 
Her  bare  feet  to  the  sidewalk  freeze ; 

Yet  dares  she  not  a  shelter  seek, 
Though  faint  with  hunger  and  disease. 

The  sharp  storm  cats  her  forehead  bare. 
And,  piercing  through  her  garments 
thin, 

Beats  on  her  shrunken  breast,  and  there 
Makes  colder  the  cold  heart  within. 

She  lingers  where  a  ruddy  glow 
Streams  outward   through  an    open 
shutter. 

Adding  more  Mtteniess  to  woe. 
More  loneness  to  desertion  utter. 

One  half  the  oold  she  had  not  felt 
Until  she  saw  this  gush  of  light 

Spread  warmly  forth,  and  seem  to  melt 
Its  slow  way  thnrngh  the  deadening 
night. 

She  hears  a  woman's  voice  within. 
Singing  sweet  words  her  childhood 
knew, 


And  years  of  misery  and  sin 
Furl  off,  and  leave  her  heaven  blue. 

Her  Ireezing  heart,  like  one  who  ainks 
Outwearied  in  the  drifting  snow. 

Drowses  to  deadly  aleep  and  thinks 
No  longer  of  its  hopeless  woe  : 

Old  fields,  and  clear  blue  summer  days. 
Old  meadows,  green  with  grass,  and 
trees 
That  shimmer  through  the  trembling 
haze 
And  whiten  in  the  western  breese. 

Old  faces,  all  the  friendly  past 
Rises  within  her  heart  sgain, 

And  sunshine  from  her  childhood  cast 
Makes  summer  of  the  icy  rain. 

Enhaloed  by  a  mild,  warm  glow, 
From  man's  humanity  apart. 

She  hears  old  footsteps  wandering  slow 
Through  the   lone  chambers  of  the 
heart 

Outside  the  porch  before  the  door. 
Her  cheek  upon  the  cold,  hard  stone. 

She  lies,  no  longer  foul  and  poor, 
No  longer  dreary  and  alone. 

Next  morning  something  heavily 
Against  the  opening  door  did  weigh. 

And  there,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
A  woman  on  the  threshold  lay. 

A  smile  upon  the  wap  lips  told 
That  she  had  found  a  calm  release. 

And  that,  from  out  the  want  and  cold. 
The  song  had  borne  her  soul  in  peace. 

For,  whom  the  heart  of  man  shuts  out. 
Sometimes  the  heart  of  Qod  takes  in, 

And  fences  them  all  round  about 
With  silence  mid  the  worid's  loud  din ; 

And  one  of  his  great  charities 
Is  Music,  andit  doth  not  scorn 

To  close  the  lids  upon  the  eyes 
Of  the  polluted  and  forlorn ; 

Far  was  she  from  her  childhood's  home. 
Farther  in  guilt  had  wandered  th«no^ 

Yet  thither  it  had  bid  her  come 
To  die  in  maiden  innocenoe. 
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vmrnQBT 

We  need  her  mora  on  ewr  poor  earth 
Than  thou  canst  need  in  heaven  with 

Tn  moon  shines  white  and  sQent 

thee: 

On  the  mist,  which,  like  a  tide 

She  hath  her  wings  already,  I 
Must  burst  this  earth-shell  ere  I  fly. 

Of  some  enchanted  ocean, 

O'er  the  wide  marsh  doth  glide, 

Spreading  its  ghost-like  bUlows 
Silently  far  and  wide. 

Then,  God,  take  me !  We  shall  be  near. 

.  More  near  than  ever,  each  to  each: 

Her  angel  ears  will  find  more  clear 

A  Tagae  and  starry  magic 
Mf3ces  all  things  mysteries* 

My  heavenly  than  my  earthly  speech  ; 
And  still,  as  1  draw  niih  to  thee. 
Her  soul  and  mine  shafi  closer  be. 

And  lures  the  earth's  dumb  spirit 

dp  to  the  lon^ng  skies,  — 
I  seem  to  hear  dim  whisperB» 

And  tremulous  replies. 

THE  HKRXTAai. 

The  fireflies  o'er  the  meadow 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands, 

In  pulses  come  and  so ; 
The  elm-trees'  heavy  snadow 

And  piles  of  brick,  and  stone,  and 

gold, 

Weurhs  on  the  grass  below ; 
And  faintly  from  the  distance 

And  he  inherits  soft  white  hands, 

And  tender  flesh  that  fears  the  cold. 

The  dreaming  cock  doth  crow. 

Nor  dares  to  wear  a  gannent  old ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

All  things  look  strange  and  mystic, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  very  bushes  swell 

And  take  wild  shapes  and  motions. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  cares  ; 

As  if  beneath  a  spell ; 

The  bank  may  break,  the  factory  bum. 

They  seem  not  the  same  lilacs 

A  breath  may  burst  his  bubble  shares, 

And  soft  white  hands  could  hardly 

earn 
A  living  that  would  serve  his  turn  ; 

The  snow  of  deepest  silence 

O'er  everything  doth  fall. 
So  beautiful  and  quiet. 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

And  yet  so  like  a  pall, 
As  if  all  Ufe  were  ended. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  wants, 

And  rest  were  come  to  all. 

His  stomach  craves  for  dainty  fare ; 
With  sated  heart,  he  hears  the  pants 

0  wild  and  wondrous  midnight. 

There  is  a  might  in  thee 

And  wearies  in  his  easy-chair ; 

To  make  the  charmed  body 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

Almost  like  spirit  be. 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

And  give  it  some  faint  glimpaei 

OfimmortaUtyi 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  f 

Stout  muscles  and  a  sinewy  heart, 
A  hardy  frame,  a  hardier  spirit ; 

▲  F&ATIR. 

King  of  two  hands,  he  does  his  part 
In  every  useful  toll  and  art ; 

God!  do  not  let  my  loved  om  dia, 

A  heritage,  ft  seems  to  me. 

But  rather  wait  until  the  thne 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

That  I  am  grown  in  purity 

Enoufth  to  enter  thy  p«re  clime^ 
Then  take  me,  I  will  gladly  go, 
So  that  my  love  remain  below ! 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  ? 

Wishes  o'eijoTed  with  humble  things, 
A  rank  adjudged  by  toil-won  merit. 

Content  that  from  employment  springs, 

0,  let  her  stay  !    She  is  by  birth 

A  heart  that  iti  his  labor  sings ; 

What  I  through  death  must  lettrn  to 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fce. 

be; 
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What  doth  the  poor  ixum's  son  inherit  ?  j 
A  patieDoe  learned  of  being  poor. 

Courage,  if  sorrow  come,  to  bear  it» 
A  fellow-feeling  that  is  sure 
To  make  the  outcast  bless  his  door ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

0  rich  man's  son  !  there  is  a  toil 
That  with  all  others  level  stands ; 

Lai^  charity  doth  never  soil, 
But  only  whiten,  soft  white  hands,  — 
This  is  the  best  crop  from  thy  lands  ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

Worth  being  rich  to  hold  in  fee. 

0  poor  man's  son  !  scorn  not  thy  state ; 
There  is  worse  weariness  than  thine, 

In  merely  being  rich  and  great ; 
Toil  only  gives  the  soul  to  shine. 
And   makes  rest   fragrant   and    be- 
nign^ 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

Worth  Ming  poor  to  hold  in  fee. 

Both,  heirs  to  some  six  feet  of  sod. 
Are  equal  in  the  earth  at  last ; 

Both,  children  of  the  same  dear  God, 
Prove  title  to  your  heirship  vast 
By  record  of  a  well-filled  past ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

Well  worth  a  life  to  hold  in  fee. 


THE  BOSS:  A  BALLAD. 


In  his  tower  sat  the  poet 

Gazing  on  the  roanng  sea, 
**Take  this  rose,"  he  sighed,  "and  throw 
it 

Where  there 's  none  that  loveth  me. 
On  the  rock  the  billow  bursteth 

And  sinks  back  into  the  seas, 
But  in  vain  my  spirit  tlursteth 

So  to  burst  ana  be  at  ease. 
Take,  0  sea  I  the  tender  blossom 

That  hath  lain  against  my  breast ; 
On  thy  black  and  angry  bosom 

It  will  find  a  sorer  rest. 
Life  is  vain,  and  love  is  hollow, 

Ugly  death  stands  there  behind. 
Hate  and  scorn  and  hunger  follow 

Him  that  toileth  for  his  kind." 
Forth  into  the  night  he  hurled  it. 

And  with  bitter  smile  did  mark 
How  the  surly  tempest  whirled  it 

Swift  into  the  hungry  dark. 


Foam  and  spray  drive  back  to  leeward. 
And  the  gale,  with  di^eary  moan, 

Drifts  the  helpless  blossom  seaward. 
Through  the  breakers  all  alone. 


Stands  a  maiden,  on  the  morrow, 

Musing  by  the  wave-beat  strand. 
Half  in  hope  and  half  in  sorrow. 

Tracing  words  upon  the  sand: 
"  Shall  I  ever  then  behold  him 

Who  hath  been  my  life  so  long. 
Ever  to  this  sick  heart  fold  him. 

Be  the  spirit  of  his  song  ? 
Touch  not,  sea,  the  bless^  letters 

I  have  traced  upon  thy  shore. 
Spare  his  name  whose  spirit  fetters 

Mine  with  love  forevermore  ! " 
Swells  the  tide  and  overflows  it. 

But,  with  omen  pure  and  meet. 
Brings  a  little  rose,  and  throws  it 

Humblv  at  the  maiden's  feet. 
Full  of  bliss  she  takes  the  token, 

And,  upon  her  snowy  breast,' 
Soothes  the  ruffled  petals  broken 

With  the  ocean's  fierce  unrest. 
"  Love  is  thine,  O  heart !  and  surely 

Peace  shall  also  be  thine  own. 
For  the  heart  that  trusteth  purely 

Never  long  can  pine  alone." 


In  his  tower  sits  the  poet, 

Blisses  new  and  strange  to  him 
Fill  his  heart  and  overflow  it 

With  a  wonder  sweet  and  dim. 
Upthe  beach  the  ooean  slideth 

W  ith  a  whisper  of  delight, 
And  the  moon  m  silence  crlideth 

Through  the  peaceful  Uue  of  night 
Rippling  o'er  the  poet's  shoulder 

flows  a  maiden  s  golden  hair, 
Maiden  lips,  with  love  grown  bolder, 

Kiss  his  moon-lit  forenead  bare. 
"  life  is  joy,  and  love  is  power, 

Death  all  fetters  dotli  unbind. 
Strength  and  wisdom  only  flower 

When  we  toil  for  all  our  kind. 
Hope  is  truth,  —  the  future  giveth 

More  than  present  takes  away, 
And  the  soul  forever  liveth 

Nearer  God  from  day  to  day." 
Not  a  word  the  maiden  uttered, 

Fullest  hearts  are  slow  to  speak. 
But  a  withered  rose-leaf  fluttered 

Down  upon  the.  poet's  cheek. 


'  111  hts  tower  tat  the  poet."    Pa^e  i6b 
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The  death-watch  ticked  behind  the  wall. 
The  blackness  rustled  like  a  pall. 

Violet  t  iweet  violet ! 

The  moaning  wind  did  rise  and  fall 
Among  the  bleak  pines,  Rosaline  ! 

Thine  ejes  are  full  of  tears ; 

Are  they  wet 

My  heart  beat  thickly  in  mine  eare : 

Even  yet 

The  lids  may  shut  out  fleshly  fears. 
But  still  the  spirit  sees  and  hears, 
Its  eyes  are  lidless,  Rosaline ! 

With  the  thought  of  other  years  t 
Or  with  gladness  are  they  full* 

For  the  night  so  beautiful, 

And  longing  for  those  far-off  spheres ! 

A  wildness  rushing  suddenly, 
A  knowing  some  il  shape  is  nigh. 

Loved  one  of  my  vonth  thou  wast, 
Of  my  merry  youth. 

A  wish  for  death,  a  fear  to  die, 

Is  not  this  vengeance,  Rosaline  f 

And  I  see. 

A  loneliness  that  is  not  lone. 

TearfuUy, 
All  the  fair  and  sunny  past, 

A  love  quite  withered  up  and  gone. 

A  strong  soul  ousted  from  its  throne. 

All  its  openness  and  truth, 

What  wouldst  thou  further,  Rosaline  ? 

Ever  fresh  and  ^reen  in  thee 
As  the  moss  is  in  the  sea. 

'T  is  drear  such  moonless  nights  as  these, 

Stranse  sounds  are  out  upon  the  breeze. 
And  tne  leaves  shiver  in  the  trees, 

Thy  little  heart,  that  hath  with  love 

Grown  colored  like  the  sky  above, 

And  then  thou  comest,  Rosaline  1 

On  which  thou  lookest  ever,  — 

I  seem  to  hear  the  mourners  go, 

Can  it  know 

With  long  black  garments  trailing  slow, 
And  plumes  anodding  to  and  fro, 

All  the  woe 

Of  hope  for  what  retumeth  never, 

As  once  I  heard  them,  Rosaline ! 

All  the  sorrow  and  the  longing 
To  these  hearts  of  ours  belonging  ? 

Thy  shroud  is  all  of  snowy  white. 

And,  in  the  middle  of  the  night. 

Out  on  it  1  no  foolish  pining 

Thou  standest  moveless  and  upright. 

For  the  sky 

Gazing  upon  me,  Rosaline  ! 

Dims  thine  eye, 

There  is  no  sorrow  in  thine  eyes. 

Like  thee  let  this  soul  of  mine 

But  evermore  that  meek  surprise,—- 

0  God  !  thy  gentle  spirit  tries 

Take  hue  from  that  wherefor  I  long. 

To  deem  me  guiltless,  Rosaline  ! 

Self-stayed  and  hiffh,  serene  and  strong, 
Not  satisfied  with  noping  —  but  divine. 

Above  thy  grave  the  robin  sings. 

And  swarms  of  bright  and  happy  things 

Violet  1  dear  violet ! 

Flit  all  about  with  sunlit  wings, 

But  I  am  cheerless,  Rosaline  ! 

The  violets  on  the  hillock  toss, 

The  gravestone  is  o'ergrown  with  moss ; 

For  nature  feels  not  any  loss, 

Thy  blue  eyes  are  only  wet 
With  joy  and  love  of  Him  who  sent  thee, 

And  for  the  fulfilling  sense 

Of  that  glad  obedience 

Which  made  thee  all  that  Katnre  meant 

But  I  am  cheerless,  Rosaline  ! 

thee  1 

I  did  not  know  when  thou  wast  dead  ; 
A  blackbird  whistling  overhead 
Thrilled  through  my  brain  ;  I  would  have 

fled, 
But  dared  not  leave  thee,  Rosaline  1 

BOBALIKB. 

Thoit  look'drt  on  me  all  yesternight, 

Thine  eyes  were  blue,  thy  hair  was  hn<iht 

The  sun  rolled  down,  and  very  soon, 

As  when  we  murmured  our  troth-plight 

Like  a  great  flre,  the  awful  moon 

Beneath  the  thick  stars,  Rosaline  1 

Rose,  stained  with  blood,  and  then  aswoon 

Thy  hair  was  braided  on  thy  head. 

Crept  chilly  o'er  me,  Rosaline ! 

As  on  the  day  we  two  were  wed. 

Mine  eyes  scarce  knew  if  thou  wert  dead. 

The  stars  came  out ;  and,  one  by  one, 

But  my  shrunk  heart  knew,  Rosaline ! 

Each  angel  from  his  silver  throne 
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Ix>oked  down  and  law  what  I  had  done : 

1  dared  not  hide  me,  BMaline  1 

1  crouched ;  1  feared  thy  corpse  woold  cry 

Against  me  to  God's  silent  sky, 

1  thought  I  saw  the  blue  lips  try 

To  utter  something,  Boealiue  I 

I  waited  with  a  maddened  grin 
To  hear  that  voice  all  icy  thin 
Slide  forth  and  tell  my  deadly  sin 
To  hell  and  heaven,  Rosaline  I 
iiut  no  voice  came,  and  then  it  seemed. 
That,  if  the  veiy  corpse  had  screamed. 
The  sound  like  sunshine  glad  had  streamed 
Through  that  dark  stillness,  Rosaline  ! 

And  then,  amid  the  silent  ni^t, 

I  screamed  with  horrible  delight, 

And  in  my  brain  an  awful  li^t 

Did  seem  to  crackle,  Rosaline  1 

It  is  my  curse  !  sweet  memories  fall 

From  me  like  snow,  and  only  all 

Of  that  one  night,  like  cold  worms,  crawl 

My  doomed  heart  over,  Rosaline  ! 

Why  wilt  thou  haunt  me  with  thine  eyes, 
Wherein  such  blessed  memories, 
Such  pitying  foreiveness  lies, 
Than  nate  more  bitter,  Rosaline  ! 
Woe  *8  me  )  I  know  that  love  so  high 
As  thine,  true  soul,  could  never  die. 
And  with  mean  clay  in  churchyard  lie,  — 
Would  it  might  be  so,  Rosaline  1 


A  BEQTTIEH. 

At,  nale  and  silent  maiden. 

Cold  as  thou  lie.st  there. 
Thine  was  the  sunniest  nature 

That  ever  drew  the  air, 
The  wildest  and  most  wayward, 

And  yet  so  gently  kind. 
Thou  seemedst  but  to  body 

A  breath  of  summer  wind. 

Into  the  eternal  shadow 

That  girds  our  life  around. 
Into  the  infinite  silence 

Wherewith  Death's  shore  is  bound, 
Thou  hast  gone  forth,  beloved  1 

And  I  were  mean  to  weep. 
That  thou  hast  left  Life's  shallows, 

And  dost  possess  the  Deep. 

Thou  liest  low  and  silent. 
Thy  heart  is  cold  and  still, 


Thine  eyes  are  shut  forever. 
And  Death  hatli  had  his  will ; 

He  loved  and  would  have  taken, 
I  loved  and  would  have  kept. 

We  strove^  —  and  he  was  stronger. 
And  I  have  never  wept. 

Let  him  possess  thy  body, 

Thy  soul  is  still  with  me. 
More  sunny  and  more  gladsomo 

Than  it  was  wont  to  be  : 
Thy  body  was  a  fetter 

That  bound  me  to  the  flesh. 
Thank  God  that  it  is  broken. 

And  now  I  live  afresh  f 

Now  I  can  see  thee  clearly ; 

The  dusky  cloud  of  clay, 
That  hid  thy  starry  spirit, 

Is  rent  and  blown  away: 
To  earth  I  give  thy  body, 

Thy  spint  to  the  sky, 
I  saw  its  bright  wings  growing, 

And  knew  that  tlKm  must  fly. 

Now  I  can  love  thee  truly. 

For  nothing  comes  between 
The  senses  and  the  spirit, 

The  seen  and  the  unseen  ; 
Lifts  the  eternal  shadow, 

The  silence  bursts  apart. 
And  the  soul's  boundless  ftitnre 

Is  present  in  my  heart. 


A  PARABLB. 

WoKN  and  footsore  was  the  Prophet, 
When  he  gained  the  holy  hill ; 

"  God  has  left  the  earth,"  he  rnnmrared, 
"  Here  his  presence  lingers  stilL 

"  God  of  all  the  olden  prophets, 
Wilt  thou  speak  with  men  no  more  f 

Have  I  not  as  truly  served  thee 
As  thy  chosen  ones  of  yore? 

"  Hear  me,  guider  of  m^  fathers, 
Lo  t  a  humble  heart  is  mine  ; 

By  thy  meroy  I  beseech  thee 
Grant  thy  servant  but  a  sign  1 " 

Bowing  then  his  head,  he  Uttened 
For  an  answer  to  his  prayer ; 

No  loud  burst  of  thnnder  followed, 
Not  a  murmur  stirred  the  air :  — 


SONG.  — 
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Bat  the  taft  of  mow  before  him 

"  In  her  hand  she  held  a  flower, 

Opened  while  he  waited  yet, 
And,  from  oat  the  rock's  hard  bosom. 

Like  to  this  as  like  may  be, 
Which,  beside  my  very  threshold, 

Sprang  a  tender  violet 

She  had  plucked  and  brought  to  me.'* 

"God!   I  thank  thee,"  said  the  Prophet; 

SONG. 

"  Hard  of  heart  and  blind  was  I, 

Looking  to  the  holy  mountain 
For  the  gift  of  prophecy. 

0  MOONLIGHT  deep  and  tender. 

A  year  and  mora  agone, 

Your  mist  of  golden  splendor 
Bound  my  betrothal  shone  ! 

"Still  thou  speakest  with  thy  children 

Freely  as  in  eld  sublime ; 
Humbleness,  and  love,  and  patience, 

0  elm-leaves  dark  and  dewy. 

Still  give  empire  over  time. 

The  very  same  ye  seem. 
The  low  wmd  trembles  through  ye, 

"  Had  I  trusted  in  my  nature. 

Ye  murmur  in  my  dream ! 

And  had  faith  in  lowly  things, 

0  river,  Him  with  distance^ 

Thou  thyself  wouldst  then  have  sought 

Flow  thus  forever  by. 

me. 
And  set  free  my  spirit's  wings. 

A  part  of  my  existence 
Within  your  heart  doth  lie  1 

"  But  I  looked  for  «gns  and  wonders, 
That  o'er  men  should  give  me  sway ; 

0  stars,  ye  saw  our  meeting, 

Two  beings  and  one  soul, 

Thirsting  to  be  more  than  mortal, 

Two  hearts  so  madly  beating 

I  was  even  less  than  clay. 

To  mingle  and  be  whole ! 

"Ere  I  entered  on  my  journey. 

0  happy  night,  deliver 
Her  kisses  back  to  me, 

As  I  girt  my  loins  to  start. 

-    Ban  to  me  my  little  daughter. 

Or  keep  them  all,  and  give  her 
A  blissful  dream  of  me ! 

The  beloved  of  my  heart;  — 

SONl 

fETS. 

L 

Nor  hath  thy  knowledge  of  adversity 
Bobbed  thee  of  any  faith  in  happiness, 

TO  A.  0.  L. 

But  rather  cleared  thine  inner  eyes  to  see 

Throitoh  suflfering  and  sorrow  thou  hast 

How  many  simple  ways  there  are  to  bless. 

passed. 

To  show  us  what  a  woman  true  may  be : 

n. 

They  have  not  taken  sympathy  from  thee, 
Nor  made  thee  any  other  than  thou  wast. 

What  were  I,  Love,  if  I  were  stripped  of 

Save  as  some  tree^  which,  in  a  sudden 

thee, 

bla^t. 

If  thine  eyes  shut  me  out  whereby  I  live, 
Thou,  who  unto  my  calmer  soul  dost  eive 
Knowledge,  and  Truth,  and  holy  Mys* 

Sheddeth  those  blossoms,  that  are  weakly 

1 

ffrown. 
Upon  the  air,  but  keepeth  every  one 
whose  strength  gives  warrant  of  good 

Wherein  Truth  mainly  lies  for  those  who 

fruit  at  last: 

see 

So  thou  hast  shed  some  blooms  of  gay- 

Beyond  the  earthly  and  the  fiiritive, 
Who  in  the  grandeur  of  the  soul  belienf^ 

«ty. 

Bat  never  one  of  steadfast  cheerfulness ; 

And  only  in  the  Infinite  are  free! 
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Without  thee  I  were  naked,  bleak,  and 

bare 
As  yon  dead  cedar  on  the  sea-clifiTB  brow ; 
And  Nature's  teachings,  which  come  to 

me  now, 
Common  and  beautiful  as  light  and  air, 
Would  be  as  fruitless  as  a  stream  which 

still 
Slips  through  the  wheel  of  some  old 

ruined  mill. 


m. 

I  WOULD  not  have  this  perfect  lore  of 

ours 
Grow  from  a  sinsle  root,  a  single  stem. 
Bearing  no  goodly  fruit,  but  only  flowers 
That  idly  hide  life's  iron  diadem : 
It  should  grow  alway  like  that  Eastern 

ti*ee 
Whose  limbs  take  root  and  spread  forth 

constantly ; 
That  love  for  one,  from  which  there  doth 

not  spring 
Wide  love  for  all,  is  but  a  worthless  thing. 
Not  in  another  world,  as  poets  prate, 
Dwell  we  apart  above  the  tide  of  things, 
High  floating  o*er  earth's  clouds  on  faery 

wings; 
But  our  pure  love  doth  ever  elevate 
Into  a  holy  bond  of  brotherhood 
All  earthly  things,  making  them  pure 

and  good. 

IV. 

"  For  this  true  nobleness  I  seek  in  vain, 
In  woman  and  in  man  I  And  it  not ; 
I  almost  weary  of  my  earthly  lot, 
My  life-spring  are  dried  up  with  bom- 

^        inff  pain." 
Thou  flnast  it  not?    I  pray  thee  look 

again, 
Look  invoard  through  the  depths  of  thine 

own  soul. 
How  is  it  with  thee  ?    Art  thou  sound 

and  whole  ? 
Doth  narrow  search  show  thee  no  earthly 

stain  f 
Bk  noblb  !  and  the  nobleness  that  lies 
In  other  men,  sleeping,  but  never  dead. 
Will  rise  in  majesty  to  meet  thine  own ; 
Then  wilt  thou  see  it  gleam  in  many  eyes, 
Then  will  nure  light  around  thy  path  be 

And  thou  wilt  nevermore  be  sad  and 
lone. 


TO  THB  SPIRIT  OF  KEATS. 

Great  soul,  thou  sittest  with  me  in  my 

room. 
Uplifting  me  with  thy  vast,  quiet  eyes, 
On  whose  full  orbs,  with  kindly  lustre,  lies 
The  twilight  warmth  of  ruddy  ember- 
gloom  : 
Thy  clear,  strong  tones  will  oft  bring  sud- 
den bloom 
Of  hope  secure,  to  him  who  lonely  crien. 
Wrestling  with  the  younc  poet's  agonies, 
Neglect  and  scorn,  whicn  seem  a  certain 

doom: 
Yesl  the  few  words  which,  like  great 

thunder-drops. 
Thy  laige  heart  down  to  earth  shook 

doubtfully. 
Thrilled  by  the  inward  lightning  of  its 

mifiht, 
Serene  and  pure,  like  ffushing  joyof  li^ht, 
Shall  track  the  eternal  chords  of  Destmy, 
After  the  moon-led  pulse  of  ocean  stops. 


VI. 

Great  Truths  are  portions  of  the  soul  of 

man  ; 
Great  souls  are  portions  of  Eternity  ; 
Each  drop  of  blood  that  e'er  through  true 

heart  ran 
With  lofty  message,  ran  for  thee  and  me ; 
For  God's  law,  since  the  starry  song  began. 
Hath  been,  and  still  forevermore  must  be, 
That  every  deed  which  shall  outlast  Time's 

span 
Must  spur  the  soul  to  be  erect  and  free  ; 
Slave  IS  no  word  of  deathless  lineage 

sprunff; 
Too  many  nonle  souls  have  thought  and 

died. 
Too  many  mighty  poets  lived  and  sung, 
And  our  good  Saxon,  from  lips  purified 
WiUi  martyr-fire,  throughout  tine  world 

hath  mng 
Too  long  to  have  God's  holy  cause  denied. 

vn. 

I ABK  not  for  those  thoughts,  that  sudden 

leap 
From  being's  sea,  like  the  isle-seeming 

Kraken, 
With  whose  great  rise  the  ocean  all  i> 

shaken 
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And  a  heart-tremble  qniyers  through  the 
deep; 

Giro  me  Uiat  growth  which  some  per- 
chance deem  sleep, 

Wherewith  tlie  steadfast  coral-stems  up- 
rise, 

Which,  by  the  toil  of  gathering  energies, 

Their  upward  way  into  clear  sonsnine 
keep, 

Until,  by  Heaven's  sweetest  influences, 

Slowly  and  slowly  spreads  a  speck  of 
green 

Into  a  pleasant  island  in  the  seas. 

Where,  mid  tall  palms,  the  cane-roofed 
home  is  seen. 

And  wearied  men  shall  sit  at  sunset's 
hour. 

Hearing  the  leaves  and  loving  God's  dear 
power. 

vm. 

TO  IC.  W.,  ON  HER  BIXTHDAT. 

Maibkn,  when  such  a  soul  as  thine  is 

bom, 
The  morning-stars  their  andent  music 

make. 
And,  jovful,  once  t^in  their  song  awake, 
Long  silent  now  with  melancholy  scorn  ; 
And  thou,  not  mindless  of  so  blest  a 

mom. 
By  no  least  deed  its  harmony  shalt  break. 
But  shalt  to  that  high  chime  thy  foot- 
steps take, 
Through  ufe's  most  darksome  passes  un- 

forlom ; 
Therefore  from  thy  pure  faith  thou  shalt 

not  fall. 
Therefore  shalt  thou  be  ever  fair  and 

free. 
And  in  thiiae  every  motion  musical 
As  summer  air,  miyestic  as  the  sea, 
A  mystery  to  those  who  creep  and  crawl 
Through  Time,  and  part  it  from  Eternity. 


Ht  Love,  I  have  no  fear  that  thou 
shouldst  die ; 

Albeit  I  ask  no  fairer  life  than  this. 

Whose  numbering-clock  is  still  thy  gen- 
tle kiss. 

While  Time  and  Peace  with  hands  en- 
locked  fly,  -  - 

Yet  care  1  not  where  in  Eternity 


We  live  and  love,   well  knowing  that 

there  is 
No  backward  step  for  those  who  feel  the 

bliss 
Of  Faith  as  their  most  lofty  yearnings 

high: 
Love  hath  so  purifled  my  being^s  core, 
Meseems  I  scarcely  should  be  startled, 

even. 
To  find,  some  mom,  that  thou  hadst  gone 

before ; 
Since,  with  thy  love,  this  knowledge  too 

was  eiven, 
Which  each  calm  day  doth  strengthen 

more  and  more. 
That  thev  who  love  are  but  one  step  from 

Heaven. 


1 0A21X0T  think  that  thou  shouldst  pass 

away. 
Whose  life  to  mine  is  an  etemal  law, 
A  piece  of  nature  that  can  have  no  flaw, 
A  new  and  certain  sunrise  every  day ; 
But,  if  thou  art  to  be  another  ray 
About  the  Sun  of  Life,  and  art  to  live 
Free  from  what  part  of  thee  was  fugitive, 
The  debt  of  Love  I  will  more  fully  pay. 
Not  downcast  with  the  thought  of  thee 

so  high. 
But  rather  nused  to  be  a  nobler  man. 
And  more  divine  in  my  humanity, 
As  knowing  that  the  waiting  eyes  which 

scan 
My  life  are  lighted  by  a  purer  being. 
And  ask  high,  calm-browed  deeds,  with 

it  agreeing. 


Thexb  never  yet  was  flower  fair  in  vain, 
Let  classic  poets  rhyme  it  as  they  will ; 
The  seasons  toil  that  it  may  blow  again, 
Andsummer's  heart  doth  feel  its  every  ill ; 
Nor  is  a  true  soul  ever  bom  for  naucht ; 
Wherever  any  such  hath  lived  and  med. 
There  hath  been  something  for  true  free- 
dom wrought. 
Some  bulwark  levelled  on  the  evil  side  : 
Toil  on,  then.  Greatness !  thou  art  in  the 

right. 
However  narrow  souls  may  call    thee 

wrong; 
Be  as  thou  wouldst  be  in  thine  own  clear 
sight. 
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And  80  thou  shalt  be  in  the  world's  ere- 
long; 

For  worldungs  cannot,  straggle  as  they 
may, 

From  man's  great  soul  one  great  thought 
hide  away. 

xn. 

StJB  PONDKKE  CRESCIT. 

The  hope  of  Truth  grows  stronger,  day 
by  day  ; 

I  hear  the  soul  of  Man  around  me  wak- 
ing, 

Like  a  great  sea,  its  frozen  fetters  break- 
ing* 

And  flinging  up  to  heaven  its  sunlitspray, 

Tossing  huge  continents  in  scornful 
play, 

And  crushing  them,  with  din  of  grind- 
ing thunder. 

That  makes  old  emptinesses  stare  in  won- 
der; 

The  memory  of  a  glory  passed  away 

Lingers  in  every  heart,  as,  in  the  shell, 

Resounds  the  bygone  freedom  of  the  sea. 

And  every  hour  new  signs  of  promise 
tell. 

That  the  great  soul  shall  once  again  be 
free. 

For  high,  and  yet  more  high,  the  mur- 
murs swell 

Of  inward  strife  for  truth  and  liberty. 


Beloved,  in  the  noisy  city  here, 
The  thought  of  thee  can  make  all  tur- 
moil cease  ; 
Around  my  spirit,  folds  thy  spirit  clear 
Its  still,  soft  arms,  and  circles  it  with 

peace  ; 
There  is  no  room  for  any  doubt  or  fear 
In  souls  so  overfilled  with  love's  increase, 
There  is  no  memory  of  the  bygone  year 
But  gix>wth  in  heart's  and  spint's  perfect 

ease  : 
How  hath  our  love,  half  nebulous  at  first. 
Rounded  itself  into  a  full-orbed  sun ! 
How  have  our  lives  and  wills  (as  haply 

erst 
They  were,  ere  this  forcetfulness  begun) 
Through  all  their  earthly  distances  out- 
burst, 
And  melted,  like  two  rays  of  light  in 
one! 


XIV. 

ON    REABINO    W0IU>8W0BTB'S    BOXKKTS 
IN  DEFENCE  OF  CAPITAL   PUNISH MKNT. 

As  the  broad  ocean  endlessly  upheaveth. 
With  the  majestic  beating  of  his  heart, 
The  mighty  tides,  whereof  its  rightftil 

part 
Each  sea-wide  bay  and  little  weed  re- 

ceiveth, 
So,  through  his  soul  who  earnestly  be- 

lieveth. 
Life  from  the  universal  Heart  doth  flow, 
Whereby  some  conquest  of  the  etenial 

Woe, 
By  instinct  of  God's  nature,  he  achiev- 

eth: 
A  fuller  pulse  of  this  all-poweriul  beauty 
Into  the  poet's  gulf-like  heart  doth  tide. 
And  he  more  keenly  feels  the  glorious 

duty 
Of  serving  Truth,  despised  and  cruci- 

Happy,  unknowing  sect  or  creed,  to  rest, 
And  feel  God  flow  forever  through  his 
breast. 

XV. 

THE  SAME  CONTINTTED. 

Once  hardly  in  a  cycle  blossometh 

A  flower-like  soul  ripe  with  the  seeds  of 

song, 
A  spirit  foreordained  to  cope  with  wrong. 
Whose  divine  thoughts  are  natural  as 

breath, 
Who  the  old  Darkness  thickly  seattereth 
With  starry  words,  that  shoot  prevailing 

light 
Into  the  deeps,  and  wither,  with  the  blight 
Of  serene  Truth,  the  coward  heart  of 

Death: 
Woe,  if  such  spirit  thwart  its  errand  high, 
And  mock  with  lies  the  longing  soul  of 

man! 
Yet  one  age  longer  must  true  Culture  lie, 
Soothing  ner  bitter  fetters  as  she  can, 
Until  new  messsges  of  love  outstart 
At  the  next  beating  of  the  infinite  Heart 

xvt 

THE  SAME  CONTINTED. 

The  love  of  all  things  springs  from  love 

of  one ; 
Wider  the  soul's  horizon  hourly  grows, 


SONNETS. 


And  over  it  with  fuller  glory  flows 
The  sky-like  spirit  of  God ;  a  hope  began 
In  doubt  and  darkness  'neath  a  fairer  sun 
Cometh  to  fruitage,  if  it  be  of  Truth ; 
And  to  the  law  of  meekness,  faith,  and 

rath, 
By  inward  sympathy,  shsdl  all  be  won : 
This  thou  shouldst  know,  who,  from  the 

painted  feature 
Of  shifting  Fashion,  couldst  thy  brethren 

turn 
Unto  the  love  of  ever-youthful  Nature, 
And  of  a  beauty  fadeless  and  eteme ; 
And  always  't  is  the  saddest  sight  to  see 
An  old  man  faithless  in  Humanity. 


JLVlL 

THE  SAME  CONTINtrET). 

A  POET  cannot  strive  for  despotism ; 
His  harp  falls  shattered ;  for  it  still  must 

be 
The  instinct  of  great  spirits  to  be  free, 
And  the  sworn  foes  of  canning  barba- 
rism: 
He  who  has  deepest  searched  the  wide 

abysm 
Of  that  bfe-giving  Soul  which  men  call 

fate. 
Knows  that  to  pot  more  faith  in  lies  and 

hate 
Than  truth  and  love  is  the  true  atheism : 
Upward  the  soul  forever  turns  her  eyes  : 
The  next  hour  always  shames  the  hour 

before ; 
One  beauty,  at  its  highest,  prophesies 
That  by  whose  side  it  shall  seem  mean 

and  poor 
No  Godlike  thing  knows  aught  of  less 

and  less, 
But  widens  to  the  boundless  Perfectness. 


xvm. 

THE  SAME  CONTnrmBD. 

Thebbfobb  think  not  the  Past  is  wise 

alone, 
For  Yesterday  knowBBothing  of  the  Best, 
And  thou  shalt  love  it  only  as  the  nest 
Whence  gloir-wlngcid  things  to  Heaven 

have  flown : 
To  the  great  Sonl  only  toe  all  things 

known; 
Present  and  future  are  to  her  as  past, 


While  she  in  glorioos  madness  doth  fore- 
cast 
That  perfect  bud,  which  seems  a  flower 

full-blown 
To  each  new  Prophet,  and  yet  alwavs  opes 
Fuller  and  fuller  with  each  day  and  hour, 
Heartening  the  soul  with  odor  of  fresAi 

hopes, 
And  longings  high,  and  gushings  of  wide 

power, 
Yet  never  is  or  shall  be  fully  blown 
Save  in  the  forethought  of  the  Eternal 
One. 

SIX. 

THE  SAME  OOirOLITDBD. 

Far  *yond  this  narrow  parapet  of  Time, 
With  eyes  uplift,  the  poet's  soul  should 

look 
Into  the  Endless  Promise,  nor  should 

brook 
One  prying  doubt  to  shake  his  faith  sub* 

lime; 
To  him  the  earth  is  ever  in  her  prime 
And  dewiness  of  morning ;  he  can  see 
Good  lying  hid,  from  all  eternity. 
Within  the  teeming  womb  of  sin  and 

crime; 
Hissoul  should  not  becramped  by  any  bar, 
His  nobleness  should  be  so  Godlike  high, 
That  Ms  least  deed  is  perfect  as  a  star. 
His  common  look  majestic  as  the  sky. 
And  all  o*erflooded  with  a  light  from  far, 
Undimmed  by  clouds  of  weak  mortality. 


XZ. 

TO  M.   0.    8. 

Mab7,  since  first  I  knew  thee,  to  this 

hour, 
My  love  hath  deepened,  with  my  wiser 

sense 
Of  what  in  Woman  is  to  roverenoe ; 
Thy  dear  heart,  fresh  as  e'er  was  forest* 

flower. 
Still  opens  more  to  me  its  beauteons 

dower;  — 
But  let  praise  hush,  —  Love  asks  no  evi- 
dence 
To  prove  itself  well-placed ;  we  know  not 

whence 
It  gleann  thestrawsthat  thatch  its  humble 

bower: 
We  can  but  say  we  found  it  in  the  heart. 
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Spxiiig  of  all  sweetest  thoughts,  arch  foe 

of  blame, 
Sower  of  flowers  in  the  dusty  mart, 
Pure  vestal  of  the  poet's  holy  flame, — 
This  ii  enough,  and  we  have  done  our 

part 
If  we  but  keep  it  spotless  as  it  came. 


Our  love  is  not  a  fading,  earthly  flower: 
Its  winged  seed    dropped  down   from 

Paradise, 
And,  nursed  by  day  and  night,  by  sun 

and  shower. 
Doth  momently  to  fresher  beauty  rise : 
To  us  the  leafless  autumn  is  not  bare, 
Nor  winter's  rattling  boughs  lack  lusty 

green. 
Our  summer  hearts  make  summer^s  ful- 
ness, where 
No  leaf,  or  bud,  or  blossom  may  be  seen : 
For  nature's  life  in  love's  deep  life  doth 

lie, 
Love,— whose  forgetftilness  is  beauty's 

death. 
Whose  mystic  key  these  cells  of  Thou 

and  I 
Into  the  infinite  freedom  openeth. 
And  makes  the  body's  dark  and  narrow 

grate 
The  wide-flung  leaves  of  Heaven's  own 

palaoe^ate. 


IN  ABSENCE. 

These  rngsKd^  wintry  days   I  scarce 

coulab^, 
Did  I  not  know,  that,  in  the  early  spring. 
When  wild   March  winds   upon  their 

errands  sing. 
Thou  wouldst  return,  bursting  on  this 

still  air, 
like  those  same  winds,  when,  startled 

from  their  lair. 
They  hunt  up  violets,  and  free  swift 

brooks 
From  icv  cares,  even  as  thy  clear  looks 
Bid  my  heart  bloom,  and  sing,  and  break 

all  care : 
When    drops  with   welcome   rain   the 

Apmdav, 
My  flowers  shall  find  their  April  in  thine 

eyes. 


Save  there  the  rain  in  dreamy  doads 

doth  stay. 
As  loath  to  Ul\  out  of  those  happy  skies ; 
Yet  sure,  my  love,  thou  art  moat  like  to 

May, 
That  comes  with  steady  sun  when  April 

dies. 


WENDELL  PHILLIPS. 

He   stood    uuon    the    world's    broad 

threshold ;  wide 
The  din  of  battle  and  of  slaughter  rose  ; 
He  saw  God  stand  upon  the  weaker  side. 
That  sank  in  seeming  loss  before  i^s  foes  : 
Many  thero  were  who  made  great  haste 

and  sold 
Unto  the  cunning  enemy  their  swords, 
He  scorned   their  gifts  of  fame,   and 

power,  and  godd. 
And,  underneath  tlieir  soft  and  flowery 

words, 
Heard  the  cold  serpent  hiss ;  therefore 

he  went 
And  humbly  joined  him  to  the  weaker 

part. 
Fanatic  named,  and  fool,  yet  well  con- 
tent 
So  he  could  be  the  nearer  to  God's  heart, 
And  feel  its  solemn  f>ulse8  sending  blood 
Through  all  the  wide-spread  veins  of 

endless  good. 


XXIV. 

THE   STREET. 

Thst  pass  me  by  like  shadows,  crowds 

on  crowds. 
Dim  ghosts  of  men,  that  hover  to  and  fro. 
Hugging  their  bodies  round  them  like 

thin  shrouds 
Wherein  their  souls  wero  buried  long  a^  : 
They  trampled  on  their  youth,  and  faith, 

and  love, 
They  cast  their  hopeof  human-kindaway, 
With  Heaven's  clear  messages  they  madly 

strove, 
Andconquered,  ~  and  their  spirits  turned 

to  clay : 
Lo  !  how  they  wander  round  the  world, 

their  grave, 
Whose  ever-gaping  maw  by  such  is  fed. 
Gibbering  at  living  men,  and  idly  rave, 
"We,  only,  truly  Uve,  but  ye  are  dead." 


BONNETS. 


26 


AIm  t  poor  fool%  the  anointed  eye  may 

trace 
A  dead  soul's  epitaph  in  every  face  t 


zxv. 

I  ORisvs  not  that  ripe  Knowledge  takes 

away 
The  chann  that  Nature  to  my  childhood 

wore, 
For,  with  that  insight,  oometh,  day  by 

day, 
A  greater  Uias  than  wonder  was  before ; 
The  real  doth  not  clip  the  poet's  winos,  — 
To  win  the  secret  oi  a  weed's  plain  heart 
Beveals  some  clew  to  spiritoaf  things. 
And  stinnhlirtg  gnesa  becomes  firm-rooted 

art: 
Flowers  are  not  flowers  nnto  the  poet's 

eyes, 
Their  beauty  thrilla  him  by  an  inward 


He  knows  that  ontward  seemings  are  but 

lies. 
Or,  at  the  most,  but  earthly  ahadows, 

whence 
The  soul  that  looks  within  for  tmth  may 

guess 
The  presence  of  some  wondrous  heaven- 

liness. 

ZZVL 

TO  J.  B.  OIDDUTQW. 

GiDDiNGS,  far  rougher  names  than  thine 

have  grown 
Smoother  than  honev  on  the  lips  of  men ; 
And  thou  shalt  aye  be  honorably  known, 
As  one  who  bravely  used  his  tongue  and 

pen, 
As   best  befits  a  freeman, — even  for 

those 
To  whom  our  Law's  unblushing  front 

denies 
A  right  to  plead  against  the  lifelong 

woes 
Which  are  the  Negro's  glimpse  of  Free- 
dom's skies : 
Fear  nothing,  and  hope  all  things,  as 

the  Right 
Alone  may  do  securely ;  eveiy  hour 
The  thrones  of  Ignorance  and  ancient 

Night 
Lose  somewhat  of  their   long-usurped 

power, 


And  Freedom's  lightest  word  can  make 

them  shiver 
With  a  base  dread  that  olings  to  them 

forever. 

zxvn. 

I  THOUGHT  our  love  at  full,  but  I  did  err ; 
Joy's  wreath  drooped  o'er  mine  eyes ;  I 

could  not  see 
That  sorrow  in  our  happy  world  must  be 
Love's  deepest  spokesman   and   inter- 
preter: 
But,  as  a  mother  feels  her  child  first  stir 
Under  her  heart,  so  felt  I  instantly 
Deep  in  my  soul  another  bond  to  thee 
Thrill  with  that  life  we  saw  depart  from 

her; 
0  mother  of  our  angel  child  t  twice  dear ! 
Death  knits  as  wd  as  parts,  and  still, 

I  wis. 
Her  tender  radiance  shall  infold  us  here. 
Even  as  the  light,  borne  up  by  inward 

bliss. 
Threads  the  void  glooms  of  space  with- 
out a  fear, 
To  print  on  farthest  stars  her  pitying  kiss. 

Whether  my  heart  hath  wiser  grown 

or  not. 
In  these  three  years,  since  I  to  thee  in- 
scribed. 
Mine  own  betrothed,  the  firstlings  of  my 

muse, — 
Poor  windfalls  of  unripe  experience. 
Young  buds  plucked  hastily  by  childish 

hands 
Not  patient  to  await  more  full-blown 

flowers,  — 
At  least  it  hath  seen  more  of  life  and 

men. 
And  pondered  more,  and  grown  a  shade 

more  sad ; 
Yet  with  no  loss  of  hope  or  settled  trust 
In  the  benignness  of  that  Providence 
Which  shs^  from  out  our  elements 

awiy 
The  grace  and  order  that  we  wonder  at^ 
The  mystic  harmony  of  ri^ht  and  wrong. 
Both  working  oat  His  wisdom  and  our 

good: 
A  trust.  Beloved,  chiefly  learned  of  thee. 
Who  hast  that  gift  of  patient  tenderness. 
The  instinctive  wisdom  of  a  woman's 

heart 
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They  toll  iia  that  our  land  was  made  for 

Bonff, 
With  its  huge  mtsn  and  skj-piereing 

peaks. 
Its  sealike  lakes  and  mighty  cataracts, 
Its  forests  vast  and  hoar,  and  prairies 

wide, 
And  mounds  that  tell  of  wondrous  tribes 

extinct. 
But  Poesy  springs  not  from  rocks  and 

woods; 
Her  womb  and  cradle  are  the  human 

heart. 
And  she  can  find  a  nobler  theme  for  song 
In  Uie  most  loathsome  man  that  blasts 

the  sight 
Than  in  the  broad  expanse  of  sea  and 

shore 
Between  the  frozen  deserts  of  the  poles. 
All  nations  have  their  message  from  on 

high, 
£ach  the  messiah  of  some  central  thought, 
For  the  fulfilment  and  delight  of  Man : 
One  has  to  teach  that  labor  is  divine  ; 
Another  Freedom ;  and  another  Mind ; 
And  all,  that  God  is  open-eyed  and  just, 
The  happy  centre  and  calm  heart  of  aU. 

Are,  then,  our  woods,  our  mountains, 

and  our  streams, 
Keedfhl  to  teach  our  poets  how  to  sing? 
0  maiden  rare,  far  other  thoughts  were 

ours. 
When  we  have  sat  by  ocean's  foaming 

maTge, 
And  watched  the  waves  leap  roaring  on 

the  rocks, 
Than  young  Leander  and  his  Hero  had. 
Gazing  from  Sestos  to  the  other  shore. 
The  moon  looks  down  and  ocean  worships 

her, 
Stars  rise  and  set,  and  seasons  come  and  go 
Even  as  they  did  in  Homer's  elder  time, 
But  we  behold  them  not  with  Grecian 

eyes: 
Then  they  were  types  of  beauty  and  of 

strength, 
But  now  of  medom,  unconfined  and  pure. 
Subject  alone  to  Order's  higher  law. 
What  cares  the  Russian  sen  or  Southern 

slave 
Though  we  should  speak  as  man  spake 

never  yet 
Of   gleaming  Hudson's  broad  magnifi- 
cence. 
Or  green  Niagara's  nevev -ending  roar? 
Our  country  hath  a  gospel  of  her  own 


To  preach  and  practiae  before  all  the 

world,— 
The  freedom  and  divinitv  of  man. 
The  glorious  claims  of  human  brother^ 

hood, — 
Which  to  pay  nobly,  as  a  freeman  should, 
Gains  the  sole  wealth  that  will  not  fly 

away,— 
And  the  soul's  fealty  to  none  but  God. 
These    are   realitieB,  which  make   the 

shows 
Of  outward  Nature,  be  they  ne'er  so 

grand. 
Seem  small,  and  worthless,  and  contempt- 
ible. 
These  are  the  mountain-summits  for  our 

bards, 
Which  stretch  far  upward  into  heaven 

itself, 
And  give  such  wide-spread  and  exulting 

view 
Of  hope,  and  faith,  and  onward  destiny. 
That  shrunk  Parnassus  to  a  molehill 

dwindles. 
Our  new  Atlantis,  like  a  morning-star, 
Silvers  the  mirk  face  of  slow-yielding 

Night, 
The  herald  of  a  fuller  truth  than  yet 
Hath  gleamed  upon  the  upraised  face  of 

Man 
Since  the  earth  glittered  in  her  stainless 

prime, — 
Of  a  more  glorious  sunrise  than  of  old 
Drewwon(UX>us  melodies  from  Memnon 

huge, 
Yea,  draws  them  still,  though  now  he  sit 

waist-deep 
In  the  inguliing  flood  of  whirling  sand, 
And  look  across  the  wastes  of  endless 

gray* 
Sole  wreck,  where  once  his  hundred-gated 

Thebes 
Pained  with  her  mighty  hum  the  calm, 

blue  heaven : 
Shall  the  dull  stone  pay  grateful  orisons. 
And  we  till  noonday  bar  the  splendor 

out, 
Lest  it  reproach  and  chide  our  sluggard 

hearts, 
Warm-nestled  in  the  down  of  Prejudice, 
And  be  content,  though  clad  with  angel- 
wings, 
Close-clipped,  to  hop  about  from  perch 

to  perch, 
In    paltry  cages  of   dead  men's    dead 

thoughts  ? 
0,  rather,  like  the  skylark,  soar  and  i 
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And  lat  our  guahinff  Mugs  befit  the  dawn 
And  sunrise,  and  tne  yet  unshaken  dew 
Brimming  the  chalice  of  each  full-blown 

hope, 
Whose  bhthe  front  turns  to  greet  the 

crowing  daj  1 
Never  had  poets  such  high  call  before, 
Never  can  poets  hope  for  higher  one, 
And,  if  they  be  but  faithful  to  their  trust, 
Earth  will  remember  them  with  lore  and 


joy. 

LO,  far 


And  O,  far  better,  God  will  not  for^t 

For  he  who  settles  Freedom's  principles 

Writes  the  death-warrant  of  all  tyranny ; 

Who  speaks  the  truth  stabs  Falsehood  to 

the  heart, 
And  lus  mere  word  makes  despots  tremble 

more 
Than  ever  Brutus  with  his  dagger  coald. 
Wait  for  no  hints  from  waterfalls  or 

woods. 
Nor  dream  that  tales  of  red  men»  brute 

and  fierce. 
Repay  the  finding  of  this  Western  Worid, 
Or  needed  half  the  globe  to  give  them 

birth: 
Spirit  supreme  of  Freedom  t  not  for  this 
Did  great  Columbus  tame  his  eagle  soul 
To  jostle  with  the  daws  that  perch  in 

courts; 
Not  for  this,  friendless,  on  an  unknown 

sea, 
Coping  with  mad  waves  and  more  muti- 
nous spirits. 
Battled  he  with  the  dreadfol  ache  at 

heart 
Which  tempts,  with  devilish  subtleties 

of  doubt, 
The  hermit  of  that  loneliest  solitude. 
The  silent  desert  of  a  great  New  Thought ; 


Though  loud  Niagara  were  to-day  struck 

dumb. 
Yet  would  this  cataract  of  boiling  life 
Riish  plunging  on  and  on  to   endless 

deeps, 
And  utter  thander  till  the  world  shall 

cease,  — 
A  thunder  worthy  of  the  poet's  song. 
And  which  alone  can  fill  it  with  true  life. 
The  high  evangel  to  our  country  granted 
Could  make  apostles,  yea,  with  tongues 

of  fire, 
Of  hearts  half-darkened  back  again  to 

clay ! 
'T  is  the  soul  only  that  is  national. 
And  he  who  pays  true  loyalty  to  that 
Alone  can  claim  the  wleau  of  patriotism. 

Beloved !  if  I  wander  far  and  oft 
From  that  which  I  believe,  and  feel,  and 

know, 
Thou  wilt  forgive,  not  with  a  sorrowing 

heart. 
But  with  a  strengthened  hope  of  better 

things; 
Knowing  that  I,  though  often  blind  and 

false 
To  those  I  love,  and  0,  more  false  than 

all 
Unto  myself,  have  been  most  true  to  thee. 
And  that  whoso  in  one  thing  hath  been 

true 
Can  be  as  true  in  aU.    Therefore  thy  hope 
May  yet  not  prove  unfruitful,  and  thy  love 
Meei^  day  by  day,  with  less  unworthy 

thanks. 
Whether,  as  now,  we  journey  hand  in 

hand. 
Or,  parted  in  the  body,  vet  are  one 
In  spirit  and  the  love  of  holy  things. 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


A  LKOSND  OF  BRTTTANT. 

TAXt  FIRST. 

I. 
Fair  as  a  summer  dream  was  Maraaret, — 
Such  dream  as  In  a  poet's  soiu  might 
start, 
Musing  of  old  lovts  while  the  mooa  doth 
set: 


Her  hair  was  not  more  sunny  than  her 
heart. 
Though    like   a   natural   golden  coro- 
net 
It  circled  her  dear  head  with  careless 
art, 
Mocking  th*  snnriiine,  that  would  flu0 

mive  lent 
To  its  frank  gmee  a  richer  ornament 
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Hifl  loved  one^s  eyes  could  poet  ever 
speak, 
So  kind,  so  dewy,  and  so  deep  were 
hers,  — 
But,  while  he  strives,  the  choicest  phrase, 
too  weak. 
Their  glad  reflection  in  his  spirit  blurs ; 
As  one  may  see  a  dream  dissolve  and 
break 
Out  of  his  grasp  when  he  to  tell  it  stirs. 
Like  that  sad  Diyad  doomed  no  more  to 

bless 
The  mortal  who  revealed  her  loveliness. 

III. 

She  dwelt  forever  in  a  region  bright, 
Peopled  with  living  fancies  of  her  own, 

Where  naught  could  come  but  visions  of 
delist. 
Far,  far  cdoof  from  earth's  eternal  moan : 

A  summer  cloud  thrilled  through  with 
rosy  light, 
Floating  beaaeath  the  blue  sky  all  alone, 

Her  spirit  wandered  by  itself,  and  won 

A  golden  edge  from  some  unsetting  sun. 

IV. 

The  heart  grows  richer  that  its  lot  is 
poor, 
God  olesses  want  with  larger  sympa- 
thies. 
Love  enters  gladliest  at  the  humble  door, 
And  makes  the  cot  a  palace  with  his 
eyes; 
So  Margaret's  heart  a  softer  beauty  wore. 
And  grew  in  gentleness  and  patience 
wise, 
For  she  was  but  a  simple  herdsman's 

child, 
A  lily  chance-sown  in  the  rugged  wild. 


There  was  no  beauty  of  the  wood  or  field 
But  she  itsfraffrant  bosom-secret  knew, 
Nor  any  but  to  her  would  freely  yield 
Some  grace  that  in  her  soul  took  root 
and  grew: 
Kature  to  her  shone  as  but  now  revealed, 
All  rosy-fresh  with  innocent  morning 
dew. 
And  looked  into  her  heart  with  dim,  sweet 

eyes 
That  left  it  full  of  sylvan  memories. 


Tl. 

0,  what  a  face  was  hers  to  b^ghten  light, 
And  give  back  sunshine  with  an  added 
glow. 
To  wile  each  moment  with  a  fresh  de- 
light, 
And  part  of  memory's  best  content- 
ment grow  1 
0,  how  her  voice,  as  with  an  inmate's 
right. 
Into  the  strangest  heart  would  welcome 
go, 
And  make  it  sweet,  and  readv  to  become 
Of  white  and  gracious  thoughts  the  cho- 
sen home  I 

VIL 

None  looked  upon  her  but  he  straight- 
way thought 
Of  all  the  greenest  depths  of  country 
cheer. 
And  into  each  one's  heart  was  freshly 
brought 
What  was  to  him  the  sweetest  time  of 

yew, 
So  was  her  every  look  and  motion  fraught 
With  out-of-door  delights  and  forest 

lere  ; 
Not  the  first  violet  on  a  woodland  lea 
Seemed  a  more  visible  gift  of  Spring  than 

she. 

YIIL 

Is  love  learned  only  out  of  poets'  books  T 
Is  there  not  somewhat  in  the  dropping 
flood. 
And  in  the  nunneries  of  silent  nooks, 
And  in  the  murmured  longing  of  the 
wood. 
That  could  make  Maigaret  dream  of  love* 
lorn  looks. 
And  stir  a  thrilling  mystery  in  her 
blood 
More  tremblv  secret  than  Aurora's  tear 
Shed  in  the  bosom  of  an  eglatere  f 

IX. 

Full  many  a  sweet  forewarning  hath  the 
mind, 
Full  manva  whisperingof  vague  desire. 
Ere  comes  the  nature  destined  to  unbind 
Its  vir;^  zone,  and  all  its  deeps  in- 
spire,— 
Low  stirrings  in  the  leaves,  before  the 
wind 
Wake  all  the  green  strings  of  the  fo^ 
est  lyre. 
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Faint  heatings  in  the  calyx,  ere  the  rose 
Its  warm  vomptuoos  breast  doth  all  un- 
close. 


Lonff  in  its  dim  recesses  pines  the  spirit, 

Wilderedand  dark,  despairingly  alone ; 

Though  many  a  shape  of  beauty  wander 

near  it. 

And  many  a  wild  and  half-remembered 

tone 

Tremble  from  the  divine  abyss  to  cheer  it. 

Yet  still  it  knows  that  there  is  onl^  one 

Before  whom  it  can  kneel  and  tnbute 

bring, 
At  once  a  mppy  vassal  and  a  king. 

XL 

To  feel  a  want,  yet  scarce  know  what  it 

To  seek  one  nature  that  is  always  new, 
Whose  g^lance  is  warmer  than  another's 
nss. 
Whom  we  can  ban  our  inmost  beauty 
to. 
Nor  feel  deserted  afterwards,  —  for  this 
But  with  our  destined  co*mate  we  can 
do,- 
Snch  longing  instinct  fills  the  mighty 

scope 
Of  the  young  soul  with  one  mysterious 
hope. 

XIL 

So  Mamret*s  heart  grew  brimming  with 
tnelore 
Of  love's  enticing  secrets;  and  although 
She  had  found  none  to  cast  it  down  be- 
fore. 
Yet  oft  to  Fancy's  chapel  she  would  go 
To  pay  her  vows,  and  count  the  rosary 
o'er 
Of  her  love's  promised  graces :  —haply 
so 
Miranda's  hope  had  pictured  Ferdinand 
Long  ere  the  gaunt  wave  tossed  him  on 
the  strand. 


A  new-made  star  that  swims  the  lonely 
gloom, 
XJnwedded  yet  and  longing  for  the  sun. 
Whose  beams,  the  bride-gif&  of  tiBe  lav- 
ish groom. 
Blithely  to  crown  the  viigin  planet  j 
run. 
Her  being  was,  watching  to  see  the  bloom 


Of  love's  fresh  sunrise  roofing  one  by 

one  . 
Its  clouds  with  gold,  a  triumph-arch  to  be 
For  him  who  came  to  hold  ner  heart  in 

fee. 


Not  far  from  Margaret's  cottage  dwelt  a 

knight 
Of  the  proud  Templars,  a  sworn  celi- 
bate. 
Whose  heart  in  secret  fed  upon  the  light 
And  dew  of  her  ripe  beauty,  through 

the  grate 
Of  his  close  vow  catching  what  gleams 

he  might  « 

Of  the  free  heaven,  and  cursing  all  too 

late 
The  cruel  foith  whose  black  walls  henmed 

him  in 
And  turned  life's  crowning  bliss  to  deadly 

sin. 

XV. 

For  he  had  met  her  in  the  wood  by  chance, 
Ajid,  having  drunk  her  beauty's  wil- 
daring  spell. 
His  heart  shook  like  the  pennon  of  a  lance 
That  quivers  in  a  breeze's  sudden  swell, 
And  thenceforth,   in    a   dose-infolded 
trance. 
From  mis^ly  golden  deep  to  deep  he 
fell ; 
Till  earth  did  waver  and  fade  far  away 
Beneath  the  hope  in  whose  warm  arms 
he  lay. 

rvL 

A  dark,  proud  man  he  was,  whose  half- 
blown  youth 
Had  shed  its  blossoms  even  in  opening. 
Leaving  a  few  that  with  more  winning 
ruth 
Trembling  around  grave  manhood's 
stem  might  cling, 
More  sad  than  cheery,  making,  in  good 
sooth, 
Like  the  fringed  gentian,  a  late  autumn 
spring :  — 
A    twilu^ht  nature,  braided  light  and 

gloom, 
A  youw  half-smiling  by  an  open  tomb. 

XVII. 

Fair  as  an  angel,  who  yet  inly  wore 
A  wrinkled  heart  foreboding  his  near 
&ll: 
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Who  saw  him  alway  wiahed  to  luowhim 

more. 
As  if  he  were  some  fate*8  defiant  thrall 
And  mused  a  dreaded  aeciet  at  his  cote ; 
Little  he  loved,  bat  power  the  most  of 

aU, 
And  that  he  seemed  to  scorn,  as  one  who 

knew 
By  what  foul  paths  men  chooae  to  crawl 

thereto. 

xvm. 

He  had  been  noble,  but  some  great  de- 
ceit 
Had  tamed  his  better  instinct  to  a 

vice:  . 
He  strove  to  think  the  world  was  all  a 

cheat, 
That  power  and  fame  were  cheap  at 

''any  price, 
That  the  sure  way  of  being  shortly  great 
Was  even  to  play  life's  game  with 

loaded  dice, 
Since  he  had  tried  the  honest  play  and 

found 
That  vice  and  virtue  differed  but  in 

sound. 

ZIX. 

Yet  Maigaiet's  sight  redeemed  him  for  a 
space 
From  his  own  thraldom;  man  could 
never  be 
A  hypocrite  when  first  such  maiden  grace 
Smiled  in  upon  his  heart ;  the  agony 
Of  wearing  all  day  long  a  lying  face 
Fell  lightly  from  him,  and,  a  moment 
free. 
Erect  with  wakened  faith  his  spirit  stood 
And  scorned  the  weakness  of  nis  demon- 
mood. 


Like  a  sweet  wind-harp  to  him  was  her 
thought, 
Which  would  not  let  the  common  air 
come  near. 
Till  from  its  dim  enchantment  it  had 
caught 
A  musical  tenderness  that  brimmed  his 
ear 
With  sweetness  more  ethereal  than  aught 
Save    silver-dropping   snatches    that 
whilere 
Rained    down  from  some  sad   angel's 

faithful  harp 
To  cool  her  fallen  lover's  anguish  sharp. 


Deep  in  the  forest  was  a  little  dell 

High  overarched  with  the  leafy  sweep 
Of  a  broad  oak,  through  whose  gnarled 
roots  there  fell 
A  slender  till  that  sunff  itself  to  sleep 
Where  its  continuous  toil  had  scooped  a 
well 
To  please  the  fairy  folk  ;  breathlessly 
deep 
The  stillness  was,  save  when  the  dream- 
ing brook 
From  its  small  urn  a  drizzly  murmm 
shook. 

XXII. 

The    wooded  hills  sloped  upward   all 
around 
With  gradual  rise,  and  made  an  even 
rim. 
So  that  it  seemed  a  mighty  casque  un- 
bound 
From  some    huge   Titan  s    brow  to 
lighten  him, 
Ages  ago,  and  left  upon  the  ground. 
Where  the  slow  soil  had  mossed  it  to 
the  brim, 
Till  after  countless  centuries  it  grew 
Into  this  dell,  the  haunt  of  noontide  dew. 

XXIIL 

I>im  vistas,  sprinkled  o'er  with   sun- 
flecked  green. 
Wound  through  the  thickset  trunks 
on  every  side, 
And,  toward  tne  west,  in  fancy  might  be 
seen 
A  gothic  window  in  its  blazing  pride. 
When  tiie  low  sun,  two  arching  elms 
between. 
Lit   up  the   leaves   beyond,    which, 
autumn-dyed 
With  lavish  hues,  would  into  splendor 

start, 
Shaming  the  labored  panes  of  richest  art 

XXIV. 

Here,  leaning  once  against  the  old  oak's 

trunk, 
Mordred,  for  such  was  the  young 

Templar's  name. 
Saw  Kaigaret  oome ;  unseen,  the  faloon 

shrunk 
From  the  meek  dove  ;  sharp  thiiUs  of 

tingling  flame 
Made  him  foiget  that  he  was  vowed  a 

monk, 
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And  all  the  outworks  of  his  pride  o'er- 
came : 
Flooded  he  seemed  with  bright  delicious 

pain', 
As  if  a  star  had  burst  within  his  brain. 

XXV. 

Such  power  hath  beauty  and  frank  inno- 
cence: 
A  flower  bloomed  forth,  that  sunshine 
glad  to  bless, 

Even  from  his  love's  long  leafless  stem  ; 
the  sense 
Of  exile  from  Hope's  happy  realm  grew 
less, 

And  thoughts  of  childish  peace,  he  knew 
not  whence. 
Thronged  round  his  heart  with  many 
an  old  caress, 

Melting   the    frost    there    into    pearly 
dew 

That  mirrored  back  his  nature's  morning- 
blue. 

XXVL 

She  turned  and  saw  him,  but  she  felt  no 
dread, 
Her  purity,  like  adamantine  mail, 
Did  so  encircle  her  ;  and  jet  her  head 
She  drooped,  and  made  her  golden  hair 
her  veil, 
Through  which  a  glow  of  rosiest  lustre 
spread. 
Then  faded,  and  anon  she  stood  all 
pale. 
As  snow  o'er  which  a  blush  of  northern- 
light 
Suddenly  reddens,  and  as  soon  grows 
white. 

xxvii. 

^he  thought  of  Tristrem  and  of  L<anci- 
lot, 
Of  all  her  dreams,  and  of  kind  fai- 
ries' might, 
And  hqw  that  dell  was  deemed  a  haunted 
spot, 
Until  there  grew  a  mist  before  her 
sight, 
And  where  the  present  was  she   half 
forgot, 
Borne  backward  through  the  realms  of 
old  delight,  — 
Then,  starting  up  awake,  she  would  have 


gone^ 
almost  wis 


Tet  almost  wished  it    might   not  be 
alone. 


XXVIII. 

How  they  went  home  together  through' 

the  wood. 
And  how  all  life  seemed  focossed  into 

one 
Thought-dazzling  spot  that  set  ablaze 

the  blood. 
What  need  to  tell  ?  Fit  language  there 

is  none 
For  the  heart's  deepest  things.    Who 

ever  wooed 
As  in  his  boyish  hope  he  would  have 

done! 
For,  when  the  soul  is  fullest,  the  hushed 

tongue 
Yoicelessly  tiombles  like  a  lute  unstrung. 

XXIX. 

But  all  things  cajry  the  heart's  messages 
And  know  it  not,  nor  doth  the  heart 

well  know. 
But  Nature  hath  her  will ;  even  as  the 

bees, 
Blithe  go-betweens,  fly  singing  to  and 

fro 
With  the    fruit-quickening   pollen ; — 

hard  if  these 
Found  not  some  all  unthought-of  way 

to  show 
Their  secret  each  to  each ;  and  so  they 

did. 
And  one  heart's  flower-dust  into  the  other 

sUd. 

XXX. 

Young  hearts  are  free;  the  selfish  world 

it  is 
That  turns  them  miserly  and  cold  as 

stone. 
And  makes  them  clutch  their  fingers  on 

the  bliss 
Which  but  in  giving  truly  l»  their 

own; — 
She  had  no  dreams  of  barter,  asked  not 

his. 
But  gave  hers  freely  as  she  would  have 

thrown 
A  rose  to  him,  or  as  that  rose  gives  forth 
Its  generous  frsgrance,  thoughtless  of  its 

worth. 

XXXI. 

Her  summer  nature  felt  a  need  to  bless. 
And  a  like  longing  to  be  blest  again ; 

So,  from  her  sky-like  spirit,  gentleness 
Dropt  ever  like  a  sunlit  fall  of  rain. 

And  his  beneath  drank  in  the  bri^ 
caress 
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As  thirstilj  os  would  a  parched  plain. 
That  long  hath  watched  the  showers  of 

sloping  gray 
For  ever,  ever,  tailing  fkr  away. 

XXXII. 

How  should  she  dream  of  ill  f  the  heait 
filled  quite 
With  sunshine,  like  the  shepherd's- 
clock  at  noon, 
Closesits  leaves  araund  its  warm  delight ; 
Whate'er  in  life  is  harsh  or  out  of  tone 
Is  all  shut  out,  no  boding  shade  of  blight 
Can  pierce  the  opiate  ether  of    its 
swoon: 
Love  is  bat  blind  as  thoughtful  justice  is» 
But  naught  can  be  so  wanton-blind  as 
bliss. 

XXXIII. 

All  beauty  and  all  life  he  was  to  her ; 
She  questioned  not  his  love,  she  only 
knew 
That  she  loved  him,  and  not  a  pulse 
could  stir 
In   her    whole  frame    but    quivered 
through  and  through 
With  this  glad  thought,  and  was  a  min- 
ister 
To  do  him  fealty  and  service  true, 
Like  golden  ripples  hasting  to  the  land 
To  wreck  their  freight  of  sunshine  on  the 
strand. 

XXXIV. 

0  dewy  dawn  of  love  !  oh  hopes  that  are 
Hung   high,  like  the  cliff-swallow's 
perilous  nest, 
Most  like  to  fall  when  fullest,  and  that  jar 
With  every  heavier  billow  !    0  unrest 
Than  balmiest  deeps  of  quiet  sweeter  far ! 
How  did  ye  tnumph  now  in  Mai^- 
ret's  breast, 
Making  it  readier  to  shrink  and  start 
Than  auivering  gold  of  the  pond-lily's 
lieart! 

XXXV. 

Here  let  us  pause :  0,  would  the  soul 
might  ever 
Achieve  iU  immortality  in  youth, 
When  nothing  yet  hath  damped  its  high 
endeavor 
After  the  starry  energy  of  truth  ! 
Here  let  us  pause,  and  for  a  moment  sever 
This  gleam  of  sunshine  from  the  sad 
unmth 
That  sometime  comes  to  all,  for  it  is  good 
To  lengthen  to  the  last  a  sunny  mowL 


PART  8E0OND. 


As  one  who,  from  the  sunshine  and  the 
green. 
Enters  the  solid  darkness  of  a  cave. 
Nor  knows  what  precipice  or  pit  unseen 
May  yawn  before  him  with  its  sudden 
^ve, 
And,  with  hushed  breath,  doth  often  for- 
watd  lean. 
Dreaming  he  hears  the  plashing  of  a 
wave 
Dimly  below,  or  feels  a  damper  air  ^ 
From  out  some  dreary  chasm,  he  knows 
not  where ;  — 

II. 
So,  from  the  sunshine  and  the  green  of 
love, 
We  enter  on  our  story's  darker  part ; 
And,  though  the  horror  of  it  well  may 
move 
An  impulse  of  repugnance  in  the  heart. 
Yet  let  us  think,  tuat,  as  there 's  naught 
above 
The  all-embracing  atmosphere  of  Art, 
So  also  there  is  nau^t  that  falls  below 
Her  generous  reach,  though  grimed  with 
guilt  and  ^ 


III. 
Her  fittest  triumph  is  to  show  that  good 

Lurks  in  the  heart  of  evil  evermore. 
That  love,  though  scorned^  and  outcast, 
and  withstood. 
Can  without  end  foipve,  and  yet  have 
store; 
Gk>d's  love  and  man's  are  of  the  selfsame 
blood. 
And  He  can  see  that  always  at  the  door 
Of  foulest  hearts  the  angel-natuie  yet 
Knocks  to  return  and  cancel  all  its  debt 


It  ever  is  weak  falsehood's  destiny 
That  her  thick  mask  turns  crystal  to 
let  through 
The  unsuspicious  eyes  of  honesty ; 
But  Margaret's  heart  was  too  sincere 
and  true 
Aught  but  plain  truth  and  faithfulness 
to  see, 
And  Mordred's  for  a  time  a  little  grew 
To  be  like  hers,  won  by  the  mild  reproof 
Of  those  kind  eyes  that  kept  aU  doubt 
abof. 
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V. 

9vIL  oft  they  met,  as  dawn  and  twilight 
meet 
In  northeni  climes ;  she  fall  of  grow- 
ing day 
As  he  of  darkness,  which  before  her  feet 
Shrank  gradual,  and  faded  quite  away, 
Soon  to  retain;  for  power  nad  made 
love  sweet 
To  him,  and,  when  his  will  had  gained 
fall  sway. 
The  taste  began  to  pall ;  for  never  power 
Can  sate  the  hungry  soul  beyond  an  nour. 

He  fell  as  doth  the  tempter  ever  fall« 
Even  in  the  gaining  of  his  loathsome 
end; 
God  doth  not  work  as  man  works,  but 
makes  all 
The  crooked  paths  of  ill  to  goodness 
tend; 
Let  him  judge  Margaret !    If  to  be  the 
thrall 
Of  love,  and  £uth  too  generous  to 
defend 
Its  Terv  life  from  him  she  loved,  be  sin, 
What  hope  of  grace  may  the  seducer 
win? 

VII. 

G/>m-hearted  world,  that  look*st  with 
Lerite  eyes 
On  those  poor  fallen  by  too  much 
faith  in  man. 
She  that  upon  thy  freezing  threshold  lies. 
Starved  to  more  sinnmg  by  thy  sav- 
age ban« 
Seeking  that  refuge  because  foulest  vice 
More  godlike  than  thy  virtue  is,  whose 
span 
Shuts  out  the  wretched  only,  is  more 

free 
To  enter  heaven  than  thon  shalt  ever  be  I 

VIIL 

Thou  wilt  not  let  her  wash  thy  dainty 
feet 
With  such  salt  things  as  tears,  or  with 
rude  hair 
Diy  them,  soft  Pharisee,  that  sit'st  at 
meat 
With  him  who  made  her  such,  and 
speak'st  him  fair. 
Leaving  God's  wandering  lamb  the  while 
to  bleat 
Unheeded,  shivering  in  thepitiless  air : 
3 


Thou  hast  made  prisoned  virtue  show 

more  wan 
And  haggard  than  a  vice  to  look  upon. 

IX. 

Now  many  months  flew  by,  and  weary 
grew 
To  Maiffaret  the  sight  of  hap])y  things; 
Blight  fen  on  all  her  flowers,  instead  of 
dew; 
Shut  round  her  heart  were  now  the 
joyous  wings 
Wherewith  it  wont  to  soar;  yet  not  un- 
true, 
Though  tempted  much,  her  woman's 
nature  clings 
To  its  first  pure  belief,  and  with  sad 

eyes 
Looks  backward  o'er  the  gate  of  Paradise. 


And  so,  though  altered  Mordred  came 

less  oft. 
And  winter  frowned  where  spring  had 

laughed  before 
In  Ids  strange  eyes,  yet  half  her  sadness 

doffed. 
And  in  her  silent  patience  loved  him 

more: 
Sorrow  had  made  her  soft  heart  yet  more 

soft. 
And  a  new  life  within  her  own  she 

bore 
Which  made  her  tenderer,  as  she  felt  it 

move 
Beneath  her  breast,  a  refuge  for  her  love. 

XI. 

This  babe,  she  thought,  would  surely 
briog  him  bacK, 
And  be  a  bond  forever  them  between; 
Before  its  eyes  the  sullen  tempest-rack 
Would  fade,  and  leave  the  face  of 
heaven  serene ; 
And  love's  return  d<^  mora  than  All 
the  lack. 
Which  in  his  absence  withered  the 
heart's  green: 
And  yet  a  dim  foreboding  still  would 

flit 
Between  her  and  her  hope  to  darken  it. 

XII. 

She  could  not  figure  forth  a  happy  fate, 
Even  for  this  ufe  fitom  heaven  so  newly 
come ; 
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The  earth  must  neede  be  doaUy  desolate 
Tu  him  scarce  parted  from  a  fairer 


^uch  boding  heavier  on  her  bosom  sate 
One  night,  as,  standing  in  the  ti»'ilight 
gloani. 
She  strained  her  eyes  beyond  that  dizzy 

veiige 
M  whose  foot  faintly  breaks  the  futore's 
sux^. 

nil. 

Poor  little  spirit !  nanght  but  shame  and 
woe 
Nurse  the  sick  heart  whose  lifeblood 
nurses  thine : 
Vet  not  those  only  ;  love  ha'di  triumphed 
so, 
As  for  thy  sake  makes  sorrow  more 
divine : 
And  yet,  though  thou  be  pure,  the  world 
is  foe 
To  purity,  if  bom  in  such  a  shrine  ; 
And,  having  trampled  it  for  struggling 

thence» 
Smiles  to  itself,  and  calls  it  Providence. 

XIV. 

As  thus  she  mused,  a  shadow  seemed  to 
rise 
From  out  her  thought,  and  turn  to 
dreariness 
All  blissful  hopes  and  sunny  memories, 
And  the  quick  Uood  would  curdle  up 
and  press 
About  her  neart,  which  seemed  to  shut 
its  eyes 
And  hush  itself,  as  who  with  shudder- 
ing guess 
Harks  through  the  gloom  and  dreads  e'en 

now  to  feel 
Through  his  hot  breast  the  icy  slide  of 
steel. 

XT. 

But,  at  that  heart-beat,  while  in  dread 
she  was. 
In. the  low  wind  the  honeysuckles 
gleam, 
A  dewy  thnll  flits  through  the  heavy 
grass, 
.And,  looking  forth»  she  saw,  as  in  a 
dream, 
Within  the  wood  the  moonlight's  shad- 
owy ttiass : 
Night's  starry  heart  yearning  to  hers 
doth  seem, 


And  the  deep  sky,  full-hearted  with  the 

mooUi 
Folds  round  her  all  the  happiness  of  June. 


What  fear  could  face  a  heaven  and  earth 
like  this? 
What  silveriest  okmd  could  hang'neath 
such  a  sky  ? 
A  tide  of  wondrous  and  unwonted  bliss 
Bolls  back  through  all  her  pulses  sud- 
denly, 
As  if  some  seraph,  who  had  learned  to 
kiss 
From  the  fair  daughters  of  the  world 
gone  by. 
Had  wedded  so  his  fallen  light  with  hers. 
Such  sweet,  strange  joy  through  soul  and 
body  stirs. 

xvn. 
Now  seek  we  Mordred  :  he  who  did  not 
fear 
The  crime,  yet  fears  the  latent  conse- 
quence : 
If  it  should  reach  a  brother  Templar's  ear. 
It  haply  might  be  made  a  gooa  pretence 
To  cheat  him  of  the  hope  he  held  most 
dear; 
For  he  had  spared  no  thought's  or 
deed's  expense, 
That  by  and  by  might  help  his  wish  to 

clip 
Its  darling  bride,  --  the  high  grandmas- 
teiuhip. 

XYIIL 

The  apathy,  ere  a  crime  resolved  is  done, 
Is  scarce  less  dreadful  than  remorse 
for  crime ; 
By  no  allurement  can  the  soul  be  won 
From  brooding  o'er  the  weary  creep  of 
time: 
Mordred  «tole  forth  into  the  happy  sun, 
Striving  to  hum  a  scrap  of  breton 
rhjrme, 
But  the  sky'stmek  him  speechless,  and 

he  tried 
In  vam  to  summon  up  his  callous  pride. 

xnc 

In  the  courtyard  a  fountain  leaped  alway, 

A  Triton  blowing  jewels  through  his 

shell 

Into  the  sunshine ;  Mordred  turned  away,- 

Weary  because  the  stone  face  did  not 

taU 
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Of  weariness,  nor  conld  he  hear  to-day, 
Heartsick,  to  hear  the  patient  sink 
and  swell 
Of  winds  among  the  leaves,  or  golden  bees 
Drowsily  humming  in  the  orange-trees. 

XX. 

All  happy  sights  and  sounds  now  came 
to  him 
Like  a  reproach  :  he  wandered  far  and 
wide, 
Following  the  lead  of  his  unquiet  whim, 
But  still  there  went  a  something  at  his 
side 
That  nude  the  cool  breeze  hot,  the  sun- 
shine dim ; 
It  would  not  flee,  it  could  not  be  defied. 
He  could  not  see  it,  but  he  felt  it  there. 
By  the  damp  chill  that  crept  among  his 
hair. 

XXI. 

Day  wore  at  last ;  the  erenlng-star  arose, 
And  throbbing  in  the  sky  grew  red  and 
set; 
Then  with  a  guilty,  wavering  step  he  ffoes 
To  the  hid  nook  where  they  so  oft  nad 
met 
In  happier  season,  for  his  heart  well 
knows 
That  he  is  sure  to  ftnd  poor  Margaret 
Watching  and  waiting  there  with  love- 
lorn breast 
Around  her  young  dream's  rudely  scat- 
tered nest. 

XXII. 

Why  follow  here  that  grim  old  chronicle 
Which  counts  the  dagger-strokes  and 
drops  of  blood  ? 
Enough  that  Maigaret  l^  his  mad  steel 
fell. 
Unmoved  by  murder  from  her  trusting 
mood. 
Smiling  on  him  as  Heaven  smiles  on  Hell, 
With  a  sad  love,  remembering  when 
he  stood 
Not  fallen  vet,  the  nnsealer  of  her  heart, 
Of  all  her  noly  dreams  tha  holiest  part. 

XXIII. 

His  crime  complete,  scarce  knofwing  what 
he  did, 
(So  goes  the  tale,)  beneath  the  altar 
there 
In  the  high  church  the  stififentng  corpse 
he  hid. 
And  then,  to 'scape  that  suffocating  air. 


Like  a  scared  ghoo}  out  of  the  porch  he 
slid; 
But  his  strained  eyes  saw  blood-spots 
everywhere. 

And  ghastly  &ces  thrust  themselves  be- 
tween 

His  soul  and  hopes  of  peace  with  bleating 


xxrv. 

His  heart  went  out  within  him  like  a 
spark 
Dropt  in  the  sea;  wherever  he  made 
bold 
To  torn  his  eyesi  he  saw,  all  stiff  and 
stark, 
Fkde Kaigaret  lying  dead;  the  lavish 
gold 
Of  her  loose  hair  seemed  in  the  cloudy 
dark 
To  spread  a  glory,  and  a  thousand-fold 
More  strangely  pale  and  beautiful  she 

Her    silenoe    stabbed    his    conscienoe 
through  and  through: 

XXV. 

Or  visions  of  nast  days,  — a  mother's  eyes 
That  smilea  down  on  the  fair  boy  at 
her  knee, 
Whose  lu^py  upturned  face  to  hers  re- 
plies,— 
He  saw  sometimes :  or  Maigaret  mourn- 
fully 
Gazed  on  him  foil  of  doub^  as  one  who 
tries 
To  crush  belief  that  does  love  ii\jury ; 
Then  she  would  wring  her  hands,  but 

soon  again 
Love's  patience  glimmered  out  through 
cloudy  pain. 

XXVI. 

Meanwhile  he  dared  not  go  and  steal  away 
The  silent,  dead-cold  witness  of  his  sin  : 
He  had  not  feared  the  life,  but  that  dull 
clay, 
Those  open  eyes  that  showed  the  death 
witnin, 
Would  surely  stare  him  mad ;  yet  all  the 
day 
A  dreadfU  Impulse,  whence  his  will 
could  win 
No  refuge,  made  him  linoer  in  the  aisle. 
Freezing  with  his  wan  look  each  greeting 
smile. 
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SW,  on  the  second  day  there  was  to  be 
A  featival  in  chorch  :  from  far  and  near 
Cam«  Hocking  in  the  3un  bum tj>ea6J3ntry^ 
And  knighta  and  dameft  with  stately 
antique  cht-tr, 
Blazing  with  pomp,  as  if  all  faerie 
Had  emptied  her  quaint  haUs^  or,  aa 
it  were, 
The  iUnmi Dated  tasjgt  of  Bonie  old  iMXik, 
While  we  were  gazittgr  Ufe  and  motion 
took. 

XXVIIL 

When  all  were  entered^  and  the  rowing 
eyea 
Of  ail  were  stayed^  eome  upon  faces 
bright, 
Some  on  tne  priests,  some  o^  the  traceries 
That  decked  the  alnmber  of  a  marble 
knight, 
And  all  the  rustlings  over  that  arijse 

From  recognizing  tokens  of  delight, 
When  friendly  glances  meet,  —  then  ai- 

lent  eaae 
Spread  o'er  the  mnltitndfl  by  dow  de- 


Then  swelled  the  organ:   op  through 
choir  and  nave 
The  mnaic  trembled  with  an   in^^'ard 
thrill 
Of  hliss  at  its  own  grandeur :  wave  on 
wave 
Its  flood  of  mellow  thunder  Tose^  un- 
til 
The  hushed  air  shivered  with  the  throb 
it  gave, 
Then,  |  rousing  for  a  momentj  it  stood 

stai, 

And  sank  and  rose  again,  to  baist  in 

spray 
That  wandered  into  silence  far  away. 


Like  to  a  mighty  heart  the  music  seemed, 
That  yearns  with  melodies  it  cannot 
speak, 
Until,    in   grand  despair   of  what   it 
dreamed. 
In  the  agony  of  effort  it  doth  break. 
Yet  trium^  breaking ;  on  it  rushed  and 
streamed 
And  wantoned  in  its  might,  as  when 
a  lake. 


Long  peat  among  Ihe  moutitainsj,  hnrsta 

its  walls 
And  in  one  crowding  gudh  leaps  forth 

and  falk 

XZXL 

Deeper  and  deeper  ehtidders  shook  the 
air, 
Aa  the  huge  bass  kept  gathering  heav- 
ily, 
Like  thunder  when  it  rouses  in  its  lair, 
And  with  ita  hoarse  growl  shakes  tlic 
3ow-huBg  sky, 
It  grew  up  like  a  darkness  everywhere^ 

Filling  the  vaat  cathedral ;  —  suddenly, 
From  the  dense  maun  a  boy's  clear  treble 

broke 
Like  lightning,  and  the  fuU-toned  dioir 
awoke, 

Tlirough  gor:geous  windows  shone  the 
sun  aslant, 
Brimming  the  church  with  gold  and 
purple  mist, 
Meet   aUnosph^re  to  bosom    that    rich 
chaiil^ 
Where  fifty  voices  in  one  atrand  did 
twist, 
Their  varicolored  tones,  and  left  no  want 
To  the  delighted '  soul,   which  sank 
abyssed 
In  the  warm  music  cloud,  while,  far  be- 
low, 
The  organ  heaved  its  surges  to  and  fro. 

XX3C1IL 

Aa  if  a  lark  should  suddenly  drop  dead 
While  the  bine  air  yet  trembled  with 

itssotig, 
So  anapped  at  once  that  music's  golden 

thread. 
Struck  by  a  nameless  fear  that  leapt 

along 
FrDm  heart  to  heart,  and  like  a  shadow 

spread 
With  instantaneous  shiver  through  the 

throng. 
So  that  some  glanced  behind,  as  half 

aware 
A  hideous  shape  of  dread  were  standing 

there. 

XXXIY. 

As  when  a  crowd  of  pale  men  gather 
round, 
Watching  an  eddy  in  the  leaden  deep^ 
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From  wliich  they  deem  the  body  of  one 
drowned 
Will  be  cast  forth,  from  face  to  face 
doth  creep 

An  eager  dread  that  holds  all  tongues 
fast  bound 
Until  the  horror,  with  a  ghastly  leap, 

Starts  up,  its  dead  blue  aims  stretched 
aimlessly, 

Heared  with  tne  swinging  of  the  care- 
less sea, — 

XZXT. 

So  in  the  facefl  of  all  these  there  srew, 
As  by  one  impulse,  a  dark,  freezing 
awe. 
Which,  with  a  fearfbl  fascination  drew 
All  eyes  toward  the  altar;  damp  and 
raw 
Ilie  air  crew  suddenly,  and  no  man  knew 
Whetner  perchance  hie  silent  neighbor 
saw 
The  dreadful  thing  which  all  were  sure 

would  rise 
To  scare  the  strained  lids  wider  from 
their  eyes. 

XXXVI. 

The  incense  trembled  as  it  upward  sent 
Its  slow,  uncertain  thread  of  wander- 
ing blue. 
As  't  were  the  only  liying  element 
In  all  the  church,  so  deep  the  stillness 
grew; 
It  seemed  one  might  have  heard  it,  as  it 
went. 
Give  out  an  audible  rustle,  curling 
through 
The  midnight  silence  of  that  awe-struck 

air, 
More  hushed    than  death,   though  so 
much  life  was  there. 


XXXVII. 

Nothing  they  saw,  but  a  low  voice  was 
heard 
Threading  the  ominous  silence  of  that 
fear. 
Gentle  and  terrorless  as  if  a  bird, 
Wakened    by  some  volcano's  glare, 
should  cheer 
The  murk  air  with  his  song ;  yet  every 
word 
In  the  cathedral's  farthest  aroh  seemed 
near. 


As  if  it  spoke  to  «veiv  one  apart. 
Like  the  clear  voice  of  conscience  in  each 
heart 

XXXVIII. 

'*  O  Rest,  to  weary  hearts  thou  art  most 
dear! 
0  Silence,  after  life's  bewildering;  din. 
Thou  art  most  welcome,  whether  m  the 
sear 
Days  of  our  i^  thou  eomest,  or  we 
win 
Thy  poppy- wreath  in  youth  I  then  where- 
tore  here 
Linger  I  yet,  onoe  free  to  enter  in 
At  that  wished  gate  which  gentle  Death 

dothope^ 
Into  the  boundless  realm  of  strength  and 
hope'/ 

XXXIX. 

*<  Think  not  in  death  my  love  could  evei 
cease; 
If  thou  wast  false,  more  need  there  ia 
forme 
Still  to  be  true ;  that  slumber  were  not 
peace. 
If  't  were  unvisited  with  dreams  of 
thee: 
And  thou  hadst  never  heard  such  words 
as  thefie, 
Save  that  in  heaven  I  must  forever  be 
Most  comfortless  and  wretched,  seeing 

this 
Our  nnbaptized  babe  shut  out  from  Uiss. 

XL. 

"  This  little  spirit  with  imploring  eyes 
Wanden  alone   the   dreary  wild  of 
space; 
The  shaaow  of  his  pain  forever  lies 
Upon  my  soul  in  this  new  dwelling- 
place; 
His  loneliness  makes  me  in  Paradise 

More  lonely,  an<l,  unless  I  see  his  face, 
Even  here  for  grief  could  I  lie  down  and 

die. 
Save  for  my  curse  of  immortality. 


XLI. 

*  World  after  world  he 


I  around  him 


Crowded  with  happy  souls,  that  take 
no  heed 
Of  the  sad  eyes  that  from  the  night's 
faint  rim 
Gase  sick  with  longing  on  them  as 
they  speed 
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With  golden  gates,  tlial  only  ahnt  on 


And  shapes  sometimes    fion  Hell's 

abysses  freed 
Flap  darkly  by  him,    with    enormous 

sweep 
Of  wings  that  roughen  wide  the  pitchy 

deep. 

ZLII. 

**I  am  a  mother,  — spirits  do  not  shake 
This  much  of  earth  from  them, — and 
I  must  pine 
Till  I  can  feel  his  little  hands,  and  take 
His  weary  head  upon  this  heart  of 
mine; 
And«  might  it  be,  full  gladly  for  his 
sake 
Would  I  this  solitude  of  bliss  resign, 
And  be  shut  out  of  Hearen  to  dwell  with 

him 
Forever  in  that  silence  drear  and  dim. 

ZLIII. 

"I  strore  to  hush  my  soul,  and  would 

not  speak 
At  first,  for  thy  dear  sake ;  a  woman's 

love 
Is  mighty,  but  a  mother's  heart  is  weak. 
And  by  its  weakness  overcomes;    I 

strove 
To  smother  bitter  thoughts  with  patience 

meek. 
But  &tlll  in  the  abyss  my  soul  would 

fove, 
Seeking  my  child,  and  drove  me  here  to 

claim 
T'je  lite  that  gives  him  peace  in  Christ's 

dear  name. 


XLrv. 

''I  sit  and  weep  while  blessed  spirits 

sing; 
I  can  but  long  and  pine  the  while  they 

praise. 
And,  leaning  o'er  the  wall  of  Heaven,  I 

fling 
My  voice  to  where  I  deem  my  infant 

strays. 
Like  a  robbed  bird  that  cries  in  vain  to 

bring 
Her  nestlings  back  beneath  her  wings' 

embrace; 
But  still  he  answers  not,  and  I  but  know 
That  Heaven  and  earth  are  both  alike  in 

woe." 


XLV. 

Then  the  pale  priests,  with  ceremony  due, 
Baptized  the  child  within  its  dreadful 
tomb 

Beneath  that  mother's  heart,  whose  in- 
stinct true 
Star-like  had  battled  down  the  triple 
gloom 

Of  sorrow,  love,  and  death :  young  maid- 
ens, too, 
Strewed  the  pale  corpse  with  many  a 
milkwhite  bloom. 

And  parted  the  bright  hair,  and  on  the 
breast 

Crossed  the  unconscious  hands  in  sign 
of  rest  * 

XLVI. 

Some  said,  that,  when  the  priest  had 
sprinkled  o'er 
The  consecrated  drops,  they  seemed  to 
hear 
A  sigh,  as  of  some  heart  from  travail 
sore 
Released,  and  then  two  voices  singing 
clear, 
Misereatur  Deui,  more  and  more 
Fading  &r  upward,  and  their  ghastly 
fear 
Fell  from  them  with   that  sound,  as 

bodies  fall 
From  souls  upspringing  to  celestial  halL 


PB0METHET7& 

One  after  one  the  stars  have  risen  and 
Mt, 
Sparkling   upon  the   hoarfrost  on  my 

The  Bear,  that  prowled  all  night  about  the 

fold 
Of  the  North-star,  hath  shrunk  into  his 

den. 
Scared  by  the  blithesome  footsteps  of  the 

Dawn, 
Whose  blushing  smile  floods  all   the 

Orient ; 
And  now  bright  Lucifer  grows  less  and 

less. 
Into  the  heaven's  blue  quiet  deep-with- 
drawn. 
Sunless  and  starless  all,  the  desert  sky 
Arches  above  me,  empty  as  this  heart 
For  ages  hath  been  empty  of  all  joy. 
Except  to  brood  upon  its  silent  hope^ 
As  o'er  its  hope  of  day  the  sky  doth  now 
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All  night  hftTB  I  heard  Toioes :  deeper  yet 
The  deep  low  breathing  of  the  sileuce 

grew, 
While  all  about,  muffled  in  awe,  there 

stood 
Shadows  or  forms,  or  both,  clear-felt  at 

heart, 
Bnt,  when  I  tumed  to  front  them,  hr 

along 
Onlyashudder  through  the  midnight  ran, 
And  the  dense  stillness  walled  me  closer 

round. 
Bat  still  I  heard  them  wander  np  and 

down 
That  solitude,  and  flappings  of  dusk 

wings 
Did  mingle  with  them,  whether  of  those 

hags 
Let  slip  upon  me  once  fnm  Hades  deep. 
Or  of  yet  direr  torments,  if  such  be, 
I  could  but  guess ;  and  then  toward  me 

came 
A  shape  as  of  a  woman  :  very  pale 
It  was,  and  calm ;  its  cold  eyes  did  not 

move. 
And  mine  moved  not,  but  only  stared  on 

them. 
Their  fixed  awe  went  through  my  brain 

like  ice ; 
A  skeleton  hand  seemed  clutohing  at  my 

heart. 
And  a  sharp  chill,  as  if  a  dank  night  fog 
Suddenly  closed  me  in,  was  all  I  felt : 
And  then,  methought,  I  heard  a  freezing 


sitfh, 
g,de< 


A  long,  deep,  shivering  sigh,  as  from  blue 

lips 
Stiffening  in  death,  close  to  mine  ear.    I 

thought 
Some  doom  was  close  upon  me,  and  I 

looked 
And  saw  the  red  moon  through  the  heavy 

mist, 
Just  setting,  and  it  seemed  as  it  were 

falling, 
Or  reeling  to  its  fall,  so  dim  and  dead 
And  palsy-struck  it  looked.     Then  all 

sounds  meiged 
bito  the  rising  surges  of  the  pines, 
Whieh,  leagues  below  me,  clothing  the 

gaunt  loins 
Of  ancient  Caucasus  with  hairy  strenffth, 
Sent  up  a  murmur  in  the  morning  wind, 
Sad  as  the  wail  that  from  the  populous 

earth 
AU  day  and  night  to  high  Olympus  soars, 
Tit  incense  to  thy  wicked  throne,  0  Jove ! 


Thy  hated  name  is  tossed  once  more  in 

scorn 
From  off  my  lips,  for  1  will  tell  thy  doom. 
And  are  these  tears  ?    Nay,  do  not  tri- 
umph, Jove  ! 
They  are  wrung  from  me  but  by  the  sgo- 

nies 
Of   prophecy,   like  those  sparse  drops 

which  fall 
From  clouds  in  travail  of  the  lightning, 

when 
The  great  wave  of  the  storm  high-curled 

and  black 
Bolls  steadily  onward  to  its  thunderous 

break. 
Why  art  thou  made  a  god  of,  thou  poor 

type 
Of  anger,  and  revenge,  and  cunnlnff  force  ? 
True  Power  was  never  bom  of  brotiiih 

Strength, 
Nor  sweet  'mith  suckled  at  the  shaggy 

dugs 
Of  that  old  she- wolf.    Are  thy  thunder- 

bolte. 
That  quell  the  darkness  for  a  space,  so 

stronf^ 
As  the  prevailing  patience  of  meek  Light, 
Who,  with  the  invincible  tenderness  of 

peace, 
Wins  it  to  be  a  portion  of  herself  ? 
Why  art  thou  nuule  a  god  of,  thou,  who 

hast 
The  never-sleeping  tenx>r  at  thy  heart. 
That  birthright  of  all  tyrants,  worse  to 

bear 
Than  this  thy  ravening  bird  on  which  I 

smile? 
Thou  swear'st  to  free  me,  if  I  will  unfold 
What  kind  of  doom  it  is  whose  omen  flits 
Across  thy  heart,  as  o'er  a  troop  of  doves 
The  fearful  shadow  of  the  kite.     What 

need 
To  know  that  truth  whose  knowledge 

cannot  save  ? 
Evil  its  errand  hath,  as  well  as  Good  ; 
When  thine  is  finished,  thou  art  known 

no  more : 
There  in  a  higher  purity  than  thou. 
And  higher  purity  is  greater  itrensth  ; 
Thy  nature  is  thy  doom,  at  which  thy 

heart 
Trembles  behind  the  thick  wall  of  thy 

might. 
Let  man  mi  hope,  and  thou  art  straight- 
way chilled 
Wi^h  thought  of  that  dresr  silence  and 

deep  night 
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Which,  like  a  dream,  shall  swallow  thee 

and  thine : 
Let  man  bat  will,  and  thoa  art  god  no 

more. 
More  capable  of  ruin  than  the  gold 
And  ivory  that  image  thee  on  earth. 
He  who  harled   down   the  monstrous 

Titan-brood 
Blinded  with    lightnings,   with    rough 

thunders  stunned. 
Is  weaker  than  a  simple  human  thought. 
My  slender  voice  can  shake  thee,  as  the 


That  seems  but  apt  to  stir  a  maiden's  hair. 
Sways  huge  Oceanus  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
For  I  am  still  Prometheus,  and  foreknow 
In  my  wise  heart  the  end  and  doom  of  all. 

Yes,  I  am  still  Prometheus,  wiser  grown 
By  years  of  solitude,  —  that  holds  apart 
The  past  and  future,  giving  the  soul  room 
To  search  into  itself,  —  and  long  com- 
mune 
With  this  eternal  silence ;  — more  a  god, 
In  my  long-suffering  and  strength  to  meet 
With  equal  front  the  direst  shuts  of  fate, 
Than  thou  in  thy  Dftint-hearted  despot- 
ism, 
Gii-t  with  thy  baby-toys  of  force  and 

wrath. 
Yes,  I  am  that  Prometheus  who  brought 

down 
The  light  to  man,  which  thou,  in  selfish 

fear, 
Hadst  to  thyself  usurped,  —  his  by  sole 

right. 
For  Man  hath  right  to  all  save  Tyr- 
anny,— 
And  which  shall  free  him  yet  from  thy 

frsil  throne. 
Tyrants  are  but  the  spawn  of  Ignorance, 
Begotten  by  the  slaves  they  trample  on, 
Who,  conld  they  win  a  gummer  of  the 

light, 
And  see  that  Tyranny  is  always  weak- 
ness, 
Or  Fear  with  its  own  bosom  ill  at  ease, 
Would  laugh  away  in  scorn  the  sand- 
wove  chain 
Which  their  own  blindness  feigned  for 

adamant. 
Wrong  ever  builds  on  quicksands,  but 

the  Right 
To  the  firm  centre  lays  its  moveless  base. 
The  tyrant  trembles,  if  the  air  but  stir 
The  innocent  ringlets  of  a  child's  free 
hair. 


And  crouches,  when  the  thou^t  of  some 

great  spirit, 
With  world-wide  murmur,  like  a  rising 

g»l«, 
Over  men's  hearts,  as  over  standing  com. 
Rushes,  and  bends  them  to  its  own  strong 

wilL 
So  shall  some  thought  of  mine  yet  circle 

earth. 
And  puff  away  thy  cmmbling  altars, 

Jovel 

And,  wouldst  thou  know  of  my  su- 
preme revenge, 
Poor   tyrant,   even   now  dethroned  in 

heart, 
Realmless  in  soul,  as  tyimats  ever  are. 
Listen !  and  tell  me  if  this  bitter  peak, 
This  never-glutted  vulture,  and  these 

chains 
Shrink  not  before  it ;  for  it  shall  befit 
A    sorrow-taught,  unconquered    Titan- 
heart. 
Men,  when  their  death  is  on  them,  seem 

to  stand 
On  a  precipitous  crag  that  oveihangs 
The  aoyss  of  doom,  and  in  that  depth 

to  see, 
As  in  a  glass,  the  features  dim  and  vast 
Of  things  to  corner  the  shadows,  as  it 

seems, 
Of  what  have  been.    Death  ever  fronts 

the  wise ; 
Not  fearfully,  but  with  clear  promises 
Of  laiger  life,  on  whose  broad  vans  up- 
borne, 
Their  outlook  widens,  and  they  see  be- 
yond 
The  horizon  of  the  Present  and  the  Past, 
Even  to  the  very  source   and  end  of 

things. 
Such  am   I  now:  immortal  woe  hath 

made 
My  heart  a  seer,  and  my  soul  a  judge 
Between  the  substance  and  the  shadow 

of  Truth. 
The  sure  supremeness  of  the  Beautiful, 
By  all  the  martyrdoms  made  doubly  sure 
Of  such  as  1  am,  this  is  my  revenge. 
Which  of  my  wrongs  builds  a  triumphal 

arch. 
Through  which  I  see  a  sceptre  and  a 

throne. 
The  pipings  of  glad  shepherda  on  the 


Tending  the  flocks  no  more  to  bleed  for 

thee,  — 
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The  songs  of  maidens  pressing  with  white 

feet 
The  vintage  on  thine  altars  poured  no 

more, — 
The  marmurotts  bliss  of  loyers,  under- 
neath 
Dim    cprapevine    bowers,    whose    rosy 

otmches  press 
Not  half  so  closely  their  warm  cheeks, 

unnaled 
By  thougnts  of  thy  brute    lust, — the 

hive-like  hum 
Of  peaceful  commonwealths,  where  sun- 
burnt Toil 
Reaps  for  itself  the  rich  earth  made  its 

own 
By  its  own  labor,  lightened 'with  glad 

hymns 
To  an  omnipotence  which  thy  mad  bolts 
Would  cope  with  as  a  spark  with  the 

vast  sea, — 
Even  the  spirit  of  free  love  and  peace, 
Duty's  sure  recompense  through  life  and 

death,  — 
These  are  such  harvests  as  all  master- 
spirits 
Reap,  haply  not  on  earth,  but  reap  no 

less 
Because  the  sheaves  are  bound  by  hands 

not  theirs ; 
These  are  the  bloodless  dsggers  where- 
withal 
They  stab  fallen  tyrants,  this  their  high 

revenge : 
For  their  b^t  part  of  life  on  earth  is 

when. 
Long  after  death,  prisoned  and  pent  no 

more. 
Their  thoughts,  their  wild  dreams  even, 

have  become 
Part  of  the  necessary  air  men  breathe : 
When,  like  iSke  moon,  herself  behind  a 

cloud, 
They  shed  down  light  before  us  on  life's 

sea, 
That  cheers  us  to  steer  onward  still  in 

hope. 
Earth  witn  her  twining  memories  ivies 

o'er 
Their  holy  sepulchres ;  the  chainless  sea. 
In  tempest  or  wide  calm,  repeats  their 

thoughts ; 
The  lightning  and  the  thunder,  all  free 

things, 
Have  legends  of  them  for  the  ears  of 

men. 
AH  other  glories  are  as  falling  stars. 


But  universal  Nature  watches  theirs : 
Such  strength  is  won  by  love  of  human 
kind. 

Not  that  I  feel  that  hunger  after  fame, 
Which  souls  of  a  half -greatness  are  beset 

with; 
But  that  the  memory  of  noble  deeds 
Cries  shame  upon  the  idle  and  the  vile. 
And  keeps  the  heart  of  Man  forever  up 
To  the  heroic  level  of  old  time. 
To  be  forgot  at  first  is  little  pain 
To  a  heart  conscious  of  such  nigh  intent 
As  must  be  deathless  on  the  lips  of  men  ; 
But,  having  been  a  name,  to  sink  and  be 
A  something  which  the  world  can  do 

without. 
Which,  having  been  or  not,  would  never 

change 
The  lightest  pulae  of  &te,— this  is  in- 
deed 
A  cnp  of  bitterness  the  worst  to  taste, 
And  this  thy  heart  shall  empty  to  the 

dregs. 
Endless  despair  shall  be  thy  Caucasus, 
And  memoiythy  vulture ;  thou  wilt  find 
Oblivion  far  lonelier  than  this  peak. 
Behold  thy  destiny!    Thou  think'st  it 

much 
That  I  should  brave  thee,  miserable  ffod ! 
But  I  have  braved  a  mightier  than  thou, 
Even  the  tempting  of  this  soaring  heart, 
Which  might  have  made  me,  scarcely 

less  than  thou, 
A  god  among  my  brethren  weak  and 

blind. 
Scarce  less  than  thou,  a  pitiable  thing 
To  be  down-trodden  into  darkness  soon. 
But  now  I  am  above  thee,  for  thou  art 
The  bungling  wotkmanship  of  fear,  the 

block 
That  awes  the  swart  Barbarian ;  but  I 
Am  what  myself  have  made,  — a  nature 

wise 
With  finding  in  itself  the  types  of  all. 
With  watching  from  the  dim  verge  of 

the  time 
What  things  to  be  are  visible  in  the 

gleams 
Thrown  forward  on  them  f^m  the  lumi- 
nous past, 
Wise  with  the  history  of  its  own  frail 

heart. 
With  reverence  and  with  sorrow,  and 

with  love. 
Broad  as  the  woild,  for  freedom  and  for 
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Thou  and  all  strength  ahall  cnunUflb 
except  Love, 
By  whom,  and  for  whose  gloiy,  ye  shall 


Andy  when  thou  'it  bat  a  weaiy  moaning 

heard 
From  out  the  pitiless  gloom  of  Chaos,  I 
Shall  be  a  power  and  a  memory, 
A  name  to  fright  all  tyrants  with,  a 

light 
Unsetting  as  the  pole-star,  a  great  yoice 
Heard  in  the  bnathlesa  pauses  of  the 

fight 
By  truth  and  freedom  ever  waged  with 

wronA 
Clear  as  a  sUyer  trumpet»  to  awake 
Far  echoes  that  from  age  to  age  live 

on 
In  kindred  spirits,  giving  them  a  sense 
Of  boundless  power  from  boundless  of- 
fering wrung : 
And  many  a  glaj^ii^g  eye  shall  wnila  to 

see 
The  memory  of  my  triumph  (for  to  meet 
Wrong  with  endurance,  and  to  overoome 
The  present  with  a  heart  that  looks  be- 
yond. 
Are  tiiumph),  like  a  prophet  eas^e,  perch 
Upon  the  sacred  banner  of  the  Right. 
Evil  springs  up,  and  flowers,  snd  bears 

no  seed. 
And  feeds  the  green  earth  with  its  swift 

decay. 
Leaving  it   richer   for   the   growth  of 

truth; 
But  Good,   once  put  in  action  or  in 

thought. 
Like  a  strong  oak,  doth  from  its  boughs 

shed  down 
The  ripe  germs  of  a  forest    Thou,  weak 


Shalt  fiide  and  be  forgotten  I  but  this 

soul, 
Fresh-living  still  in  the  serene  abyss, 
In  every  heaving  ahall   partake,   that 

grows 
From  heait  to  heart  among  the  sons  of 

men, — 
As  the  ominous  hum  before  the  earth- 
quake runs 
Far  through  the  .£gean  from  roused  isle 

to  isle,  — 
Foreboding  wreck  to  palaces  and  shrines, 
And  mighty  rents  in  many  a  cavernous 

error 
That  darkens  the  free  light  to  man  :-*- 

This  heart. 


Unscamd  by  thy  grim  vulture,  as  the 

truth 
Grows  out  more  lovely  *neath  the  beaks 

and  claws 
Of  Harpiea  blind  that  Cain  would  soil  it, 

shall 
In  all  the  throbbinff  exultations  share 
That  wait  on  freedom's  triumphs,  and 

in  all 
The  glorious  agonies  of  martyr-spirits. 
Sharp  lightning-throes  to  split  the  jag- 
ged clouds 
That  v^  the  future^  showing  them  the 

end, 
Pain's  thorny  crown  for  constancy  and 

truth. 
Girding  the  temples  like  a  wreath  of 

stars. 
This  is  a  thought,  that,  like  the  fabled 

laurel. 
Makes  my  faith  thunder-proof;  and  thy 

dread  bolts 
Fall  on  me  like  the  silent  flakes  of  snow 
On  the  hoar  brows  of  aged  Caucasus : 
But»  oh,  thought  far  more  blissful,  they 

can  rend 
This  cloud  of  flesh,  and  make  my  soul  a 

starl 

Unleash  thy  crouching  thunders  now, 
O  Jove! 

Free  this  high  heart,  which,  a  poor  cap- 
tive &ng, 

Doth  knock  to  be  let  forth,  this  heart 
which  still, 

In  its  invincible  manhood,  overtops 

Thy  puny  godafaip,  as  this  mountain  doth 

The  pines  that  moss  its  roots.  0,  even 
now. 

While  from  my  peak  of  suflering  I  look 
down, 

Beholding  with  a  far-spread   gush  of 


The  sunnse  of  that  Beauty,  in  whose 

face. 
Shone  all  around  with  love,  no  man  shall 

look 
But  straightway  like  a  god  he  be  uplift 
Unto  the  throne  long  empty  for  his  sake. 
And  clearly  oft  foreshadowed  in  brave 

dreams 
By  his  free  inward  nature,  which  nor 

thou. 
Nor  any  anarch  after  thee,  can  bind 
From  working  its  great  doom,— now, 

now  set  free 
This  essence,  not  to  die,  but  to  becoma 
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Part  of  that  awfal  Presence  which  doth 

haunt 
The  palaces  of  tyrants,  to  scare  off, 
With  its  grim  eyes  and  fearful  whisper- 
ings 
And  hideous  sense  of  utter  londiness, 
All  hope  of  safety,  all  desire  of  peace, 
All  but  the  loathed  forefeeling  of  blank 

death, — 
Part  of  that  spirit  which  doth  erer  brood 
In  patient  calm  on  the  unpilfered  nest 
Of  man's  deep  heart,  till  mighty  thoughts 

grow  fledged 
To  sail  with  darkening  shadow  o'er  the 

world. 
Filling  with  dread  such  souls  as  dare  not 

trust 
In  the  unfailing  enercy  of  Good, 
Until  they  swoop^  anatheir  pale  quarry 

make 
Of  some  o'erbloated  wrong, — that  spirit 

which 
Scattets  great  hopes  in  the  seed-field  of 

man, 
Like  acorns  among  pain,  to  grow  and  be 
A  roof  for  freedom  m  all  coming  time ! 

But  no,  this  cannot  be ;  for  ages  yet. 
In  solitude  unbroken,  shall  I  hear 
The  angr^  Caspian  to  the  Euxine  shout. 
And  Euxine  answer  with  a  muffled  roar, 
On  either  side  storming  the  giant  walls 
Of  Caucasus  with  leagues  of  climbing 

foam 
(Less,  from  my  height,  than  flakes  of 

downy  snow), 
That  draw  back  baffled  but  to  hurl  again. 
Snatched  up  in  wrath  and  horrible  tur- 
moil, 
Mountain  on  mountain,  as  the  Titans 

erst, 
My  brethren,  scaling  the  high  seat  of 

JoTe, 
Heaved    Pelion  upon  Ossa*s  shoulders 

broad 
In  vain  emprise.    The  moon  will  come 

and  go 
With  her  monotonous  vicissitude  ; 
Once  beautiful,  when  I  was  free  to  walk 
Among  ray  fellows,  and  to  interehange 
The  influence  benign  of  loving  eyes, 
But  now  by  aged  use  grown  wearisome ; — 
False  thought !  most  false !  for  how  could 

I  endure 
Fhese  crawling  centuries  of  lonely  woe 
Unshamed  by  weak  complaining,  but  for 

thee. 


Loneliest,  save  me,  of  all  created  things. 
Mild-eyed  Astarte,  my  best  comforter, 
With  thy  pale  smUe  of  sad  benignity  f 

Year  after  year  will  pass  away  and 

seem 
To  me,  in  mine  etemiil  agony, 
But  as  the  shadows  of  dumb  summer 

etouds, 
Which  I  have  watched  bo  often  darken- 

ing  o'er 
The  vast  Sarmatian  plain,  league-wide 

at  fliBt, 
But,  with  still  swiftness,  lessening  on 

and  on 
Till  cloud  and  shadow  meet  and  mingle 

where 
The  eray  horizon  fades  into  the  sky, 
Far,  far  to  northward.     Yes,  for  ages  yet 
Must  I  lie  here  upon  my  altar  huge, 
A  sacrifice  for  man.     Sorrow  will  oe. 
As  it  hath  been,  his  portion;  endless 

doom. 
While  the  immortal  with  the  mortal 

linked 
Dreams  of  its  wings  and  pues  for  what 

it  dreams. 
With  upward  yearn  unceasing.    Better 

so : 
For  wisdom  is  stern   sorrow's  patient 

child. 
And  empire  over  sel^  and  all  the  deep 
Strong  charities  that  make  men  seem 

like  gods ; 
And  love,  that  makes  them  be  gods, 

from  her  breasts 
Sucks  in  the  milk  that  makes  mankind 

one  blood. 
Grood  never  comes  unmixed,  or  so  it 

seems. 
Having  two  faces,  as  some  images 
Are  carved,  of  foolish  gods;  one  face 

is  ill  ; 
But  one  heart  lies  beneath,  and  that  is 

good. 
As  are  all  hearts,  when  we  explore  their 

depths. 
Therefore,  great  heart,  bear  up  !  thou  ar 

but  type 
Of  what  all  lofty  spirits  endure,  that  fain 
Would  win  men  hack  to  strength  and 

peace  through  love : 
Each  hath  his  lonely  peak,  and  on  each 

heart 
Envy,  or  scorn,  or  hatred,  tears  lifelong 
With  vulture  beak ;  yet  the  high  soul  is 

left; 
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And  faith,  which  U  bat  hope  grown 

wise,  and  love 
And  patience  which  at  last  shaU  OTer- 

come. 


THB  8HEFHIBD  OF  KINO  ADIOTUB. 

Thbrb  came  a  yonth  upon  the  earth, 

Some  thouaand  vean  ago^ 
Whose    slender    hands    were   nothing 

worth, 
Whether  to  plough,  or  reap,  or  sow. 

Upon  an  empty  tortoise-shell 

ne  stretched  some  chords,  and  drew 
Music  that  made  men's  bosoms  swdl 
Fearless,  or  brinuned  their  eyes  with 
dew. 

Then  King  Admetus,  one  who  had 

Pure  taste  by  right  divine. 
Decreed  Ids  singing  not  too  bad 
To  hear  between  the  cape  of  wine  : 

And  so,  well  pleased  with  being  soothed 

Into  a  sweet  half-sleep, 
Three  times  his  kingly  b^urd  he  smoothed, 
And  made  him  viceroy  o'er  his  sheep. 

Hia  words  were  simple  worda  enough 

And  vet  he  used  them  so, 
That  what  in  other  mouths  was  rough 
In  his  seemed  musical  and  low. 

Men  called  him  but  a  shiftless  youth, 

In  whom  no  good  they  saw ; 
And  yet,  unwittingly,  in  truth, 
They  made  his  careless  words  their  law. 

They  knew  not  how  he  learned  at  all. 

For  idly,  hour  by  hour, 
He  sat  and  watched  the  dead  leaves  fall. 
Or  mused  upon  a  common  flower. 

It  seemed  the  loveliness  of  things 

.    Did  teach  him  all  their  use. 

For,  in  mere  weeds,  and  stones,  and 

springs, 
He  found  a  healing  power  profuse. 

Men  granted  that  his  speech  was  wise, 

Bul^  when  a  glance  tney  caught 
Of  his  slim  grace  and  woman's  eyes, 
They  laughed,  and  called  him  good*for- 
naught 

Yet  after  he  was  dead  and  gone^ 
And  e'en  his  memory  dim. 


Earth  seemed  mote  sweet  to  live  upon. 
More  full  of  love,  because  of  him. 

And  day  by  day  more  holy  grew 
Each  spot  where  he  had  trod« 
Till  after-poets  only  knew 
Their  first-born  brother  as  a  god. 

THX  TOKEN. 

It  is  a  mere  wild  rosebud. 

Quite  sallow  now,  and  dry. 
Yet  there 's  something  wondrous  in  it. 

Some  eleams  of  days  gone  by, 
Dear  sights  and  sounds  that  are  to  me 
The  veiy  moons  of  memory. 
And  stir  my  heart's  blood  far  below 
Its  short-lived  waves  of  joy  and  woe. 

lips  most  fade  and  roses  wither. 

All  sweet  times  be  o'er ; 
They    only     smile,    and,    murmuring 
"Thither  I" 

Stay  with  us  no  more : 
And  yet  ofttinies  a  look  or  smile. 
Forgotten  in  a  kiss's  while, 
Years  after  from  the  dark  will  start, 
And  flash  across  the  trembling  heart 

Thou  hast  given  me  man^  roses. 

But  never  one,  like  this, 
O'erfloods  both  sense  and  spirit 

With  such  a  deep,  wild  bUss ; 
We  must  have  instincts  that  glean  up 
Sparse  drops  of  this  life  in  the  cup. 
Whose  taste  shall  give  us  all  that  we 
Can  prove  of  unmortality. 

Earth's  stablest  things  are  shadows, 

And,  in  the  life  to  come, 
Haply  some  chance-saved  trifle 

May  teU  of  this  old  home : 
As  now  sometimes  we  seem  to  find. 
In  a  dark  crevice  of  the  mind. 
Some  relic,  which,  long  pondered  o'er. 
Hints  faintly  at  a  life  before. 


AN  INCIDSNT  IN  A  BAILBOAD  CAR 

Hb  spoke  of  Bums:  men  rude  and 

rough 
Pressed  round  to  hear  the  praise  of  one 
Whose  heart  was  made  of  manly,  simple 
stufi; 
As  hoAiespun  as  their  own. 


AN  INCIDENT  IN   A  RAILROAD   CAR. 
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And,   when    lie   read,  they  forward 

leaned. 
Drinking,  with  thirsty  hearts  and  ears, 
His  brook-like  songs  whom  glory  never 
weaned 
From  hnmhle  smiles  and  tears. 

Slowly  there  grew  a  tender  awe, 
Sun -like,  o'er  faces  brown  and  hard, 
As  if  in  him  who  read  thev  felt  and  saw 
Some  presence  of  the  bard. 

'    It  was  a  sight  for  sin  and  wrong 

And  iJavish  tyranny  to  see, 
A  sight  to  make  our  faith  more  pure  and 
strong 
In  high  humanity. 

I  thought,  these  men  will  carnr  hence 
Promptings  their  former  life  above, 
And  somethuig  of  a  finer  reverence 
For  beauty,  truth,  and  love, 

God  scatters  love  on  every  side 
Freely  among  his  children  all, 
And  idways  hearts  are  lying  open  wide, 
Wherein  some  grains  may  falL 

There  is  no  wind  bat  soweth  seeds 
Of  a  more  true  and  open  life, 
Which  burst,  unlooked  for,  into  high- 
souled  deeds. 
With  wayside  beauty  rife. 

We  find  within  these  souls  of  ours 
Some  wild  germs  of  a  higher  birth. 
Which  in  the  poet's  tropic  heart  bear 
flowers 
Whose  fragrance  fills  the  earth. 

Within  the  hearts  of  all  men  lie 
These  promises  of  wider  bliss, 
Which  blossom  into  hopes  that  caiinot 
die, 
In  sunny  houn  like  this. 

All  that  hath  been  mnjestical 
In  life  or  death,  since  time  b< 
Is  native  in  the  simple  heart  of 
The  angel  heart  of  man. 

And  thus,  among  the  untaught  poor. 
Great  deeds  and  feelinffs  find  a  home, 
that  cast  in  shadow  all  tne  golden  lore 
Of  classic  Greece  and  Rome. 

0,  mighty  brother-soul  of  man. 
Where'er  thou  art,  in  low  or  high. 


Thy  skyey  arches  with  exulting  span 
O'er-roof  infinity ! 

All  thoughts  that  mould  the  age  begin 
Deep  down  within  the  primitive  soul. 
And  from  the  many  slowly  upward  win 
To  one  who  grasps  toe  whole : 

In  his  wide  brain  the  feeling  deep 
That  struggled  on  the  many^s  tongue 
Swells  to  a  nde  of  thought,  whose  suigec 
leap 
O'er  the  weak  thrones  of  wrong. 

All  thought  begins  in  feeling,  —  wide 
In  the  great  mass  its  base  is  nid. 
And,  narrowing  up  to  thought,  standi 
glorified, 
A  moveless  pyramid. 

Nor  is  he  hr  astray,  who  deems 
That  every  hope,   which   rises   and 
grows  broeci 
In  the  world's  heart,  by  ordered  impulse 
streams 
From  the  great  heart  of  God. 

God  wills,  man  hopes:  in  common 

souls 
Hope  is  but  vague  and  undefined, 
Tin  from  the  poet's  tongue  the  message 
rolls 
A  blessing  to  his  kind. 

Never  did  Poesy  appear 
So  full  of  heaven  to  me»  as  when 
I  saw  how  it  would  pteroe  through  pride 
and  fear 
To  the  lives  of  coarsest  men. 

It  may  be  fflorious  to  write 
Thoughts  toat  shall  glad  the  two  or 
three 
High  souls,  like  those  Ur  stars  that 
come  in  sight 
Once  in  a  century ;  — 

But  better  far  it  is  to  speak 
One  simple  word,  which  now  and  then 
Shall  waken  their  free  nature  in  the 
weak 
And  friendless  sons  of  men  ; 

To  write  some  earnest  verse  or  line, 
Which,  seeking  not  the  praise  of  art, 
Shall  make  a  clearer  faith  and  manhood 
shine 
In  the  untutored  heart 
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He  who  doth  this,  in  verae  or  prose, 
May  be  forgotten  in  his  day, 
But  surely  shall  be  crowned  at  last  with 
those 
Who  live  and  speak  for  aye. 


RHCECUS. 

God  sends  his  teachers  onto  every  a^, 
To  every  clime,  and  every  race  of  men. 
With  revelations  fitted  to  their  growth 
And  shape  of  mind,  nor  gives  the  realm 

of  Truth 
Into  the  selfish  rule  of  one  sole  race : 
Therefore  each  form  of  worship  that  hath 

swayed 
The  life  of  man,  and  given  it  to  grasp 
The   master-key  of  knowledge,   rever 

ence, 
Infolds  some  genns  of  goodness  and  of 

light; 
Else  never  had  the  eagiar  soul,  which 

loathes 
The  slothful  down  of  pampered  igno- 
rance, 
Found  in  it  even  a  moment's  fitful  rest 

There  is  an  instinct  in  the  human 

heart 
Which  makes  that  all  the  &bles  it  hath 

coined. 
To  justify  the  reign  of  its  belief 
And    strengthen  it    by  beauty's  right 

divine, 
Yeil  in  their  inner  cells  a  mystic  gift, 
Which,  like  the  hasel  twig,  in  faithful 

hands, 
Points  surely  to  the  hidden  springs  of 

truth. 
For,  as  in  nature  naught  is  made  in  vain. 
But  all  things  have  within  their  hull  of 

use 
A  wisdom  and  a  meaning  which  may 

speak 
Of  spiritual  secrets  to  the  ear 
Of  spirit ;  so,  in  whatsoe'er  the  heart 
Hath  fashioned  for  a  solace  to  itself. 
To  make  its  inspirations  suit  its  creed. 
And  from  the  niggard  hands  of  falsehood 

wring    . 
Its  needful  food  of  truth,  there  ever  is 
A  sympathy  with  Nature,  which  reveals, 
Not   less   than  her  own  works,   pure 

gleams  of  li^^t 
And  earnest  parables  of  inward  lore. 
Hear  now  this  faiiy  legend  of  old  Greece, 


As  full  of  gracipua  youth  and  beauty 

still 
As  the  immortal  freshness  of  that  j^raee 
Carved  for  all  ages  on  some  Attic  frieze. 

A  youth  named  Rhoecus,  wandering  in 
the  wood. 

Saw  an  old  oak  just  trembling  to  its  fall. 

And,  feeling  pity  of  so  fair  a  tree. 

He  propped  its  gray  trunk  with  admir- 
ing care. 

And  with  a  thoughtless  footstep  loitered 
on. 

But,  as  he  turned,  he  heard  a  voice  be- 
hind 

That  murmured  '*  Rhoecus  ! "  'T  was  as 
if  the  leaves, 

Stirred  by  a  passing  breath,  had  mur- 
mured- it, 

And,  while  he  paused  bewildered,  yet 
again 

It  murmured  "  Rhoacus  !  '*  softer  than  a 
breeze. 

He  started  and  beheld  with  dizzy  eyes 

What  seemed  the  substance  of  a  h[appy 
dream 

Stand  there  before  him,  spreading  a  warm 
glow 

Within  the  green  gloamB  of  the  shadowy 
oak. 

It  seemed  a  woman's  shape,  yet  far  too 
fair 

To  be  a  woman,  and  with  eyes  too  meek 

For  any  that  were  wont  to  mate  with 
gods. 

All  naked  like  a  goddess  stood  she  there. 

And  like  &  goddess  all  too  beautiful 

To    feel  the  guilt-bom  earthliness   of 


"  Rhcecus,  I  am  the  Dryad  of  this  tree," 
Thus  she  began,  dropping  her  low-toned 

words 
Serene,  and  full,  and  dear,  as  drops  of 

dew, 
"  And  with  it  I  am  doomed  to  Uve  and 

die; 
The  rain  and  sunshine  are  my  caterers, 
Nor  have  I  other  bliss  than  simple  life; 
Now  ask  me  what  thou  wilt,  that  I  can 

give. 
And  with  a  thankful  joy  it  shall  be 

thine." 

Then  Rhoscus,  with  a  flutter  at  the 
heart. 
Yet,  by  the  prompting  of  such  beauty, 
bold. 


BHOBOOS. 
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Answered :  "  What  is  there  that  can 

satisfy 
The  endless  craring  of  the  soul  hat  lore  ? 
Give  me  thy  love,  or  bnt  the  hope  of  that 
Which  must  be  evermora  ]nynat^re'8 

goal" 
After  a  little  pause  she  said  again, 
But  with  a  glimpse  of  sadness  in  her 

tone, 
"  I  give  it,  Rhoecus,  though  a  perilous 

,     gift; 
An  hour  before  the  sunset  meet  me  here.** 
And  straightway  there  was  nothing  he 

could  see 
But  the  green  glooms  beneath  the  shad- 
owy oak. 
And  not  a  sound  came  to  his  straining 

ears 
But  the  low  trickling  rustle  of  the  leaves, 
And  far  away  upon  an  emerald  slope 
The  falter  of  an  idle  shepherd*8  pipe. 

Now,  in  those  days  of  simpleness  and 

faith. 
Men  did  not  think  that  happy  things 

were  dreams 
Because  they  overstepped   the  narrow 

bourn 
Of  likelihood,  but  reverently  deemed 
Nothinff  too  wondrous  or  too  beautifol 
To  be  the  guerdon  of  a  daring  heart 
So  Rhoecus  made  no  doubt  that  he  was 

blest, 
And  all  alonff  unto  the  city's  gate 
Earth  seemed  to  spring  beneath  him  as 

he  walked. 
The  clear,  broad  sky  looked  bluer  than 

its  wont. 
And  he  could  scarce  believe  he  had  not 

wings, 
Such  sunshine  seemed  to  glitter  through 

his  veins 
Instead  of  blood,  so  light  he  felt  and 

strange. 

Toung  Rhoecus  had  a  faithful  heart 
enough, 

But  one  that  in  the  present  dwelt  too 
much. 

And,  taking  with  blithe  welcome  what- 
soe'er 

Chance  gave  of  joy,  was  wholly  bound 
in  that, 

Like  the  contented  peasant  of  a  vale, 

Deemed  it  the  world,  and  never  looked 
beyond. 

So,  haply  meeting  in  the  afternoon 


Some  comrades  who  were  playing  at  the 
dice. 

He  joined  them,  and  forgot  all  else  be- 
side. 

The  dice  were  rattling  at  the  mer- 
riest, 
And  Rhoecus,  who  had  met  but  sorry 

luck, 
Just  laughed  in  triumph  at  a  happy 

throw, 
When  through  the  room  there  hummed 

a  yellow  bee 
That  buzzed  about  his  ear  with  down- 
dropped  legs 
As  if  to  light    And  Rhoecus  laughed 

and  said. 
Feeling  how  red  and  flushed  he  was  with 

loss, 
**  By  Venus  I  does  he  take  me  for  a 

rose?" 
And  brushed  him  off  with  rough,  im- 

|)atient  hand. 
Bnt  still  the  bee  came  back,  and  thrice 

again 
Rhoecus  did  beat  him  off  with  growing 

wrath. 
Then    through   the   window    flew    the 

wounded  bee. 
And  Rhoecus,  tracking  him  with  angry 

eyes. 
Saw  a  sharp  mountain-neak  of  Thessaly 
Against  the  red  disk  of  tne  setting  sun ,  — 
And  instantly  the  blood  sank  from  his 

heart. 
As  if  Its  very  walls  had  caved  away. 
Without  a  word  he  turned,  and,  rushing 

forth. 
Ran  madly  through  the  city  and  the  gate, 


And  o'er  the  plain,  which  now  the  wood's 

long  shade. 
By  the  low  sun  thrown  forward  broad 

and  dim. 
Darkened  wellnigh  unto  the  city's  wall. 

Quite  s})ent  and  out  of  breath  he 
reached  the  tree, 

And,  listening  fearfully,  he  heard  onc( 
more 

The  low  voice  murmur  "Rhoecus  !  '*  close 
at  hand : 

Whereat  he  looked  around  him,  but  could 
see 

Naught  but  the  deepening  glooms  be- 
neath the  oak. 

Then  sighed  the  voice,  "0  Rhoecus  t 
nevermore 
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Shalt  thou  behold  me  or  by  Jay  or  ni^^ty 
Me,  who  would  fain  have  hleased  thee 

with  a  love 
More  ripe  and  bounteons  than  ever  yet 
Filled  up  with  nectar  any  mortal  heart: 
But  thou  didat  scorn  my  humble  mes- 
senger. 
And  sent'st  him  back  to  me  with  braised 

wings. 
We  spirits  only  show  to  gentle  eyes» 
We  ever  ask  an  undivided  love, 
And  he  who  scorns  the  least  of  Nature's 

works 
Is  thenceforth  exiled  and  shut  out  from 

all. 
Farewell  1  for  ihon  canst  never  see  me 


Then  Rhoecus  beat  his  breast,  and 

groaned  aloud. 
And  cned,  *'  Be  pitiful !  foigive  me  yet 
This  once,  and  I  shall  never  need  it 

more  I " 
*'  Alas  t "  the  voice  returned,  "  'tis  thou 

art  blind. 
Not  I  unmerdful;  I  can  forgive. 
But  have  no  skill  to  heal  thy  spirit's 

eyes; 
Only  the  soul  hath  power  o'er  itself." 
With  that  again  there  murmured  **  Nev- 
ermore! " 
And  Rhcscus  after  heard  no  other  sound, 
Except  the  rattling  of  the  oak's  crisp 

leaves, 
Like  the  long  surf  upon  a  distant  shore, 
Raking  the  sea-worn  pebbles  up  and 

down. 
The  night  had  gathered  round  him:  o'er 

the  plain 
The  city  sparkled  with  its   thous^d 

And  sounds  of  revel  fell  upon  his  ear 
Harshly  and  like  a  curse;  above,  the  sky, 
With  all  its  bright  sublimity  of  stars, 
Deepened,  and  on  his  forehead  smote  the 

breeze: 
Beauty  was  all   around  him  and  de- 
light. 
But  from  that  eve  he  was  alone  on  earth. 


THB   FAXiCON. 

I  KNOW  a  falcon  swift  and  peerless 
As  e'er  was  cradled  in  the  pine; 

No  bird  had  ever  eye  so  fearlens, 
Or  wing  so  strong  as  this  of  mine. 


The  winds  not  better  love  to  pilot 
A  cloud  with  molten  gold  o'emm. 

Than  him,  a  little  burning  islet, 
A  star  above  the  coming  sun. 

For  with  a  lark's  heart  he  doth  tower. 
By  a  glorious  upward  instinct  drawn  ; 

No  bee  nestles  deeper  in  the  flower 
Than  he  in  the  bursting  rose  of  dawn. 

No  harmless  dove,  no  bird  that  singeth, 
Shudders  to  see  him  overhead ; 

The  rush  of  his  fierce  swooping  bringeth 
To  innocent  hearts  no  thrill  of  dread. 

Let  fraud  and  wrong  and  baseness  shiver, 
For  still  between  them  and  the  sky 

The  falcon  Truth  hangs  poised  forever 
And  marks  them  witk  his  vengeful  eye. 


TBIAL. 

I. 
Whetbsb  the  idle  prisoner  through  his 

grate 
Watches  the  waving  of  the  grass-tuft 

small, 
Which,  having  colonized  its  rift  i'  th' 

wall. 
Accepts  Ood*s  dole  of  good  or  evil  fate, 
And  from  the  sky's  just  helmet  draws  its 

lot 
Daily  of  shower  or  sunshine,  cold  or 

hot; — 
Whether  the  closer  captive  of  a  creed, 
Cooped  up  from  birth  to  grind  out  end- 
less chaff, 
Sees  through  his  treadmill-bars  the  noon- 
day laugh, 
And  feels  in  vain  his  crumpled  pinions 

breed;  — 
Whether  the  Geoigian  slave  look  up  and 

mark, 
With  bellying  sails  puffed  full,  the  tall 

cloud-Dark 
Sink   northward  slowly,  —  thou  alone 

seem'st  good. 
Fair  only  thou,  0  Freedom,  whose  desire 
Can  li^t  in  muddiest  souls  quick  seeds 

offir€^ 
And  strain  life's  chorda  to  the  old  heroic 

mood. 

II. 
Yet  are  there  other  gifts  more  fair  than 

thine. 
Nor  can  I  count  him  happiest  who  has 

never 
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f^n  forced  with  his  own  hand  his  chains 

to  sever. 
And  for  himself  find  ont  the  way  divine ; 
He  never  kuew  the  aspirer^s  glorious 

rains, 
ne  never  earned  the  stmggleTs  priceless 

Of  blocR  by  block,  with  sore  and  sharp 

endeavor, 
Lifelong  we  build  these  human  natares 

^Jito  a  temple  ilt  for  SYeedom's  shrine, 
^d  Trial  ever  consecrates  the  cup 
W^herefrom  we  ponr  her  sacrificial  wine. 


i 
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lee  but  half  the  causes  of  our  deeds, 
ng  them  wholly  in  the  outer  life, 
Heedless  of  the  encircling  spirit- 
world, 
^b,  though  unseen,  is  felt,  and  sows 

in  us 
$cnna  of  pure  and  world-wide  pur- 
poses. 
^  one  stage  of  our  being  to  the  next 
••^sa  unconscious  o*er  a  sfender  bridge, 
^^omentary  work  of  unseen  hands, 
^cK  crumbles  down  behind  us ;  look- 
ing back, 

the  other  shore,  the  gulf  between, 
n&arvelling  how  we  won  to  where 

we  stand, 
nt  ourselves  to  call  the  builder 
Chance, 
trace  the  wisdom  to  the  apple's  fall, 
to  the  birth-throes  of  a   mighty 
Truth 
icb,  for  long  ages  in  blank  Chaos 
dumb, 
yearned  to  be  incarnate,  and  had 
found 
last  a  spirit  meet  to  be  the  womb 
ni  which  it  might  be  bom  to  bless 

mankind,  — 
t  to  the  soul  of  Newton,  ripe  with  all 
)  hoarded  thoughtfulness  of  earnest 

years, 
d  waiting  but  one  ray  of  sunlight 

more 
blossom  Mly. 

But  whence  came  that  ray? 
call  our  sorrows  Destiny,  but  ought 
iher  to  name  our  high  successes  so. 
ly  the  instincts  of  great  sonls  are  Fate, 

4 


And  have  predestined  sway :  all  other 

things, 
Except  b^  leave  of  us,  could  never  be. 
For  Destiny  is  but  the  breath  of  God 
Still  moving  in  us,  the  last  fragment  left 
Of  our  unfiulen  nature,  waking  oft 
Within  our  thought,  to  beckon  us  be- 
yond 
The  narrow  circle  of  the  seen  and  known, 
And  alwa3rs  tending  to  a  noble  end. 
As  all  things  must  that  overrule  the  soul. 
And  for  a  space  unseat  the  helmsman, 

wai. 

The  fate  of  England  and  of  freedom  once 
Seemed  wavenng  in  the  heart  of  one 

plain  man : 
One  step  of  his,  and  the  great  dial-hand. 
That  marks  the  destined  progress  of  the 

world 
In  the  eternal  round  firom  wisdom  on 
To  higher  wisdom,  had  been  made  to 

pause 
A  hunared  years.     That  step  he  did  not 

take,— 
He  knew  not  why,  nor  we,  but  only 

God,— 
And  lived  to  make  his  simple  oaken  chair 
More  terrible  and  soberly  august, 
More  full  of  migesty  than  any  throne, 
Before  or  after,  of  a  British  king. 

Upon  the  pier  stood  two  stem-visaged 

men, 
Looking  to  where   a   little    craft    lay 

moored. 
Swayed   by   the   lazy  current   of  the 

Thames, 
Which  weltered  by  in  muddylktlessness. 
Grave  men  they  were,  and  battlings  of 

fierce  thought 
Had  trampled  out  all  softness  from  their 

brows. 
And  ploughed  rough  furrows  there  before 

their  time, 
For  other  crop  than  such  as  homebred 

Peace 
Sows  broadcast  in  the  willing  soil  of 

Youth. 
Care,  not  of  self,  but  for  the  common- 
weal. 
Had  robbed  their  eyes  of  youth,  and  left 

instead 
A  look  of  patient  power  and  iron  will. 
And  something  fiercer,  too,  that  gave 

broad  hint 
Of  the  pldn  weapons  girded  at  thdr 

sides. 
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The  younger  bad  aa  aspect  of  con- 


Not  each  aa  trickles  down,  a  slender 
stream. 

In  the  shrunk  channel  of  a  great  de- 
scent^ 

fiat  sach  as  Hes  entowend  in  heart  sad 
head. 

And  an  arm  prompt  to  do  the  liests  of 
both. 

His  was  a  brow  where  gold  were  oat  of 
place. 

And  yet  it  seemed  right  worthy  of  a 


(Thongh  he  despised  such),  were  it  only 

made 
Of  iron,  or  iome  serviceable  staff 
That  would  hare  matched  his  brownly 

nif^ed  face. 
The   elder,  although   sach   he    hardly 

seemed 
(Care  makes  so  little  of  some  Ave  short 

years). 
Had  a  clear,  honest  fSuse,  whose  xvragh- 

hewn  strength 
Was  mildened  by  the  schoUr's  wiser 

heart 
To  sober  courage,  sach  as  best  befits 
The  nnsullied  temper  of  a  weU-tauc^t 

mind, 
Tet  so  remained  that  one  cotdd  plainly 

gnesB 
The  hushed  volcano  smouldering  under- 
neath. 
He  spoke :  the  other,  hearing,  kept  his 

gaze 
Still  fixed,  as  on  some  problem  in  the 

sky. 

''0  Cboxwell,  we  are  fallen  on  evil 

times! 
There  was  a  day  when  England  had  wide 

room 
For  honest  men  as  well  as  foolish  kings : 
But  now  the  uneasy  stomach  of  the  time 
Turns  squeamish  at  them  both.     There- 
fore let  us 
Seek  out  that  savage  clime>  where  men 

as  yet 
Are  free :  there  sleeps  the  vessel  on  the 

tide, 
Her  lan^iid  canvas  drooping  for  the 

wmd; 
Qije  us  but  that,  and  what  need  we  to 

fear 
This  Order  of  the  Council!    The  free 

waves 


Will  not  say  No   to  please  a  waywird 

king. 
Nor  will  the  winds  ton  traitors  at  his 

beck: 
All  things  are  fitly  cared  for,  and  tlu 

Lord 
Will  watch  as  kindly  o*er  the  exodus 
Of  OS  his  servanta  now,  as  in  old  tima 
We  have  no  cloud  or  firs,  and  haply  ve 
May  not  pass   diy-diod   throogh  the 

ocean-stream  ; 
Bat,  saved  or  lost,  all  things  are  in  His 

hand." 
So  ^«ke  he,  and  meantime  the  other 

stood 
With  wide  gray  eyes  still  reading  tiie 

blank  air. 
As  if  upon  the  sky's  blue  wall  he  saw 
Some  mystic  sentence,  written  by  a  haod, 
Such  as  of  old  made  pale  the  Assymn 

king. 
Girt  with  his  satraps  iu  the  blazing  feast 

"Hampden!    a  moment   stooe,  mj 

purpose  was 
To  fly  with  thee,— for  I   will  call  it 

flight. 
Nor  flatter  it  with  any  smoother  name,  — 
But  something  in  me  bids  me  not  to  go; 
And  I  am  one,  thou  knowest»  whO|  im- 

moved 
By  what  the  weak  deem  omens,  yet  gire 

heed 
And  reverence  due  to  whatsoe'er  my  soul 
Whispera  of  warning  to  the  inner  ear. 
Moreover,   as  I  know  that  God  biiogs 

round 
His  purposes  in  ways  nndresmed  by  iu» 
And  maikes  the  wicked  but  his  instru- 
ments 
To  hasten  their  own  swift  and  sudden  Cdl, 
I  see  the  beauty  of  his  providence 
In  the  King's  order :  blind,  he  will  not 

let 
His  doom  part  from  him,  bat  must  l»d 

it  stay 
As  'twere  a  cricket,  whose  enliveoisg 

He  loved  to  near  beneath  his  very  hearth. 
Why  should  we  fly?    Nay,  why  not 

rather  stay 
And  rear  again*  our   Zion's   crumbled 

walls. 
Not,  as  of  old  the  walls  of  Thebes  were 

built, 
By   minstrel   twanging,    but,  if  need 

ahottldbe. 


~r- 
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■  ir 

With  the  more   potent  ransic  of  onr   A  noble  purpose  to  a  noble  end, 

swords? 

Although  it  be  the  callows  or  the  block  f 
'T  is  only  Falsehood  that  doth  ever  need 

^' 

Think'st  thoa  that  scofe  of  men  beyond 

theses 

These  outward  shows  of  gain  to  bolster 

ki 

Claim  more  God's  oare  than  all  of  Eng- 

her. 

land  here? 

Be  it  we  prove  the  weaker  with  our 
swords; 

i-r 

No :  when  He  moyes  His  ann,  it  is  to 

k -" 

aid 

Truth  only  needs  to  be  for  once  spoke 

Hi'_ 

Whole  p^les,   heedless  if  a  few  be 

out, 

ma 

And  there's  such  music  in  her,  such 

As  some  are  erer,  when  the  destiny 

strange  Hiythm, 

Of  man  takes  one  stride  onward  nearer 

As  makes  men's  memories  her  joyoos 

*■ 

home. 

slaves. 

Believe  me, 'tis  the  mass  of  men  He 

And  clings  around  the  soul,  as  the  sky 

■  3 

loyes; 

clings 

r  M- 

And,  where  there  is  most  sorrow  and 

Bound  the  mute  earth,  forever  beauti- 

u »- 

most  want» 

ful. 

,. 

Where  the  high  heart  of  man  is  trodden 

And,  if  o'erdouded,  onl^  to  burst  forth 

IL. 

down 

More  all-erabraeingly  divine  and  clear : 

The  most,  't  is  not  becaose  He  hides  His 

Get  but  the  truth  once  uttered,  and  't  is 

fSM 

like 

1J_. 

From  them  in  wrath,  as  purblind  teach- 

A star  new-bom,  that  drops  into  its 

It  c 

ers  prate:. 
Not  so :  there  most  is  He,  for  there  is 

He 
Moet  needed.    Men  who  seek  fat  Fate 

And  which,  once  circling  in  its  placid 

round. 
Not  all  the  tumult  of  the  eari:h  can 

u: 

abroad 
Are  not  so  near  His  heart  as  they  who 

shake. 

M^: 

dare 

*<What  should  we  do  in  that  small 

■eJ^' 

Fmnkl^  to  faoe  her  where  she  faoesthem, 

colony 

Ntf.C 

On  theirown  threshold,  where  their  souls 

Of  pinched  fknatics,  who  would  rather 

*t»' 

are  strong 

To  grapple  with  and  throw  her;  as  I 

choose 
Freedom  to  dip  an  inch  more  from  their 

once, 

hair, 

Being  yet  a  boy,  did  cast  this  puny  king. 
Who  BOW  has  grown  so  dotard  as  to 

Than  the  great  chance  of  setting  Eng- 
land free? 

tfG.- 

deem 

Not  there,  amid  the  stormy  wilderness. 

That  he  can  wrestle  with  an  sagry  realm. 

Should  we  learn  wisdom ;  or  if  learnt. 

bOBf-' 

And  throw  the  brawned  Antesos  of  men's 

what  room 

Eb- 

rights. 

To  put  it  into  act,  — else  worse  than 

No,  Hampden !  they  have  half-way  con- 

naught? 

olfi^ 

quered  Fate 

We  learn  our  souls  more,  tossing  for  an 

Ofi^ 

Who   go  half-way  to  meet  her,  — as 

hour 

Ak«^ 

will  I. 

Upon  this  huge  end  ever-vexSd  sea 

Of  human  thought,  where  kingdoms  go 

w»» 

Freedom  hath  yet  a  work  for  me  to  do ; 

So  speaks  that  inward  voice  which  never 

to  wreck 

yet 

Like   fragile    bubbles    yonder    in    the 

des^' 

Spake  falsely,  when  it  urged  the  spirit  on 

stream, 

B» 

To  noble  emprise  for  country  and  man- 

Than in  a  cycle  of  New  England  sloth, 
Broke  only  by  a  petty  Indian  wq^' 
Or  quarrel  for  a  letter  more  or  less 

kklS^- 

kind. 

And,  for  success,  I  ask  no  more  than 

aji 

this,- 

In    some  hard  word,  which,  spelt   in 

-a'ji^ 

To  bear  unflinching  witness  to  the  truth. 

either  way, 

«B> 

All  true  whole  men  succeed ;  for  what  is 

Not  their  most  learned  clerks  can  un- 

f  <r«fC 

worth 

derstftnd. 

^»» 

Success's  name,  unless  it  be  the  thought, 

New  times  dtrmand  new  measures  and 

W,'' 

The  inward  surety,  to  have  carried  out 

new  men; 

^_ 

52 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


The  world  advaDces,  and  iii  time  out- 
grows 
The  laws  that  in  cor  fathen*  day  were 

best; 
And,   doubtless,  after  as,  some  purer 

scheme 
Will  be  shaped  out  by  wiser  men  than 

we, 
Made  wiser  by  the  steady  growth  of 

truth. 
We  cannot  hale  Utopia  on  by  force ; 
But  better,  almost,  bs  at  work  in  sin, 
Than  in  a  brute  inaction  browse  and 

sleep. 
No  man  is  bom  into  the  world  whose 

work 
Is  not  bom  with  him ;  there  ia  always 

work. 
And  tools  to  work  withal,  for  those  who 

will; 
And  blessed  are  the  horny  hands  of  toil  1 
The  busy  world  shoves  angrily  aside 
The  man  who  stands  with  arms  akimbo 

set, 
Until  occasion  tells  him  what  to  do  ; 
And  he  who  waits  to  have  his  task 

marked  out 
Shall  die  and  leare  his  errand  unfulfilled. 
Our  time  is  one  that  calls  for  earnest 

deeds: 
Beason  and  Government,  like  two  broad 


Yeam  for  each  other  with  outstretched 

arms 
Across  this  narrow  isthmus  of  the  throne, 
And  roll  their  white  surf  higher  every 

day. 
One  age  moves  onward,  and  the  next 

builds  up 
Cities  and  gorseous  palac^  where  stood 
The  rade  lo^-nuts  of  those  who  tamed 

the  wild. 
Rearing  from  out  the  forests  they  had 

felled 
The  goodly  framework  of  a  fairer  state ; 
The  builder's  trowel  and  the  settler's  axe 
Are  seldom    wielded    by  the   selfsame 

hand ; 
Ours  is  the  harder  task,  yet  not  the  less 
Shftll  we  receive  the  blessing  for  our  toil 
From  tne  choice  spirits  of  the  aftertime. 
My  soul  is  not  a  palace  of  the  past, 
Wnerc  outworn  creeds,  like  Rome's  gray 

senate,  quake, 
Hearingafarthe  Vandal's  trumpet  hoarse, 
That  a£ikes  old  systems  with  a  tihunder- 

fit. 


The  time  is  ripe,  and  rotten-ripe,  foi 

change; 
Then  let  it  come:  I   have  no  dreed  of 

what 
Is  called  for  by  the  instinct  of  mankind ; 
Nor  think  I  that  God's  world  will  fkll 

apart 
Because  we  tear  a  parchment  more  or 

less. 
Truth  is  eternal,  bu^.  her  efflaeooe. 
With  endless  change,  is  fitted  to  the 

boor; 
Her  mirror  is  turned  forward  to  reflect 
The  promise  of  the  future,  not  the  past. 
He  who  would  win  the  name  of  troly 

great 
Must  understand  his  own  age  and  the 

next, 
And  make  the  present  ready  to  f^ilfil 
Its  prophecy,  and  with  the  future  merge 
Gently  and   peacefully,  as  wave  with 

Wave. 
The  future  works  out  great  men's  pur- 


The  present  is  enough  for  common  souls. 
Who,  never  looking  forward,  are  indeed 
Mere  clay,  wherein    the  footprints   of 

their  age 
Are  petrified  forever :  better  those 
Who  lead  the  blind  old  giant  by  the 

hand 
From  out  the  pathless  desert  where  he 

gropes. 
And  set  him  onward  in  his  darksome 

way. 
I  do  not  fear  to  follow  out  the  trath. 
Albeit  alonff  the  precipice's  edge. 
Let  us  speuc  plain  :  tnere  is  more  force 

in  names 
Than  most  men  dream  of ;  and  a  lie  may 

keep 
Its  throne  a  whole  sge  longer,  if  it  skulk 
Behind  the  ahield  of  some  fair-seeming 

name. 
Let  us  call  tyrants  tyrcmU,  and  main- 
tain 
That  only  freedom   comes  by  grace  of 

God, 
And  all  that  comes  not  by  his  grace  must 

fall; 
For  men  in  eaarnest  have  no  time  to  waste 
In  patching  fig-leaves  for   the   naked 

truth. 

"  I  will  have  one  more  grapple  with 
the  man 
Charles  Stuart :  whom  the  boy  o'eroame, 


A  GLANCE  BEHIND  THE  CUBTAIN. 


53 


Tbe  man  stands  not  in  awe  of.     I,  per- 
chance. 
Am  one  raised  up  by  the  Almighty  arm 
To  witness  some  great  truth  to  all  the 

world. 
Souls  destined  to  o'erleap  the  vulgar  lot, 
And  mould  the  world  unto  the  scheme 

of  God, 
Have  a  fore-consciousness  of  their  high 

doom. 
As  men  are  known  to  shiver  at  the  heart 
When  the  cold  shadow  of  some  coming 

ill 
Creeps  slowly  o*er  their  spirits  unawares. 
Hatn  Good  less  power  of  prophecy  than 

111? 
How  else  could  men  whom  God  hath 

called  to  sway 
Earth's  rudder,  and  to  steer  the  bark  of 

Truth, 
Beating  against  the  tempest  toward  her 


Jwrt, 
1  the 


Bear  all  the  mean  and  buzzing  griev- 
ances, 

The  petty  martyrdoms,  wherewith  Sin 
strives 

To  weary  out  the  tethered  hope  of  Faith? 

The  sneers,  the  unreoognizing  look  of 
friends. 

Who  worship  the  dead  corpse  of  old  king 
Custom, 

Where  it  doth  lie  in  state  within  the 
Church, 

Striving  to  cover  up  the  mighty  ocean 

With  a  man's  palm,  and  making  even 
the  truth 

Lie  for  them,  holding  up  the  glass  re- 
versed, 

To  make  the  hope  of  man  seem  farther 
off? 

My  God  I  when  I  read  o'er  the  bitter  lives 

Of  men  whose  eager  hearts  were  quite 
too  great 

To  beat  beneath  the  cramped  mode  of 
the  day, 

And  see  them  mocked  at  by  the  world 
they  love. 

Haggling  with  pr^'udice  for  penny- 
worths 

Of  that  reform  which  their  hard  toil  will 
make 

The  common  birthright  of  the  age  to 
come, — 

When  I  see  this,  spite  of  my  faith  in 
God, 

I  marvel  how  their  hearts  bear  up  so 
long; 


Nor  could  they  but  for  this  same  proph- 
ecy, 
This  inward  feeling  of  the  glorious  end. 

«Deem  me  not  fond;    but  in   my 

warmer  youth. 
Ere  my  heart's  bloom  was  soiled  and 

brushed  away, 
I  had  great  dreams  of  mighty  things  to 

come; 
Of  conquest,  whether  by  the  sword  or 

pen 
I  knew  not ;  but  some  conquest  I  would 

have, 
Or  else  swift  death :  now  wiser  grown  in 

years, 
I  find  youth's  dreams  are  but  the  flut- 

terings 
Of  those  strong  wings  whereon  the  soul 

shall  soar 
In  after  time  to  win  a  starry  throne ; 
And  so  I  cherish  them,  for  they  were  lots, 
Which  I,  a  boy,  cast  in  the  helm  of 

Fate. 
Now  will  I  draw  them,  since  a  man's 

right  hand, 
A  riffht  mind  ^ded  by  an  earnest  soul, 
With  a  true  instinct,  takes  the  golden 

prize 
From  out  a  thousaud  blanks.     What 

men  call  luck 
Is  the  prerogative  of  valiant  souls, 
The  fealty  life  pays  its  rightful  kings. 
The  helm  is  shaking  now,  and  I  will  stay 
To  pluck  my  lot  forth ;  it  were  sin  to 

flee!" 

So  they  two  turned  together;  one  to 

die, 
Fightingfor  freedom  on  the  bloody  field ; 
The  other,  far  more  happy,  to  become 
A  name  earth  wears  forever  next  her 

heart; 
One  of  the  few  that  have  a  right  to  rank 
With  the  true  Makers:  for  his  spirit 

wrought 
Order  from  Chaoe;  proved  that  right 

divine 
Dwelt  only  in  the  excellence  of  truth ; 
And  far  within  old  Darkness'  hostile 

lines 
Advanced  and  pitched  the  shining  tents 

of  Liffht 
Nor  shall  the  grateful  Muse  foiget  to 

tell. 
That  —  not  the  least  among  his  many 

claims 
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To  deathless  honor  —  he  was  Milton's 

friend, 
A  man  not  second  among  those  who 

lived 
To  show  us  that  the  poet's  lyK  demands 
An  arm  of  tougher  sinew  than  the  sword. 
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The  old  Chief,  feeling  now  wallnigh 

his  end, 
Called  his  two  eldest  children  to  his  side, 
And  gave  them, in  few  words,  his  parting 

chaige! 
*'  My  son  and  dan^ter,  me  ye  aee  no 

more; 
The  happy  honttng-gronnds  await  me, 

green 
With  change  of  spring   and  summer 

through  the  year : 
Bat,  for  remembrance,  after  I  am  gone, 
Be  kind  to  little  Sheeinah  for  mv  sake : 
Weakling  he  is  and  yonng,  and  knows 

not  yet 
To  set  the  trap,  or  draw  the  seasoned 

bow; 
Therefore  of  both  your  lores  he  hath 

more  need. 
And  he,  who  needeth  lore,  to  lore  hath 

ri«ht; 
It  is  not  like  onr  furs  and  stores  of  com. 
Whereto  we  claim  sole  title  by  our  toil. 
But  the  Great  Spirit  plants  it  in  our 

hearts. 
And  waters  it,  and  gives  it  sun,  to  be 
The  common  stock  and  heritage  of  all : 
Therefore  be  kind   to  Sheemah,   that 

yooTselves 
May  not  be  left  deserted  in  your  need." 

Alone,  beside  a  lake,  their  wigwam 

stood, 
Far  from  the  other  dwellings  of  their 

tribe; 
And,  after  mny  moons,  the  loneliness 
Wearied  the  elder  brother,  and  he  said, 
"  Why  should  I  dwell  here  far  from  men, 

shut  out 
From  the  free,  natural  joys  that  fit  my 

age? 

•  For  the  leading  incidents  In  this  tale  I 
am  indebted  to  the  very  valuable  "  Algic 
Researches  "of  Henry  R  Schoolcraft,  Esq. 


Lo,  I  am  tall  and  strong,  well  skilled  to 

hunt, 
Patient  of  toil  and  hunger,  and  not  yet 
Have  seen  the  danger  which  1  dared  not 

look 
Fdll  in  the  face ;  what  hinders  me  to  be 
A  mighty  Brave  and  Chief  among  my 

kin?" 
So,  taking  up  his  arrows  and  his  bow. 
As  if  to  hunt,  he  journeyed  swiftly  on. 
Until  he  gained  the  wigwams  of  lids 

tribe, 
Where,  choosing  out  a  bride,  he  soon 

fOTgOt, 

In  all  the  fret  and  bustle  of  new  life. 
The  little  Sheemah   and   his   father's 
eharge. 

Now  when  the  sister  found  her  brother 

gone. 
And  that,  for  many  days,  he  came  not 

back, 
She  wept  for  Sheemah  more  than  for 

herself; 
For  LoYo  bides  longest  in  a  woman's 

heart. 
And  flutters  many  times  before  he  flies^ 
And  then  doth  perch  so  nearly,  that  a 

word 
May  lure  him  back  to  his  aeenstomed 

nest; 
And  Duty  lingers  even  when  Lore  is 

cone, 
Oft  looking  out  in  hope  of  his  return ; 
And,  after  Duty  hath  been  driven  forth. 
Then  Selfishness  creeps  in  the  last  of  all. 
Wanning  her  lean  hands  at  the  lonely 

hearth. 
And  crouching  o'er  the  embers,  to  shut 

out 
Whatever  paltry  warmth  and  light  are 

left. 
With  avaricious  greed,  from  all  beside. 
So,  for  long  months,  the  sister  hunted 

wide. 
And  cared  for  little  Sheemah  tenderly ; 
But,  daily  more  and  more,  the  loneliness 
Grew  wearisome,  and    to   herself  she 

sighed, 
"Am  I  not  fair?  at  least  the  glassy  pool. 
That  hath  no  cause  to  flatter,  tells  me  so ; 
But,  O,  how  flat  and  meaningless  the  tde, 
Unless  it  tremble  on  a  lovers  tongue ! 
Beauty  hath  no  true  glass,  except  it  be 
In  the  sweet  privacy  of  loving  eyes." 
Thus  deemed  she  idly,  and  foi^t  the 

lore 
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Whlcli  flhe  had  lamied  of  nature  and  the 
wooda. 

TUl,  by  degrees,  the  wolf  and  he  grew 
friends. 

That  beauty's  chief  rewnrd  U  to  tfcaelf, 
;               And  thnt  I-.OTG'i  njirror  holds  uo  image 

And  shared    together    all    the    wiuUr 

through. 

lODg 

SaTC  of  the  inward  fairues*,  blurtGJ  and 

Late  in  the  Spring,  when  all  the  ice 

3o:it 

w^as  gone, 

Ifnleas  kept  clear  and  white  by  Duty's 

Ths  elder  brother,  fishing  m  the  lake. 

care- 

Upon  whose  edge  his  father's  wigwam 

So  she  went  forth  anil  sought  the  haunts 

stood, 

1                  of  men. 

Heard  a  low  moaning  noise  upon  the 

^       And,  being  w^ded,  in  her  household 

shore : 

1                   calces. 

Half  like  a  child  it  seemed,  hslf  like  a 

Soon,  like  the  elder  brother,  quite  forgot 

wolf. 

The  little  Shacniah  and    her    father's 

And  straightway  there  was  something  in 

charge. 

his  heart 
That  said,  "  It  is  thy  biother  Sheemah*s 

But  Sheemah,  left  aloae  within  the 

voice." 

1                              lodge, 

So,  padillifig  swiftly  to  the  bank,  he  saw, 
Within  a  little  thicket  close  at  hand, 

Waited  and   waited^   with  a  ishiijikitig 

heart, 

,  A  child  that  seemed  fast  changing  to  a 

Thiukingtjach  rustle  wa^  his  si-ster's  3tep» 

wolf. 

Till  hope  grew  losa  and  leas,  and  then 

From   the  uet?k   downwani,  gray  with 

went  out, 

shaggy  hair, 

'                  And  every  sound  was  chajiged  from  hope 

That  still  crept  on  and  upward  as  he 

to  feof. 

looked. 

1                  Few  sounds  there  were  :— the  dropping 

The  fact'  was  turned  away,  but  well  he 

i        1                    of  a  nut. 

knew 

The  sonirrers  chirrup,   nnd   the  Jay's 
harah  scream, 

That  it  was  Sheemah's,  even  his  broth- 

er's face* 

Autumn's  sad  remnants  of  blithe  Sum- 

Then with  his  trembling  hands  he  hid 

mer's  cheer. 

liis  eyes. 

1                 Heard  at  long  intervals,  seemed  but  to 

And  bowed^lds  he&d,  SO  that  he  might 

make 

not  see 

The  dreadful  void  of  silence  sileuter. 

The  first  look  of  Ids  brothar'a  eyes,  and 

Soon  what  small  store  his  sister  left  was 

cried, 

1 

gone, 

"  0  Sheemah  I    0  my  brother^  speak  to 

And,  through  the  Autumn,  lie  made  shift 

lue  I 

to  live 

0o«t  thou  not  know  me,  that  I  am  thy 

i 

On  roots  and  berries^  gathfiwd  in  much 

brother? 

fear 

Come  to  me,  little  Sheeniah,  thon  shalt 

or  wolves,  whww  ghastly  howl  he  heard  i            dwell 

ofttinies. 

With  me  henceforth,  and  know  no  eare 

HolloTT  and  hungry,  at  the  dead  r>f  night. 

or  want!" 

But  Winter  caow  at  last,  and,  when  the 

Sheemah  woa  silent  for  a  apace,  as  if 

fino^v, 

'T  were  hard  to  summon  up  a  human 

Thick -heaped  for  gleaming  leagues  o'er 
hill  and  plsin, 

voice. 

And,  when  he  apake,  the  voioe  was  as 

1          Sp«a<l  it»  unbTXjken  silence  over  all. 

Made  bold  by  huDgcr,  he  was  fain  to  glean 

a  wolfa : 

"  I  know  thee  not,  nor  art  thou  what 

(More  sick  at  heart  than  Ruth,  and  all 

thon  say'st  \ 

alone) 

I  have   none  other  brethren  than  the 

After  the  harvest  of  the  merciless  wolf, 

wolves, 

Grim  Botiz,  who,  sharp- ribbed  and  gaunt. 

And,  till  thy  heart  be  ohaaged  from 

yet  feared 

what  it  is. 

A  thing  more  wild  and  starring  than 

Thon  art  not  worthy  to  be  called  their 

' 

1                       himself;                                                          kin," 
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The&  groan^il  the  other,  with  a  choking 

tongue, 
"  AI&8 !  my  hemt  is  chftDg^l  Hglit  bit* 

tnrly ; 
'T  is  shruok   ftnd   jiAP^^hisd  within   me 

tireji  now ! " 
And^  looking  upward  feoLr fully,  ht*  saw 
Only  a  wolf  that  shrank  away  and  ran, 
Ugly  aud   fierce,   to    hidu    among  the 

woods. 


STANZAS  OK  FREEDOM. 

Mjex  }  wb<jaB  boit&t  it  h  tliat  ye 
Come  of  fathL*ra  brav^e  fltid  fret-, 
If  there  brtfttUe  otj  eartb  a  slave, 
Are  ye  tnrly  true  flud  brave! 
If  ye  do  not  feel  the  chatn^ 
When  it  works  &  brother'a  fiain, 
Atie  ye  not  base  alavea  indeed, 
Siavea  unworthy  to  he  fre«d  I 

Women  1  who  ahall  one  day  b^ar 
Sons  to  breathe  New  En|*bind  atr. 
If  yt!  btar,  without  a  blusJi, 
Deeds  to  make  the  rouw'd  blood  rush 
Like  red  lava  through  your  veina. 
For  your  aisten  now  in  chitin9)  — 
Answer  !  are  ye  fit  to  be 
^[others  of  the  hr&ve  and  free  T 

Ib  tnie  Freedom  but  to  break 
Fett4*r^  for  our  own  dvat  sake. 
And,  with  leathern  heartii,  fotget 
That  we  owe  mankind  a  debt  I 
No !  true  freedom  is  to  share 
All  the  chains  our  broth  era  wear, 
And,  with  hejirt  and  hand,  to  be 
Earnest  to  make  others  free  ! 

They  are  alavea  who  fear  to  speak 
For  the  fallen  and  the  weak  ; 
They  are  slaves  who  will  not  choose 
Hatred,  seoffing,  and  abuse, 
Rather  than  in  silence  shrink 
From  tlie  truth  thr^  neiHls  must  think  ; 
They  are  slaves  who  dare  not  be 
In  the  right  with  two  or  three. 


COLUHBUB. 

The  cordage  creaks  and  rattlea  in  the 

wind. 
With  whims  of  sadden  hush ;  the  reel* 

ing  sea 


f  Now  thumps  hTce  solid  rock  beneath  ths 

stern, 
^ow  leaps  with   clumsy  wrath,   strikes 

short,  and,  falling 
Crumbled  to  whispery  foAm,  sUpa  rus- 
tling down 
The  broad  hacks  of  the  wave^,  which 

jostle  and  crowd 
To  QiQg  themselves  upon  that  mdcnown 

shore, 
Their  used  foniilLar  since  the  dawn  of 

time, 
Whither  this  foredoomed  life  is  guided 

on 
To  sway  on  triumph*s  hushed,  aspiring 

|mise 
One  glittering  moment,  then   to  break 

fuimied. 

How  lonely  is  the  sea's  perpetual  swin^, 
The  melancholy  wash  of  endless  waves. 
The  sigh  of  some  grim  monster  mide- 

scried. 
Fear*  pain  ted  on  the  canras  of  the  dark. 
Shifting  on  his  unea;Hy  pillow  of  brine  * 
Yet  night  bridgs  more  companions  than 

the  day 
To  this  drear  waste  ;  new  constellations 

bum, 
And  fairer  atara,  with  whose  calm  height 

my  soul 
Finds  nearer  sympathy  than  with  my 

herd 
Of  earthen  sods,  whcae  vision'i  scanty 

ring 
Makes  me  its  prisoner  to  be-at  m^  wings 
Againijt  the  cold  hois  of  their  unbe- 
lief, 
Knowing  in  vain  my  own  ired  hesvesi 

beyond. 
0  God !   this   world,  so   crammed  nith 

eager  life. 
That  comes  and  goes  and  Wanders  back 

to  siknce 
Like  the   idle  wind,  which  yet  man's 

shaping  minii 
Can  make  bis  drudge  tn  awell  the  long- 
ing saiU 
or   highest    endeavor,  —  this  mad,  un- 

thrift  world, 
Which,  every  hour,  throws  life  enough 

away 
To  make  her  deserts  kind  and  hoapita- 

hie, 
I^eta  her^prreat  destinies  be  waved  aside 
By  smooth,   lip- reverent,    formal  infi, 

del% 
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Who  weigh  the  God  they  not  beliere 

with  gold, 
And  find  no  spot  in  Judas,  save  that  he. 
Driving  a  duller  baigain  than  he  ought, 
Saddled  his  guild  with  too  cheap  prece- 
dent. 
0  Faith !  if  thou  art  strong,  thine  oppo- 
site 
Ts  mighty  also,  and  the  dull  fool's  sneer 
Hath  ofttimes  shot  chill  palsy  through 

the  arm 
Just  lifted  to  achieve  its  crowning  deed, 
And  made  the  firm-based  heart,   that 

would  have  quailed 
The  rack  or  fagot,  shudder  like  a  leaf 
Wrinkled  with  frost,  and  loose  upon  its 

stem. 
The  wicked  and  the  weak,  by  some  dark 

law. 
Have  a  strange  power  to  shut  and  rivet 

down 
Their  own  horizon  round  us,  to  unwing 
Our  heaven-aspiring  visions,  and  to  blur 
With  surly  clouds  the  Future's  gleam- 
ing peaks. 
Far  seen  across  the  brine  of  thankless 

years. 
If  the  chosen  soul  could  never  be  alone 
In  deep  mid-silence,  open-doored  to  God, 
No  greatness  ever  had  been  dreamed  or 

done; 
Among  didl   hearts    a  prophet  never 

grow; 
The  nurse  of  full-grown  souls  is  soli- 
tude. 

The  old  world  is  effete ;  there  man  with 

man 
Jostles,  and,  in  the  brawl  for  means  to 

live, 
Life  is  trod  aiiderfoot» — Life,  the  one 

block 
Of  marble  that 's  vouchsafed  wherefrom 

to  carve 
Our  great  thoughts,  white  and  godlike, 

to  shine  down 
The  future,  Life,  the  irredeemable  block, 
Which   one   o'er-hasty  chisel-dint   oft 


Scanting  our  room  to  cut  the  features 

out 
Of  our  full  hope,  so  forcing  us  to  crown 
With  a  mean  oead  the  perfect  limbs,  or 

leave 
The  god's  face  glowing  o'er  a  satyr's 

trunk, 
FailuTe's  brief  epitaph. 


Yes,  Europe's  world 
Reels  on  to  judgment;  there  the  com- 
mon need,    . 
Losing  God's  sacred  use,  to  be  a  bond 
'Twixt  Me   and    Thee,   sets   each  one 

O'er  his  own  selfish  hoard  at  bay ;  no 

state. 
Knit  strongly  with  eternal  fibres  up 
Of  all  men  s  separate  and  united  Weals, 
Self -poised  and  sole  as  stars,  yet  one  as' 

light. 
Holds  up  a  shape  of  large  Humanity 
To  which  by    natural   instinct   every 


Pays  loyalty  exulting,  by  which  all 
Mould  their  own  hves,  and  feel  their 

pulses  filled 
With  the  red,  fiery  blood  of  the  general 

life. 
Making  them  mighty  in  peace,  as  now 

in  war  . 
They  are,  even  in  the  flush  of  victory, 

weak. 
Conquering  that  manhood  which  should 

them  subdue. 
And  what  gift  bring  I  to  this  untried 

world  ? 
Shall  the  same  tragedy  be  played  anew. 
And  the  same  lurid  curtain  drop  at 

last 
On  pne  dread  desolation,  one  fierce  crash 
Of  that  recoil  which  on  its  makers  God 
Lets  Ignorance  and  Sin   and  Hunger 

make. 
Early  or  kte?    Or  shall  that  common- 
wealth 
Whose  potent  unity  and  concentric  force 
Can  draw  these   spattered  joints  and 

parts  of  men 
Into  a  whole  ideal  man  once  more. 
Which  sucks  not  from  its  limbs  the  life 

away. 
But  sends   it     flood-tide   and   creates 

itself 
Over  again  in  every  citizen, 
Be  there  built  up  1   For  me,  I  have  no 

choice ; 
I  might  turn  back  to  other  destinies. 
For  one  sincere  key  opes  all  Fortune's 

doors; 
But  whoso  answers  not  God's  earliest 

caU 
Forfeits  or  dulls  that  Ikenlty  supreme 
Of  l^ng  open  to  his  ^nius 
Which  makes  the  wise  heart  certain  of 

its  ends. 
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Here  «m  I ;  for  what  end  God  knows, 

not  I; 
Westward  still  points    the   inexorable 

sool: 
Here  am  I,  with  no  &isnd  but  the  sad 

sea. 
The  beating  heart  of  this  great  enter- 
prise. 
Which,   without  me^  would  stiffen  in 

•swift  death; 
This  have  I  mused  on,  since  mine  eye 

could  tirst 
Among  the  stars  distinguish  and  with 

joy 
Kest  on  that  God-fed  Pharos  of   the 

north. 
On  some  blue   promontory  of  heaven 

lighted 
That  juts  far  out  into  the  upper  sea ; 
To  tms  one  hope  my  heart  hath  dung  for 

years, 
As  would  a  foundling  to  the  talisman 
Hung  round  his  neck  by  hands  he  knew 

not  whose ; 
A  poor,  vile  thing  and  dross  to  all  beside, 
Yet  he  therein  can  feel  a  virtue  left 
By  the  sad  pressure  of  a  mother's  hand. 
And  unto  hun  it  still  is  tremulous 
With  palpitating  haste  and  wet  with 

tears, 
The  key  to  him  of  hope  and  humanness, 
The  coarse  shell  of  hfe'8  pearl.  Expect- 

apcy. 
This  hope  natl^  been  to  me  for  love  and 

lame. 
Hath  made  me  wholly  lonely  on  the 

earth. 
Building  me  up  as  in  a  thick-ribbed 

tower, 
Wherewith  enwalled  my  watching  spirit 

burned, 
Conquering  its  little  island  from  the 

Dark, 
Sole  as  a  scholar^s  lamp,  and  heard  men's 

steps, 
In  the  far  hurrv  of  the  outward  world. 
Pass  dimly  forth  and  back,  sounds  heard 

in  dream. 
As  Ganymede  by  the  eagls  vm  snatched 

up 
From  the  gross  sod  to  be  Jove's   cup- 
bearer, 
80  was  I  lifted  by  my  ffreat  design : 
And  who  hath  trod  Olympnii,  from  his 

eye 
Fades  not  that  broader  outlook  of  the 

gods; 


His  life's  low  vslleys  eveibrow  earth's 

clouds. 
And  that  Olympian  spectre  of  the  past 
Looms  towering  up  in  sovereign  memory. 
Beckoning  hin  soiu  from  meaner  heights 

of  doom. 
Had  but  the  shadow  of  the  Thunderer's 

bird. 
Flashing  aUiwart  m^  spirit,  made  of  me 
A  twift-oetraying  vision's  Ganymede, 
Yet  to  have  sreatly  dreamed  precludes 

low  ends; 
Great  days  have«ver  such  a  moniing-red. 
On  such  a  base  great  futures  are  built  up, 
And  aspiratioii,  though  not  put  in  act. 
Comes  oack  to  ask  its  plighted  troth 

again. 
Still  watehes  round  its  grave  the  unlaid 

ghost 
Of  a  dead  virtus,  and  SAkes  other  hopes, 
Save  that  implacable  one,  seem  thin  and 

bleak 
As  shadows  of  bars  trees  upon  the  snow. 
Bound  freezing  there  by  the  unpitying 


While  other  youths  perplexed  their  man- 
dolins. 
Praying  that  Thetis  would  her  fingers 

twine 
In  the  loose  glories  of  her  lover's  hair. 
And  wile  an(2|ier  kiss  to  keep  back  day, 
I,  stretched  beneath  the  many-oenturied 

shade 
Of  some  writhed  oak,  the  wood's  Lao- 
coon, 
IMd  of  my  hone  a  dryad  mistress  make. 
Whom  I  would  woo  to  meet  me  privily, 
Or  underneath  the  stars,  or  when  the 

moon 
Flecked  all  the  forest  floor  with  scattered 
pearls. 

0  days  whose  memory  tames  to  fawning 

down 
The  surly  fell  of  Ocean's  bristled  neck  ! 

1  kBow  not  when  tUs  hope  enthralled 

me  first. 
But  from  my  boyhood  up  I  loved  to  hear 
The  tall  pine-forests  of  toe  Apennine 
Murmur  their  hoary  legends  of  the  sea. 
Which  hearing,  I  in  vision  dear  beheld 
The  sudden  £ik  of  tropic  night  shut 

down 
O'er  the  huge  whi^wr  of  great  watery 

wastes, 
The  while  a  pair  of  hsMms  trailingly 
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Flapped  inland,  where  some  league-wide 

river  hurled 
The  yellow  eiwil  of  unconjectured  realms 
Far  through  a  gulfs  green  silence,  never 

scarred 
By  any  but  the  North-wind's  hunying 

keels. 
And  not  the  pines  alone ;  all  si|^ts  and 

sounds 
To  my  world-seeking  heart  paid  fealty. 
And  catered  for  it  as  the  Cretan  bees 
Brought  honey  to  the  bab7  Jupiter, 
Who  m  his  soft  hand  crnshed  a  violet, 
Godlike  foremusing  the  rough  thunder's 

Then  did  i  entertain  the  poet* s  song, 
My  great  Idea's  guest,  and,  passing  o'er 
That  iron  bridge  the  Tuscan  built  to  hell, 
I  heaid  Ulysses  tell  of  mountain-chains 
Whose  adamantine  links,  his  manacles. 
The  western  main  shook  growling,  snd 

still  gnawed. 
I  brooded  on  the  wise  Athenian's  tale 
Of  happy  Atlantis,  and  heard  iydme*s 

Crunch  the  gray  pebbles  of  the  Vinland 

shore: 
I  listened,  mntUng;,  to  the  prophecy 
Of  Nero's  tutor-victim ;  lo.  the  birds 
Sing  darkUng,  conscious  of  the  climbing 

dawn. 
And  I  believed  the  poets ;  it  is  they 
Who  utter  wiadom  from  the  central  deep. 
And,  listening  to  the  inner  flow  of  tiiinga, 
Speak  to  the  age  out  of  eternity. 

Ah  me !  old  hermits  sought  for  soKtnde 
In  caves  and  desert  places  of  the  earth, 
Where  their  own  heart-beat  was  the  only 

stir 
Of  living  thing  that  comforted  the  year ; 
But  the  bald  pillar-top  of  Simeon, 
lu  midnight's  blankest  waste,  were  pop- 
ulous. 
Matched  with  the  isolation  drear  and 

deep 
Of  him  who  pines  among  the  swarm  of 

men. 
At  once  a  new  thoaght's  king  and  pris- 
oner. 
Feeling  the  truer  life  within  his  life. 
The  fountain  of  his  spirit's  prophecy. 
Sinking  away  and  wasting,  arop  by  drop. 
In  the  ungrateful  sands  of  sceptic  ears. 
He  in  the  palace-aisles  of  untrod  woods 
Doth  walk  a  king;  for  him  the  pent-up 

cell 
Widens  beyond  the  circles  of  the  stars, 


And  all  the  sceptred  spirits  of  the  past 
Come  thronging  in  to  greet  him  as  their 

peer; 
But  in   the  market-place's  glare  and 

throng 
He  sits  apart,  an  exile,  and  his  brow 
Aches  with  the  mocking  memory  of  its 

crown. 
Tet  to  the  spirit  select  there  is  no  choice ; 
He  cannot  say.  This  will  I  do,  or  that. 
For  the  cheap  means  putting  Heaven's 

ends  in  pawn. 
And  bartering  Lis  bleak  rockj^  the  free- 
hold stem 
Of  destiny's  first-bom,  for  smoother  fields 
That  yield  no  crop  of  self-denying  will ; 
A  hand  is  stretched  to  him  from  out  the 

darky 
Which  grasping  without  question,  he  is 

led 
Where  there  is  work  that  he  must  do  for 

God. 
The  trial  still  is  the  strength's  comple- 
ment. 
And  the  uncertain,  dizsy  path  that  scales 
The  sheer  heiffhts  of  supremest  purposes 
Is  steeper  to  the  angel  than  the  child. 
Ohaaoes  have  laws  as  fixed  as  planets 

halve, 
And  disappointment's  dry  and   bitter 

root, 
Envy's  harsh  berries,  and  the  choking 

pool 
Of   the  world's   scom,    are  the  right 

mother-milk 
To  the  tough  hearts  that  pioneer  their 

kin£ 
And  break  a  pathway  to  those  unknown 

realms 
That  in  the  earth's  broad  shadow  Ua 

enthralled ; 
Enduranoe  is  the  orowaing  ^oalitir, 
And  patience  all  the  psssion  of  great 

hearts; 
These  are  their  stay,  and  when  the  leaden 

world 
Sets  its  hard  fue  against  their  fateful 

thought. 
And  brate  strength,  like  the  Gaulish 

oonaoemr, 
Clangs  his  huge  glaive  down  in  the  other 


The  inspired  sool  b«t  flings  his  patience 
in, 

And  slowly  that  outweighs  the  ponderous 
Jjlobe,— 

One  faith  against  a  whde  earth'a  un- 
belief. 
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One  soul  against  the  fleith  of  all  man- 
kind. 
Thns  erer  aeems  it  when  my  aoul  can  hear 
The  voice  that  cits  not ;  then  my  tri- 
umph gleams,    . 
0*er  the  blank  ocean  beckoning,  and  all 

night 
My  heart  flies  on  before  me  as  I  sail ; 
Far  on  I  see  my  lifelong  enterprise, 
That    rose  like  Ganges  mid  tne  freezing 

snows 
Of  a  world's  solitude,  sweep  broadening 

down, 
And,  gathering   to  itself   a   thousand 

streams, 
Orow  sacred  ere  it  mingle  with  the  sea ; 
I  see  the  ungated  wall  of  chaos  old, 
With  blocks  Cyclopean  hewn  of  solid 

night. 
Fade  like  a  wreath  of  unretuming  mist 
Before  the  irreversible  feet  of  light ;  — 
And  lo,  with  what  clear  omen  in  the  east 
On  day^s  gray  threshold  standB  the  eager 

dawn, 
Like  young  Leander  rosy  from  the  sea 
Glowmg  at  Hero's  lattice ! 

One  day  more 
These  muttering  shoalbraina  leave  the 

hdm  tome: 
God,  let  me  not  in  their  dull  ooze  be 

stranded; 
Let  not  this  one  frail  bark,  to  hollow 

which 
I  have  dug  out  the  pith  and  sinewy  heart 
Of  my  aspiring  life's  fair  trunk,  be  so 
Cast  up  to  warp  and  blacken  in  the  sun. 
Just  as  the  opposing  wind  'gins  whistle 

off 
His  cheek -swollen  pack,  and  from  the 

leaniuff  mast 
Fortune's  full  sail  stndns  forward ! 

One  poor  day  t — 
Bemember  whose  and  not  how  short  it 

is! 
It  is  God's  day,  it  is  Colombos's. 
A  lavish  day!    One  day,  with  life  and 

hearti 
Is  more  than  time  enough  to  find  a  world. 

AK  INCIDSNT  OF  THE  flEE  AT 


Thb  tower  of  old  Saint  Nicholas  soared 

upward  to  the  skies, 
like  some  huoe  piece  of  Nature's  makop 

the  growtn  of  centuries ; 


You  ooold  not  deem  its  crowding  spiies 

a  work  of  human  art, 
They  seemed  to  struggle  lightward  from 

a  sturdy  living  heart. 

Not  Nature's  self  more  freely  speaks  in 

crystal  or  in  oak, 
Than,  through  the  nions  builder's  hand, 

in  that  gray  pile  she  spoke ; 
And  as  from  acorn  springs  the  oak,  so, 

freely  and  alone. 
Sprang  from  his  heart  this  hymn  to  God, 

sung  in  obedient  stone. 

It  seemed  a  wondrous  freak  of  chance,  so 

|>eifect,  yet  so  rough, 
A  whim  of  Nature  crystallized  slowly  in 

granite  tough ; 
The  thick  spires  yearned  towards  the  sky 

in  quaint  harmonious  lines, 
And  in  broad  sunlu^ht  basked  and  slept, 

like  a  grove  of  blasted  pines. 

Never  did  rock  or  stream  or  tree  lay  claim 

with  better  right 
To  all  the  adorning  sympathies  of  shadow 

and  of  light ; 
And,  in  that  forest  petrified*  as  forester 

there  dwells 
Stout  Hennaa,  the  old  safristan,  sole 

lord  of  aU  its  beUs. 

Soige  leaping  after  surge,  the  fire  roared 

onward  rod  as  blood. 
Till  half  of  Hamburg  lay  engulfed  be- 

neath  the  eddving  flood  ; 
For  miles  away  the  fiery  spray  poured 

down  its  deadly  rain, 
And  baok  and  forth  the  billows  sucked, 

and  paused,  and  burst  again. 

From  square  to  square  with  tiger  leaps 

panted  the  lustful  fire. 
The  air  to  leeward  shuddered  with  the 

gasps  of  its  desire; 
And  church  and  palace,  which  even  now 

stood  whelmed  but  to  the  knee. 
Lift  their  black  roofs  like  breakers  lone 

amid  the  whirling  sea. 

Up  in  his  tower  old  Herman  sat  and 

watched  with  quiet  look ; 
His  soul  had  trustea  God  too  long  to  be 

at  last  forsook ; 
He  could  not  fear,  for  surely  God  apath- 

wav  would  unfold 
Througn  this  red  sea  for  faithful  hearts, 

as  once  he  did  of  old. 
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But  flcarcely  can  he  cross  himstjlf,  or  on 

his  good  saint  c&W, 
Before  the  sacrilei^ioua  flood  Overleaped 

the  churchyard  wall ; 
And,  ore  a  pfitrr  half  was  said,  mid  smoke 

and  cnuikliiig  glan^ 
Hlq   island   tow^r  st^arce  juta  ita  head 

above  the  wid*^  *ksptiir. 

rpoo  the  peril's  despomte  p^ak  Ma  heart 
stood  np  sublime  ; 

Hia  firet  thought  was  for  God  aboTe,  bis 
next  was  for  hii  chime  ; 

"  Sing  now  and  make  your  voices  heard 
in  hymns  of  praise,"  cried  he, 

*'  Ai  did  the  Israelites  of  old,  safe  walk- 
ing through  the  sea  ! 

"Through  this  red  sea  our  God  hath 

made  the  imthway  safe  to  shore  ; 
Our  promiAed  land  standi  full  in  iigkt  ] 

Bbout  now  at  ne'er  before  ! " 
And  a*  the  tflwer  came  umabing  down, 

the  bella,  in  clear  accord, 
Pealed   forth    the    grand    old    German 

hymn,  —  '  *  All  good  aouls,  pmise 

the  Lord  r^ 

THB  SOWER, 

I  SAW  a  Sower  walking  alovf 
Across  the  earth,  from  east  to  west ; 
His  hair  was  whit«  aa  mountain  snow, 
His  head  drooped  forward  on  hm  breast. 

With  ahriveUed  hands  he  flung  hia  seed, 
Nor  ever  turtiod  to  lijok  Ixhind  ; 
Of  sight  or  sound  he  took  no  heed  ; 
It  seemed  he  was  both  deaf  oud  blind. 

Hi*  dim  face  showed  no  soul  beneath. 
Yet  in  my  btart  1  Telt  a  stir. 
As  if  1  looked  upon  the  theath 
That  once  had  held  Excalibur, 

I  heard,  as  still  the  seed  he  cast, 
How,  crooning  to  himself,  he  aung» 
**  I  sow  again  the  holy  Paat^ 
The  happy  days  wheii  1  was  young* 

"  TheD  all  was  wheat  without  a  tare, 
Then  all  was  riphteoua,  fair,  and  true  ^ 
And  1  am  be  wliof^  thoughtful  care 
Sliall  plant  the  Old  World  in  the  New, 

"The  fttiitful  germs  1  scatter  free, 
With  busy  hand,  while  all  men  sleep  j 


1  q  Europe  now,  from  sea  to  Sim, 
The  naboDs  hlea«  me  as  they  remp/* 

Then  1  looked  back  along  his  path, 
And  heard  tha  cUi^h  of  steel  on  stec!. 
Where  man  faced  nmn,  in  de»d!j  wrath, 
Whila  clanged  the  tocsin's  hurrying  ^ieal< 

The  sky  with  burning  townS  flared  red, 
Nearer  the  noise  of  fijjhting  rolled. 
And  brothers'  blood,  by  brothers  shed. 
Crept  curdling  over  pavtmenta  cold. 

Then  marked  I  how  eaeh  prni  of  truth 
Which  through  the  dotard  s  hngers  mn 
Was  mated  with  a  diagon's  tooth 
Whence  there  sprang  np  an  antked  man* 

r  fihontA-d,  but  he  could  not  hi^ar  ; 
Alade  signs,  but  th*'se  he  could  not  «e  ; 
And  atiU,  mthout  a  doubt  or  fear. 
Broadcast  he  seattertd  anarchy. 

Long  to  my  straining  ears  the  blast 
Brought    faintly    bftck    the    worda    h* 

sung: 
*  *  1  sow  again  the  holy  Past, 
The  happy  daya  when  I  was  young. " 


HUHOER  Aim  CX)LD. 

StRT;KR3  two,  all  praise  to  you, 
With  your  faces  pinched  and  blue  ; 
To  the  poor  man  you  've  been  true 

From  of  old  : 
You  can  speak  the  kcvneat  word. 
You  ares  sure  of  beiug  hoard. 
From  the  point  you  "re  never  stirred. 

Hunger  and  Cold  I 

Let  sleek  stat^^tnen  temporize  ; 
Palsied  arv  thtir  ahifts  and  lies 
When  theyjneet  your  bloodshot  eyea, 

Grim  and  hold  ; 
Policy  you  set  at  naughty 
In  their  traps  you  '11  not  he  caught, 
You  *re  too  honest  to  he  bought. 

Hunger  and  Cold  I 

Bolt  and  bar  the  palace  door  ; 
While  the  mass  of  men  are  poor. 
Naked  truth  grows  more  and  more 

Uncontrolled  ; 
You  had  never  ytt,  I  gness. 
Any  praise  for  bash  fulness. 
You  can  visit  sans  court^dreaa. 

Hunger  and  Cold  1 


62 


MIBCELLANEOUB  POEMS. 


WhUe  Hie  mvudc  fell  and  rtiM, 
And  tht?  dance  re«W  ta  Ita  clo^e^ 
Whore  lnjr  rouad  of  costly  woi.^ 

Fiuhbii  litrolLed, 
I  beheld  witli  bhuddt^ring  fear 
Wolvea'  eyes  thtxfUgh  tbe  windowa  peer  ; 
Little  dream  they  jqu  are  titiir, 

Hunger  and  Cold  ! 

When  the  toikr'a  heart  yoQ  olatch, 
Coiifici«Dce  w  not  Yfl.lu«d  luudh^ 
He  recks  not  &  bloody  stnutch 

On  his  gold : 
Ererything  to  yon  (Infers, 
y<m  are  potent  Te^tsonera, 
At  yonr  whi^ptr  Treason  8tir»> 

Hunger  and  Cold  I 

Bude  conuiari^ona  yon  draw, 
Words  refuse  to  sate  your  njaw. 
Your  gauut  limljs  the  cobweb  Inw 

Canoot  hold  : 
You  're  not  clogged  with  foolish  pride, 
But  c&ti  aeize  a  right  deaicd  : 
Somehow  Goil  is  on  your  side. 

Hunger  and  Cold  t 

You  respect  no  hoary  wrong 
More  for  having  iKunijihed  long  ; 
Ita  past  victims,  batfgurd  throng* 

From  the  luoulcT 
YotJ  uqbury  :  awords  and  speftm 
Weaker  are  tha^  iJOor  men  "a  tearsj 
Weaker  than  your  silent  yeara^ 

Hunger  and  Cold  t 

Let  them  mintd  both  hall  and  bower; 
Through  the  window  yon  will  glower* 
patient  till  vonr  reckoning  hour 

Shall  be  tolled  ; 
Cheektt  are  jm.U,  hot  hands  are  red, 
Guiltless  blfjod  Timy  chance  ho  shed. 
But  ye  mmt  nn*i  will  be  fed, 

Hunger  and  Cold! 

God  haa  plans  man  must  not  spoilt 
Some  wei-e  made  to  stance  and  toil, 
Some  to  share  the  wine  and  oil. 

We  are  told: 
DeviFa  theones  are  th€ae, 
Stifiing  lio{ie  and  \f>ve  and  peaoe* 
Pnuiied  your  hideous  lusts  to  please, 

Hunger  and  Cold  ! 

Scatter  aihes  on  thy  head, 
Tears  of  burning  sorrow  shed| 


Earth !  and  be  by  Pity  led 

To  Love's  fold ; 
Ere  they  block  the  very  door 
With  Imn  cor|Jses  of  the  poor, 
And  will  huiih  for  naught  but  gore^ 

Huiiger  and  Cold  I 
1S44 


TEX  LAKBLDED. 

What  boot  your  houses  and  your  lands? 

In  apit*  of  close-drawn  deed  and  fence. 
Like  water,  'tvnxt  your  cheattni  handa, 
They  rfi^J  into  the  graveyard's  wrnds, 

Ajid  mock  your  owuendiip's  pretenoe. 

How  shall  you  sjicak  to  urge  your  right. 
Choked  with  that  soil  fir  which  you 
last  ? 
The  bit  of  clay,  for  whose  delight 
You  grasp,  is  mortgaft'd,  too  ;  Death 
might 
Forecloae  this  very  day  in  dust 

Fcnoe  as  yon  pleaae,   this  plain   poor 
man. 

Whose  otjly  fields  are  in  bis  wit, 
Who  Bliapt-ii  the  world,  oa  l«st  he  can. 
Accord  jiig  to  Cod'ij  liighcr  j^dun, 

Owns  you,  and  fences  oa  la  fiti 

Though  youn  the  tenta^   bia  incotnee 

wax 

By  Bight  cif  eminent  domain ; 
From  factory  tall  to  wootlnmn's  axe. 
All  things  on  earth  must  pay  their  tax, 

To  feed  his  hungry  heart  and  brain. 

He  takes  you  from  your  eaay-chair, 
And  what  be  plans  that  yon  tnitst 
do; 
You  sleep  in  down,  eat  dainty  fare^  — 
He  monnta  his  cmay  garret-stair 
And  starves,  the  laiidlord  over  you. 

Feeding  thedcwis  your  idlewje  drains, 

You  make  more  green  aii  fwt  of  soil ; 
Hia  fmitfid  word,  lik«  suns  and  mins, 
Partakes  tlie  aeaaons'  bounteous  ^ins, 
And  toita  to  lighten  human  toil. 

Your  lands^  with  force  or  onnning  got. 
Shrink  to  the  measure  of  the  grave  J 
But  Death  himself  abridges  not 
The  tenures  of  almighty  thought. 
The  titl(^  of  the  wise  and  bmve. 
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Far  n^  on  Katahdiii  tliou  towerest, 
Parple-blue   with    the   distnnce   and 
vaat ; 
Like   i%  ctoud  o'er  the  lowl&nda  tboa 
lowerest, 
That  hoLgs  poised  on  a  Itill  m  the 
blnst, 
To  it8  fall  leanitig  awfnl. 

hi  tho  Htomi,  like  a  prophet  o'ermed- 
dened. 
Thou  bing&b-t  and  tossest  thy  brarich^ ; 
Thy  heart  with  the  ten-or  is  gladdened. 
Thou  farebpdefft  the  dreivl  avalanchea. 
When  whole  mountaiu*  swoop  vaU- 
ward. 

In  the  calm  thon  o'eratrttcheat  the  val- 
ley* 
With  thine  arms,  as  if  blfssinga  im» 
ploring, 
Like  an  old  king  led  forth  !Vom  hh  pal- 
ace, 
When  his  people  to  battle  are  ponring 
From  the  city  beneath  luiu. 

To  the  Inmberer  asleep  *iieath  thy  gloom- 


ing 
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Thou  cioat  sing  of  wild  hillowa  in  mo- 
tion, 
nil  he  longs  to  be  swung  mid  their  boom- 
ing 
In  the  tentfl  of  the  Arabs  of  ocean, 
Whose  finned  iales  are  their  cattle. 

For  the  gale  snatches  thee  for  his  lyra, 
With    mad    hand    crashing    melody 
frantic, 
While   he  pours  forth  his  mighty   de- 
sire 
To  kiip  down  on  the  eager  Atlantic, 
Whose  arms  stretch   to  his   pby- 
mate. 

The  wild  storm  makes  his  lair  in  thy 
branches, 
Swooping  thence  on  the  continent  uu- 
der  J 
like    a   ^on,    crouched    close    on    his 
haAlncheSp 
There  awaiteth  hla   leap  the    fierce 
thnnd^r, 
UrowUug  low  with  impatience- 


apite  of  winter,  thou  keep'st  thy  grefn 
glory, 

Lusty  fnthcT  of  Titans  past  nnmber! 
The  anow-Hnkes  alone  mate  thee  hoary. 
Nestling  close  to    thy    branches    in 
slniEber, 
And  thee  mantUng  with  silence. 

Thou    alone   know'at    the   splendor  of 
winter, 
Mid  thy   snow-silvered,  hushed  pre- 
cipi(>eat 
Iloaring  crag;s  of  green  ice  groan  and 
splinter^ 
And  then  plunge  down  the  mufHed 

In  the  quiet  of  midtiight 

Thou  alone  know'it  the  glory  of  stunmer. 
Gazing  down   on   thy  broad  seas  of 
forest. 
On  thy  subjects  that  send  a  proud  mur- 
mur 
Up  to  thee,  to  their  saebem,  who  tow- 
erest 
From  thy  bleak  throne  to  heaven. 


BI  DESCENBBEO  IK  mTEmnm.  ADEa. 

0,   WANDiEitiNG  dim   on   the  ejttremest 
edge 
Of  God's  briffht    pro  video  ce*    whose 
spirit'*  sijji 
Drearily  in  you,  like  the  winter  sedge 
Tlmt  shivers  o'er  the  deml  pool  iitiff 

and  dry^ 
A  thin,  sad  voice,  wh«a  the  bold  wind 
roars  by 
From  the  clear  North  of  Duty,  — 
Still  by  cracked  arch  and  broken  shaft  I 

trace 
That  here  was  once  a  shrine  and  holy 
place 
Of  the  supernal  B«anty, 
A  child's  play-altar  reared  of  stonfti 

anil  moss, 
With  wilt«d  flowera  for  offering  laid 

Mute  recognition  of  the  all^ruUng  Grace. 

How  far  are  ye  from  the  innocent,  from 

those 
Whose  hearts  are  as  a  Jtttle  lurje  serpnt. 
Smooth- heaped  from  wall  to  wall  with 

unhroke  snowa, 
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Or  in  the  summer  blithe  with  lamb* 

cropped  green, 
Saye  the    one  track,   where  naught 
more  rude  is  seen 
Than  the  plump  wain  at  even 
Bringing  home  four  months'  sunshine 

Mund  in  sheaves  I 
How  far  are  ye  from  those!  yet  who 
believes 
That  ye  can  shut  out  heaven  f 
Your  souls  partake  its  iniluenc^  not 

in  vain 
Nor  all  unconscious,  as  that  silent  lane 
Its  drift  of  noiseless  apple-blooms  re- 


Looking  within  m]^lf,  1  note  how  thin 

A  plank  of  station,  chance,  or  pros* 

perous  fate, 

Doth  fence  me  from  the  clutching  waves 

of  sin ; 

In  my  own  heart  I  find  the  worst 

man's  mate, 
And  see  not  dimly  the  smooth-hinged 
gate 
That  opes  to  those  abysses 
Where  ye  grope  darkly, — ye  who  never 

knew 
On  your  young  hearts  love's  consecrating 
dew, 
.    Or  felt  a  mother's  kisses, 
Or  home's  restraining  tendrils  round 

you  curled  ; 
Ah,  side  by  side  with  heart*8-eaae  in 
this  world 
The  fatal  nightshade  grows  and  bitter  rue ! 

One  band  ye  cannot  break, — the  force 
that  clips 
And  ^iisps  your  circles  to  the  central 

Yours  is  the  prodigal  comet's  long  el- 
lipse. 
Self-exiled  to  the  farthest  veige  of 

night; 
Yet  strives  with  you  no  less  that  in- 
ward might 
No  sin  hath  e'er  imbmted ; 
The  god  in  you  the  creed-dimmed  eye 

eludes ; 
The  Law  brooks  not  to  have  its  solitudes 
By  bigot  feet  polluted ; 
Yet  they  who  watch  your  Qod-com- 

pelled  return 
May  see  your  happy  perihelion  bum 
Where   the    calm    sun    his    unfledged 
planets  broods. 


TO  THE  PAST. 

W0NIXBOU8  and  awful   are  thy  lUent 
haUs, 
0  kingdom  of  the  past ! 
There  lie  the  bygone  ages  in  their  palls. 
Guarded  by  shadows  vast ; 
There  all  is  hushed  and  breathless, 
Save  when  some  image  of  old  error  falls 
£arth  worshipped  once  as  deathless. 

There  sits  drear  Egypt,  mid  beleaguer- 
ing sands. 
Half  woman  and  half  beast, 
The  burnt-out  torch  within  her  moul- 
dering hands 
That  once  lit  all  the  East ; 
A  dotard  bleared  and  hoary, 
There  Asser  crouches  o'er  the  blackened 
brands 
Of  Asia's  long-quenched  gloiy. 

Still  as  a  city  buried  'neath  the  sea 
Thy  courts  and  temples  stand ; 
Idle  as  forms  on  wind-waved  tapestry 
Of  saints  and  heroes  grand. 
Thy  phantasms  grope  and  shiver. 
Or  watch  the  loose  shores  crumbling  si- 
lently 
Into  Time's  gnawing  river. 

Titanic  shapes  with  faces  blank  and  dun. 

Of  their  old  godhead  lorn. 
Gaze  on  the  embers  of  the  sunken  sun^ 
Which  they  misdeem  for  mom ; 
And  yet  the  eternal  sorrow 
In  their  unmonarched  eyes  says  day  is 
done 
Without  the  hope  of  morrow. 

0  realm  of  silence  and  of  swart  eclipse. 
The  shapes  that  haunt  thy  i^oom 
Make  signs  to  us  and  move  their  with- 
ered lips 
Across  the  gulf  of  doom ; 
Yet  all  their  sound  and  motion 
Bring  no  more  freight  to  us  than  wraiths 
of  shi[j6 
On  the  mirage's  ocean. 

And  if  sometimes  a  moaning  wandereth 

From  out  th  v  desolate  halls, 
If  some  grim  shadow  of  thy  living  death 
Across  our  sunshine  falls 
And  scares  the  world  to  error, 
The  eternal  life  sends  forth  melodious 
breath 
To  chase  the  misty  terror. 


TO   THE   FUTURE. 
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Thy  miglitj  clamora,  war^  and  world 
noised  de^jda 
Are  fliUtit  &QW  ia  diut^ 
Gone   like   a   tremble  of   the  huddling 
reeda 
Beneath  some  auddeti  ^vit ; 
Thy  foims  and  ereeda  have  vanished, 
To3&«dout  to  wither  like  unaightlv  weedf? 
From  the  world's  garden  haniu^ied. 

WhAtev*f  of  tnae  life  there  waa  in  tbee 

Ijcaps  in  onr  nge's  Telni»; 
Wield  still  thy  bent  and  iTrinkled  era- 
pery, 
And  shake  thine  idle  chdna ;  -- 
To  thee  thy  dross  is  clinging, 
For  ns  thy  martyrs  die^  tby  prophets  gee, 
Thy  poets  ttill  are  sieging. 

Here,  mid  the  bleak  waves  of  oar  strife 
and  care^ 
Float  the  p«en  Fortunate  Islea 
Where  all  thy  hero-spirita  dwell,  and 
share 
Our  martyrdoma  and  toils; 
The  present  moves  attended 
With  all  of  brave  and  excellent  and  fair 
That  made  the  old  time  splendid. 


TO  THE  FUTUKiL 

0  LAJm  of  Ppomiae  !  from  what  Pisgnli's 

height 

Can  I  behold  thy  stretch  of  peaceful 

bowers, 

Thy  golden  hafveata  flowing  ont  of  si^ht, 

Tliy  nestled  honies  and  sun-illnrntned 

towers  I 
Gazing  tipon  the  sunset's  bigh-beaped 
gold. 
Its  crtu^  of  opal  and  of  chrysolite, 
lt»  deeps  on  deeps  of  glory^  ^^^^  ^^- 
fold 
StiU  brightening  abysses, 
And  blfizing  precipices, 
Whence  bnt  a  scanty  leap  it  seems  to 
heaven, 
SoTnetimes  a  glimpse  is  given 
Of  thy  more  gorgeous  realm,  thy  more 
unstinted  blisses, 

0  Land  of  Quiet !  to  thy  shore  the  surf 
Of  the  perturbed  Present  tolls  and 
sleeps; 
Ottr  storms  breathe  soft  as  JoiM  npon 

thy  turf  - 
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And  Jure  otjt  blossoms  ;  to  thy  bosom 

leaiTs, 
As  to  Ik  mother's,  the  overwearied  hearty 
Rearing  far  otf  aDd  dim  the  toiling 
mart. 
The  hurrying  feet,  the  curses  without 
numbt^ri 
And,  circled  with  the  glow  Elyaian 
Of  tliiuL*  exulting  vision, 
Out  of  its  very  cares  wooe»  ehtt^a  tot 
peaee  and  alumhcir* 

To  thee  the  earth  lifts  up  her  fettered 
hands 
And  eries  for  vengeance ;  with  a  plty^ 
ing  smile 
Thou  blesaest  her,  and  she  forgets  her 
bond*, 
And  her  old  woe- worn  face  a  little 
while 
Grows  young  and  noble ;  nnto  thee  the 
Oppressor 
Looks,  and  is  dumb  with  awe  ; 
The  eteroftl  law, 
Which  makes  the  crime  its  own  blind- 
fold redresaer^ 
Shadows  his  heart  with  ix;rilona  fore- 
boding, 
And  he  i^n  see  the  grjiii'ej^ed  Doom 
From  out  the  trninUing  gloom 
Its  silent- footed  steeds  towaros  h[s  pal- 
ace goading. 

What    promises  hast  tbou  for  Poets' 
eyest 
Awearr  of  the  turmoil  and  the  wrong  t 
To  all  their  hopes  what  overjoyed  re- 
plies! 
What  undreamed  ecstasies  for  bliss- 
ful song  \ 
Thy  happy  plains  no  war- trump's  hraw!* 
ing  dnngor 
Disturbft,  and  fools  the  poor  to  hate 
the  poor ; 
The  humble  glares  not  on  the  lugh  with 
anger ; 
Love  Ittaves  no  grudge  at  tej^,  no  greed 
for  more ; 
In  vain  strives  Self  the  godlike  sense  to 
smother  j 
From  the  nouVs  deeps 
It  throbs  and  leaps  ; 
The  noble  'neath  foul  raga  beholds  his 
lougdost  brother. 

To  thee  the  Martyr  looked^  and  his 
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Unlock   their  fanga  and   lewre   hi8 
spirit  free; 
To  tliee  the  Poet  mid  his  toil  upifeb, 
And  grief  and  hunger  climb  abont  his 
knee, 
Welcome  as  children  ;  thou  npholdest 
The   lone    Inventor  by  his   demon 
haunted ; 
The  Prophet  cries  to  thee  when  hearts 
are  coldest, 
And   gazing   o*er  the  midnight's 

bleak  abyss. 
Sees  the  drowsed  soul  awaken  at 
thy  kiss, 

And  stretch  its  happy  arms  and  leap  np 
disenchanted. 

Thou  bringest  vengeance,  bat  so  loving- 

The  guilty  thinks  it  pity ;  taught  by 

Fierce  tyrants  drop  the  soouiges  where- 
with blindly 
Their  own  souls  they  were  scarring; 
conquerors  see 
With  horror  in  their  hands  the  accursed 
spear 
That  tore  the  meek  One's  side  on 
Calvary, 
And  from  their  trophies  shrink  with 
ghastly  fear ; 
Thou,  too,  art  the  Foi^ver, 
The  beauty  of  man's  som  to  man  re- 
vealing; 
The  arrows  from  thy  quiver 
Pierce  Error's  gtiill^  heart,  but  only 
pierce  for  healing. 

0,    whither,     whither,     glory-winged 
dreams. 
From  out  Life's  sweat  and  turmoil 
would  ye  bear  me  f 
Shut,  gates  of  Fancy,  on  your  golden 
gleams, — 
This  agony  of  hopeless  contrast  spare 
me! 
Fade,  cheating  glow,  and  leave  me  to 
mv  night ! 
He  £1  a  coward,  who  would  bor- 
row 
A  charm  against  the  present  sorrow 
From  the  vague  Future's  promise  of  de- 
Hffht: 
As  lifes  alarums  nearer  roll, 
The  ancestral  buckler  calls, 
Self-ckinging  from  the  walls 
In  the  high  temple  of  the  soul ; 


Where  are  moat  sorrowa,  there  the  po- 
et's sphere  is,  , 
To  feed  the  soul  with  patience. 
To  heal  its  desolations 
With  words  of  unshorn  trutii,  with  love 
that  never  WMtiea. 


HEBX. 

I  SAW  the  twinkle  of  white  feet, 
I  saw  the  flash  of  robes  desoencUng; 

3^ore  h«r  ran  an  inHuence  fleet, 
That  bowed  my  heart  like  barky  bend- 

As,  in  bare  fields,  the  searching  bees 
Pilot  to  blooms  beyond  our  findings 

It  led  me  on,  by  sweet  degrees 
Joy's  simple  honey-ceUa  unbinding. 

Those  Graces  were  that  seemed  grim 
Fates; 
With  nearer  love  the  sky  leaned  o'er 
me; 
The  loiiff-sought  Secret's  golden  gates 
On  musical  hinges  swung  before  me. 

I  saw  the  brimmed  bowl  in  her  grasp 
Thrilling  with  godhood ;  like  a  lover 

I  sprang  the  proffered  life  to  clasp; — 
The  beaker  fell ;  the  luck  wail  over. 

The  Earth  has  drunk  the  vintage  up; 
What  boots  it  patch  the  goblet's  splm- 
ten? 
Can  Summer  fill  the  icy  cupi, 
Whose  treachefouB  crystal  is  bat  Win- 
ter's? 

0  spendthrift  haste  1  await  the  Gods ; 
Their  nectar  crowns  the  lips  of   Pa- 
tience; 

Haste  scatters  on  unthankful  sods 
The  immortal  gift  in  vain  libations. 

Coy  Hebe  flies  from  those  that  woo. 
And  shuns  the  bands  would  seize  upon 
her ; 

Follow  thy  life,  and  she  will  sue 
To  pour  for  thee  the  cup  of  honor. 

THX  SKAECH. 

I  wnrr  to  seek  for  Chrirti 
And  Nature  seemed  so  fair 
That  first  the  woods  and  fields  my  youth 
enticed* 


THE  PRESENT  CRISIS. 
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And  I  was  rare  to  ttod  bim  tSiere : 
The  temple  I  forsook, 
And  to  nie  solitude 
Allegiance  paid ;  bnt  Winter  came  and 
shook 
The  crown  and  purple  from  my 
wood; 
His  snows,  like  desert  sands,  with  scorn- 
ful drift. 
Besieged  the  columned  aisle  and  pal- 
ace-gate ; 
My  Thebes,  cut  deep  with  many  a  sol- 
emn rift, 
Bnt  epitaphed  her  own  sepulchred 
state: 
Then  I  remembered  whom  I  went  to  seek, 
And  blessed  blunt  Winter  for  his  coun- 
sel bleak. 

Back  to  the  world  I  turned, 
For  Christ,  I  said,  is  King; 
So  the  cramped  alley  and  the  hut  I 
spumed, 
As  iar  beneath  his  sojourning : 
Mid  power  and  wealth  I  sought, 
But  found  no  trace  of  him. 
And   all   the   costly   offerings   I   had 
brought 
With  sudden  rust  and  mould  grew 
dim: 
I  found  his  tomb,  indeed,  where,  by 
their  laws, 
All  must  on  stated  days  themselves 
imprison. 
Mocking  with  bread  a  dead  creed's  grin- 
ning jaws. 
Witless  how  long  the  life  had  thence 
arisen ; 
Due  sacrifice  to  this  they  set  apart, 
Prizing  it  more  than  Christ's  own  living 
heart. 

So  from  my  feet  the  dust 
Of  the  proud  World  I  shook ; 
Then  came  dear  Love  and  shared  with 
me  his  crust. 
And  half  my  sorrow's  burden  took. 
After  the  World's  soft  bed. 
Its  rich  and  daintv  fare. 
Like  down  seemed  Love  s  coarse  pillow 
to  my  head. 
His  cheap  food  seemed  as  manna 
rare; 
Fresh-trodden  prints  of  bare  and  bleed- 
ing feet, 
Turned  to  the  heedless  city  whence  I 
came, 


Hard  by  I  saw,  and  springs  of  worship 

sweet 
Gushed  from  my  cleft  heart  smitten 

by  the  same ; 
Love  looked  me  in  the  face  and  spake  no 

words. 
But  straight  1  knew  those  footprints 

were  the  Lord's. 

I  followed  wherft  they  led, 
And  in  a  hovel  rude, 
With  naught  to  fence  the  weather  from 
his  head. 
The  King  I  sought  for  meekly  stood ; 
A  naked,  hungry  child 
Clun^  round  his  gracious  knee. 
And  a  poor  nnnted  slave  looked  up  and 
smiled 
To  bless  the  smile  that  set  him 
fl^ee ; 
New  miracles  I  saw  his  presence  do,  — 
No  more  I  knew  the  hovel  bare  and 
poor, 
The   gathered    chips  into   a  woodpile 
grew. 
The  broken  morsel  swelled  to  goodly 
store  ; 
I  knelt  and.  wept :  my  Christ  no  more 

I  seek. 
His  throne  is  with  the  outcast  and  the 
weak. 


THE  PBESSMT  COUSIB. 

Whbn  a  deed  is  done   for   Freedom, 

through  the  broad  earth's  aching 

breast 
Runs  a  thrill  of  joy  prophetic,  trembling 

on  from  east  to  west. 
And  the  slave,  where'er  he  cowers,  feelF 

the  soul  within  him  climb 
To  the  awful  verge  of  manhood,  as  the 

eneigy  sublime 
Of  a  century  bursts  itill*bloasoiiied  on 

the  thoniy  stem  of  Time. 

Through  the  walls  of  hut  and  palace 

shoots  the  instantaneous  throe. 
When  the  travail  of  the  Ages  wrings 

earth's  systems  to  and  fro ; 
At  the  birth  of  each  new  Era,  with  a 

reoognizinff  start. 
Nation  wildly  looks  at  nation,  standing 

with  mute  lips  apart, 
And  glad  Truth's  yet  mightier  man-child 

leaps  beneath  the  Future's  heart. 
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So  the  EviVs   triamDh  aendeth,  with 

a  terror  and  a  chul. 
Under  continent  to  continent,  the  tmse 

of  coming  ill, 
And  the  slave,  where'er  he  covers,  feels 

his  sympathies  with  God 
In  hot  tear-drops  ehbing  earthward,  to 

be  drunk  up  by  the  aod. 
Till  a  corpse  crawls  round  nnbnried, 

delving  in  the  nobler  clod. 

For  mankind  are  one  in  spirit,  and  an 

instinct  bears  along, 
Round  the  earth's  electric  circle,   the 

swift  flash  of  right  or  wron^ ; 
Whether  conscious  or  unconscious,  yet 

Humanity's  vast  frame 
Through  its  ocean-sundered  fibres  feels 

the  gush  of  joy  or  shame ;  — 
In  the  gain  or  loss  of  one  race  all  the 

rest  have  equal  daim. 

Once  to  every  man  and  nation  comes  the 

moment  to  decide, 
In  the  strife  of  Truth  with  Falsehood, 

for  the  good  or  evil  side ; 
Some  great  cause,  God's  new  Messiah, 

onering  each  the  bloom  or  blight. 
Parts  the  goats  upon  the  left  hand,  and 

the  sheep  ui>on  the  right, 
And  the  choice  goes  by  forever  'twixt 

that  darkness  and  that  light. 

Hast  thou  chosen,  0  my  people,  on 
whose  party  thon  shalt  stana, 

Ere  the  Doom  from  its  worn  sandals 
shakes  the  dust  against  our  land  ? 

Though  the  cause  of  Evil  prosper,  yet 
't  is  Truth  alone  is  strong, 

And,  albeit  she  wander  outcast  now,  I 
see  around  her  throng 

Troops  of  beautiful,  tall  angels,  to  en- 
shield  her  from  all  wrong. 

Backward  look  across  the  ages  and  the 

beacon-moments  see. 
That,  like  peaks  of  some  simk  continent, 

jut  through  Oblivion's  sea  ; 
Not  an  ear  in  court  or  market  for  the 

low  foreboding  cry 
Of  those  Crises,  God's  stem  winnowers, 

from  .whose  feet  earth's  chaff  must 

fly; 
Never  shows  the  choice  momentous  till 

the  judgment  hath  passed  by. 

Careless  seems  the  great  Avenger ;  his- 
tory's pages  but  record 


One  death-grsppie  in  the  darkness  'twixt 
old  systems  and  the  Word ; 

Truth  forever  on  the  scaffold,  Wrong 
forever  on  the  throne,  — 

Yet  that  scaffold  sways  the  future,  and, 
behind  the  dim  unknown, 

Standeth  God  within  the  shadow,  keep- 
ing watch  above  his  own. 

We  aee  dimly  in  the  Present  what  «s 

small  ana  what  is  great, 
Slow  of  £uth  how  weak  an  arm  nury 

turn  the  iron  helm  of  fate. 
But  the  soul  is  still  oracular ;  amid  the 

market's  din, 
list  the  ominous  stem  whisper  from  the 

Delpliic  cave  within,  — 
''They  enslave  their  children's  children 

who  make  compromise  with  sin." 

SlaveiT,  the  earth-bom  Cyclops,  fellest 
of  the  giant  brood, 

Sons  of  bratish  Force  and  Darkness,  who 
have  drenched  the  earth  with  blood, 

Famished  in  his  self-made  desert,  blind- 
ed by  our  purer  day, 

Gropes  in  yet  unblasted  r^ons  for  his 
miserable  prey ;  — 

Shall  we  ffuide  his  eory  fingers  where 
our  helpless  children  play  ? 

Then  to  side  with  Troth  is  noble  when 

we  share  her  wretched  crust. 
Ere  her  cause  bring  fame  and  prdit,  and 

't  is  prosperous  to  be  just ; 
Then  it  is  the  brave  man  chooses,  while 

the  coward  stands  aside, 
Doubting  in  his  abject  spirit,  till  his 

Lord  is  cracified. 
And  the  multitude  make  virtue  of  the 

faith  they  had  denied. 

Count  me  o'er  earth's  chosen  heroes,  — 

thev  were  souls  that  stood  alone, 
While  the  men  they  agonized  for  hurled 

the  contumelious  stone. 
Stood  serene,  and  down  the  future  saw 

the  ^Iden  beam  incline 
To  the  side  of  perfect  justice,  mastered 

by  their  faith  divine. 
By  one  man's  plain  troth  to  manhood 

and  to  God  s  supreme  design. 

By  the  liflht  of  burning  heretics  Christ's 

bleeoing  feet  I  track. 
Toiling  up  new  Calvaries  ever  with  the 

cross  that  turns  not  liack, 
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And  these  moants  of  anguish  niunber 
how  each  generation  learned 

One  new  word  of  that  grand  Credo  which 
in  prophet-hearts  nath  burned 

Sinoe  the  iint  man  stood  Ood-conqnered 
with  his  fiice  to  heaven  upturned. 

For  Humanity  sweeps  onward :  where 

to-day  the  martyr  stands^ 
On  the  morrow  crouches  Judas  with  the 

silver  in  his  hands  ; 
Far  in  front  the  cro5a  stands  ready  and 

the  crackling  fagots  bum, 
While  the  hooting  mob  of  yesterday  in 

silent  awe  return 
To  glean  ud  the  scattered  ashes  into 

History  s  golden  urn. 

'Tis  as  easy  to  be  heroes  as  to  sit  the  idle 

slaves 
Of  a  legendary  virtue  carved  upon  our 

fathers'  graves. 
Worshippers  of  light  ancestral  make  the 

present  light  a  crime ;  — 
Was  the  Mayflower  launched  by  cow- 

ards»  steered  by  men  behind  t^eir 

time? 
Turn  those  tracks  toward  Past  or  Fu- 
ture,  that   make   Plymouth  Bock 

sublime? 

They  were  men  of  present  valor,  stalwart 

old  iconoclasts, 
Unconvinced  by  axe  or  gibbet  that  all 

virtue  was  the  Past's  ; 
But  we  make  their  truth  our  falsehood, 

thinking  that  hath  made  us  free, 
Hoarding   it   in    mouldy  parchments, 

while  our  tender  spirits  flee 
The  rude  grasp  of  that  great  Impulse 

which  drove  them  across  the  sea. 

They  have  rights  who  dare  maintain 

them ;  we  are  traitors  to  our  sires, 
Smotherinji;  in  their  holy  ashes  Freedom's 

new-lit  altar- flres ; 
Shall  we  make  their  creed  our  jailer  ? 

Shall  we,  in  our  haste  to  slay, 
From  the  tombs  of  the  old  prophets  steal 

the  funeral  lamps  away 
To  light  up  the  martyr-fagots  round  the 

prophets  of  to-day  ? 

New  occasions  teach  new  dnttes ;  Time 
makes  ancient  good  uncouth ; 

They  must  upward  still,  and  onward, 
who  would  keep  abreast  of  Truth ; 


Iks  before  us  gleam  her  camp-fires  1  we 
ourselves  must  Pilgrims  be, 

Launch  our  Mayflower,  and  steer  boldly 
through  the  draperate  winter  sea, 

Nor  attempt  the  Future's  portal  with 
the  Past's  blood-rusted  iey. 
DeeemlMr,  184i. 
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What  visionary  tints  the  year  puts 
on. 
When  falling  leaves  falter  through 
motionless  air 
Or  numbly  cling  and  shiver  to  be 
gone! 
How  shiumier  the  low  flats  and  pas- 
tures bare. 
As  with  her  nectar  Hebe  Autumn  fills 
The  bowl  between  me  and  those  dis- 
tant hills. 
And  smiles  and  shakes  abroad  her  misty, 
tremulous  hair  I 

No  more  the  landscape  holds  its 
wealth  apart, 
Making  me  poorer  in  my  poverty. 
But  mingles  with  my  senses  and  my 
heart; 
My  own  projected  si>irit  seems  to  me 
In  her  own  reverie  the  world  to 

steep ; 
*T  is  sne  that  waves  to  sympathetic 
sleep, 
Movinff,  as  she  is  moved,  each  fleld  and 
hill  and  tree. 

How  fuM  and  mix,  with  what  un> 
felt  degrees, 
dasped  by  the  faint  horizon's  languid 
arms, 
Earh  into  each,  the  hasy  distances : 
The  softened  season  all  the  landscape 
charms ; 
Those  hills,  my  native  village  that 

embny, 
In  waves  of  dreamier  purple  roll 
away, 
And  floating  in  mirage  seem  all  the 
glimmering  farms. 

Fardistant  sounds  the  hidden  chick- 
adee 
Close  at  my  side ;  fiu*  distant  sound 
the  leaves ; 

The  fields  seem  fields  of  dream, 
where  Memory 
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Wanders  like  i^^teanmg  Uvtth  ;  «id  m 
the  flh^aves 
or  wh«flt  and  harle J  wavered  in  the 

Of  Bcaz  as  the  timfdeu'a  glow  waut 

So  tremble  and  aecm  i^tnote  all  things 
the  sense  receives, 

Tbe  cock*8  shrill  tramp  that  tella 
of  scattered  com^ 
Fas^d  breezily  ou  by  all  bis  flapping 
mates. 
Faint  and  tnore  faint,  from  bam  to 
bom  h  borne, 
Southward^  perhapa  to  fer  Magellan's 
Stmita  i 
Dimly  I  catch  the  tLroh  nf  diataut 

flails ; 
Silently   overhead     the    hen -hawk 
gaila. 
With  wat<;bful,  measuring  eye,  and  for 
his  (juarry  ttaits* 

The  sobered    robin,    hunger-Bilent 
now, 
Seeks  t^dar-berriea  blue,  hia  antnmn 

cheer ; 
The  chjpm utile,  on  the  nhing^Ij  shag- 
bark's  bon^h, 
Now   HawM,   now  iiata  with    downward 
eye  and  ear. 
Then  drtips    hia  not,  and,  cheeping, 
with  a  boand 
Wliiska    to    hia  winding    fastneiB 
undergitjund  ; 
The  clouds  tike  a  wans  drift  dewn  the 
atreaming  atmospbere. 

O'er  yon  bare  knoll  the  pointed 
eedar  ebadoivs 
Drowse  on  the  crisT*i  grey  mom ;  the 
ploughtnan-fl  call 
Creepfl  faint  na  anjoke  from  olack, 
fresh -furrowed  meadows; 
The  single  crow  a  single  caw  kts  fall ; 
And  all  around  me  every  buuh  and 

tree 
Say  a  Autumn  'i  hore,  and  Winter 
Boon  will  be. 
Who  anowa  bla  soft^  white  sleep  and 
silence  over  all. 

The  birch,  moet  shy  nmX  ladylike 
of  tree*, 
Har  poverty^   aa  ^)mt  ahe  may,  if^ 
trieves, 


And  hints  at  her  foregone  gentili- 
ties 
With  Kome  aaTed  relics  of  ber  wealth 
of  Knaves ; 

The  swamp-oak,  with  hia  royal  pur- 
ple on, 

Glares  red  aa  blood  across  the  aiok^ 
ing  sun. 
As  one  who  proudlicr  to  a  falling  for- 
tune ekavea. 

He  looks  a  sacheni,  in  red  blanket 
WTaiit, 
Who,  mid  acme  council  of  the  sad- 
garbed  whites. 
Erect  and  atem,  in  hia  own  memo- 
ries lapt, 
With  liiatant  eye  broods  over   othet 
sights, 
Sees  the  hushed  wood  the  city*s  flare 

rep]a<?e^ 
The  wountied  turf  heal  o'er  the  rail- 
way a  trace. 
And  rpanis  the  savage  Past  of  his  nn- 
dwiudled  rights. 

The  red-oak,  softer-grained,  yields 
all  for  lost, 
And,  with  hia  crumpled   foliagt?  stiff 
and  dry, 
After  the  first  betrayal  of  tbe  froat, 
EcbuJla  the  kisa  of  the  relenting  j^ky  j 
The  chestnuts,  lavish  of  their  long- 
hid  gold. 
To  tbe  faint  Summer,  beggared  now 
and  old. 
Pour  back  the  sunshine  hoarded  'neath 
her  favoring  eye. 

The  ash  ht^r  purple  drops  forgtv- 
ingly 
And  sadly,  breaking  not  the  gcneitikl 
hush  ; 
The  maple- srwanii^  glow  like  a  sun- 
^t  sea, 
Each  letif  a  ripple  with  its  separate 
flush ; 
All  round  the  wood's  edge  creeps 

the  skirting  hlaie 
Of  bushes  low,  OS  when,  on  cloudy 
daya^ 
Ere  the  rain  fall,  the  cautious  farmer 
bums  his  brash. 

O'er  yon   low  wall,  which  guards 
one  unkempt  zone, 
WherB  rines  and  weeds  and  KTut^ 
oaks  intertwine 


AN  IMDIAN-SUIUIEB  BEVERIE. 


71 


Safe  from  the  plou|^  whose  xough, 

discordant  stone 
It  massed  to  one  soft  gray  by  liekens 

fine, 
The  tangled  Uaekberry,  craased  and 

Rt»08sed,  weaves 
A  prickly  networic  of  ensanguined 

leaves  ; 
Hard  bv,  with  ooral  bead^  the  prim 

black-alders  shine. 

Pillarine  with  flame  this  cmmbling 
boundary, 
Whose  loose  blocks  topple  'neath  the 
jploughboy's  foot, 
Who,  with  each  sense  shut  fast  ex- 
cept the  eye, 
Croens  close  and  scares  the  ji^  he 
noped  to  shoot. 
The  woodbine  up  the  elm's  straight 

stem  aspires, 
Coiling  it,  harailess,  with  autumnal 
fires ; 
In  the  ivy's  paler  blaze  the  martyr  oak 
stands  mute. 

Below,   the  Chariea  — a  stripe  of 
nether  sky, 
Now  hid  by  rounded  apple-trees  be- 
tween. 
Whose    gaps    the    misplaced   sail 
sweeps  bellying  by, 
Now  flickering  golden  through  a  wood- 
land screen. 
Then  spreading  out,  at  his  next 

turn  beyond, 
A  silver  circle  like  an  inland  pond  — 
Slips  seaward  silently  throag^  marshes 
purple  and  green. 

Dear  marshes  !  vain  to  him  the  gift 
of  sight 
Who  cannot  in  their  various  incomes 
share, 
From  every  season  drawn,  of  shade 
and  li^ht. 
Who  sees  m  them  but  levels  brown 
and  bare; 
JBaoh  change  of  storm  or  snnshine 

scatters  tree 
On  them  its  largess  of  variety. 
For  Nature  with  cheap  means  still  works 
her  wonders  rare* 

In  Spring  they  lie  one  broad  expanse 
of^een. 
O'er  which  the  light  winds  run  with 
glimmering  feet : 


Here,  vellower  stripes 
creek  unseen, 


track  oat  the 


There,  darker   growths   o'er  hidden 
ditches  meet ; 
And  purpler  stains  show  where  the 

blossoms  crowd. 
As  if  the  silent  shadow  of  a  cloud 
Hung  there  becalmed,  with  the  next 
breath  to  fleet. 

All  round,  upon  the  river's  slippery 
edge. 
Witching  to  deeper  calm  the  drowsy 
tide. 
Whispers   and   leans    the   breeze- 
entangling:  sedge  ; 
Through  emendd  glooms  the  lingering 
waters  slide. 
Or,  sometimes  wavering,  throw  back 

the  sun, 
And  the  stiff  banks  in  eddies  melt 
and  run 
Of  dimpling  light,  and  with  the  current 
seem  to  glide. 

In  Summer  *t  is  a  blithesome  sight 
to  see, 
As,  step  by  step,  with  measured  swing, 
they  pass, 
The  ^ide-rsAiked  mowers  wading  to 
the  knee, 
Their  sharp  scythes  panting  through 
the  wuj  grass; 
Then,  stretched  beneath  a   rick's 

shade  in  a  ring^ 
Their    nooning    take,    while    one 
beffins  to  sing 
A  stave  that  droops  and  dies  'neath  the 
close  sky  or  brass. 

Meanwhile  that  devil-may-care,  the 
bobolink, 
Bemembering   duty,   in    mid-quaver 
stops 
Just  ere  he  sweeps  o'er  rapture's 
tremulous  brink, 
And  'twixt  the  winrows  most  demurely 
drops, 
A  decorous  bird  of  business,  who 

provides 
For  his  brown  mate  and  fledglings 
six  besides* 
And  looks  from  right  to  left,  a  farmer 
mid  his  crops. 

Another  change  subdues  them  in 
the  Fall, 
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But  aftddens  not ;  they  ttill  show  mer- 
rier tints. 
Though  sober  msset  seems  to  coyer 
all; 
When  the  first  sunshine  through  their 
dew-drops  glints. 
Look   how  the   yellow   clearness, 

streamed  across, 
Redeems  with  rarer  hues  the  season's 
loss, 
As  Dawn's  feet  there  had  touched  and 
left  their  rosy  prints. 

Or  come  when  sunset  gives  its  fresh- 
ened zest, 
Lean  o'er  the  bridge  and  let  the  ruddy 
thrill, 
While  the  shorn  sun  swells  down 
the  haz^  west. 
Glow  opposite; — the  marshes  drink 
their  fill 
And  swoon  with  puiple  veins,  then 

slowly  fade 
Through  pink  to  brown,  as  eastward 
moves  the  shade, 
Lengthening  with  stealthy  creep,  of  Si- 
mond's  darkening  hill. 

LAter,  and  yet  ere  Winter  wholly 
shuts, 
Ere  through  the  first  dry  snow  the 
runner  grates. 
And  the  loath  cart-wheel  screams  in 
slippery  ruts. 
While  firmer  ice  the  eager  boy  awaits, 
Trying  each  buckle  and  strap  beside 

the  fire. 
And  until  bedtime  plays  with  his 
desire, 
Twenty  times  putting  on  and  off  his  new- 
bought  skates ; — 

Then,  eveir  mom,  the  river^s  banks 
shine  bright 
With  smooth  plate-armor,  treacherous 
and  frail. 
By  the  frost's  clinking  hammers 
foTged  at  niffht, 
'Gainst  which  the  lances  of  the  sun 
prevail. 
Giving  a   pretty  emblem  of   the 

day 
When  guiltier  arms  in  light  shaU 
melt  away, 
And  states  shall  move  free-limbed,  loosed 
from  war's  cramping  maiL 


And  now  tUoae  waterfUls  the  ebb* 
ing  river 
Twice  every  day  creates   on  either 
side 
Tinkle,    as   through   their    fresh- 
sparred  grots  they  shiver 
In  gnss-arched  channels  to  the  sun 
denied ; 
High  ilaps  in  sparkling  blue  the  far- 
heard  crow, 
The  silvered  flats  gleam  frostily  be- 
low, 
Suddenly  drops  the  gull  and  breaks  the 
glassy  tide. 

But  crowned  in  turn  by  vying  sea- 
sons  three, 
Their  winter  halo  hath  a  fuller  ring ; 
This  glory  seems  to  rest  immova- 
bly,- 
The  others  were  too  fleet  and  vanish- 
ing; 
When  the  hid  tide  is  at  its  highest 

flow. 
O'er  marsh  and  stream  one  breath- 
less trance  of  snow 
With  brooding  fulness  awes  and  hushes 
eveiy  thing. 


The  sunshine  seems  blown  off  by 
the  bleak  wind. 
As  pale  as  formal  candles  lit  by  day ; 
Gropes  to  the  sea  the  river  dumb  and 
blind; 
The  brown  ricks,  snow-thatched  by 
the  storm  in  play. 
Show  pearly  breakers  combing  o'er 

their  lee. 
White  crests  as  of  some  just  en- 
chanted sea. 
Checked  in  their  maddest  leap  and  hang- 
ing poised  midway. 

But  when  the  eastern  blow,  with 
rain  aslant. 
From  mid-sea's  prairies  green  and  roll- 
ing plains 
Drives  in  his  wallowing  herds  of  bil- 
lows gaunt. 
And  the  roused  Charles  remembers  in 
his  veins 
Old   Ocean's  blood  and  snaps   his 

gyves  of  frost, 
That  tyrannous  silence  on  the  shores 
is  tost 
In  dreary  wreck,  and  crumbling  desola- 
tion  reigns. 
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%dgiewis«  Of  il&tr  in  Dniiil-like  de- 
vice. 
With  leaden  pooU  between  or  gullies 

The  bloi^ka  lie  atr^wtij  a.  hIeaJt  Stotie- 
beuge  of  ice ; 
No  lifet  no  fiound,  to  break  the  grim 

Save  suUen  plunge,  asithrough  the 

seJges  9 tin 
Down     crackles     river  ward    aome 

thaw-sap|H?d  cliff, 
Or  when  the  close- wedged  fields  of  ice 

erunch  here  imd  ther& 

Bat  let    me   turn  from  fancy- pic- 
tured siceiies 
To  that  whoso  paatoTfii  calm  before  mc 
lies : 
Here  nothing  harah  or  nigged  inter* 

The  early  evening  with  her  misty  dyes 
Smooths  off  the  ravelled  edges  of 

tlje  nigh| 
Belitivea  the  diitant  with  her  cooler 
aky, 
And   tones   the   landscape   down,  and 
soothes  the  wearied  eyes. 

There  gleams  my  native  village^  d^r 
to  me^ 
Thouj^h  higher  change's  waves  each 
day  are  seei), 
Whelming  fields  famed  in  boyhood's 
history, 
Sanding  with  bouses  the  diminished 
greeo  ; 
Theret  in  red  brick,  whicli  eoften- 

lEK  time  de^e^ 
Stand  square  and  stiff  the  Muses' 
factories ;  — 
How  with  n^y  life  knit  up  is  ev«ry  welU 
kuown  scene  J 

Flow  on^  dear  river  !  not  alono  you 
flow 
To  outward  eight,  and  through  your 
marshes  wind ; 
Fed  from  the  mystic  springs  of  long- 
ago, 
Your  twin    flows  silent  through  my 
world  of  mind^ 
Grow  dim,    dear   mflrHhes,   in    the 

eveuiug's  gray  I 
Before   luy  mner  aight  ye  stretch 
away. 
And  will  forever,   tliough  these  fleshly 
ei'es  grow  bliud. 


Beyond  the  hiUock*s  house-hespot- 
ted  swell. 
Where  fiothic  chapels  house  the  horse 
and  c liaise, 
"Where  i|uiet  cits  in  Grecian  tern* 
pies  dwuLl, 
Where   Coptic    tombs   resound  with 
prayer  and  praise^ 
Where  dust  and  mud  itie  e^iual 

year  divide, 
There  gentle   Allston    lived,    and 
wrought,  and  died^ 
Transfiguring  street  and  shop  with  his 
ulumuied  gaze. 

Firgilium  vidi  tasUum,  —  I  have 
seun 
Biit  as  a  boy,  who  looks  alike  on  all. 
That  misty  hair,  that  fine  Unditie-like 
niieu. 
Tremulous  as  down  to  feeling's  faintest 
coll;  — 
Ah,  dear  old  home«t«ad  !  count  it  to 
thy  fame 
That  thither  many  times  the  Paint- 
er came ;  — 
One  elm  yet  beara  his  namo,  a  feathery 
tree  and  talL 

Swiftly  the  present  fades  la  mem- 
ory's glow,  — 
Our  only  sure  possesion  is  the  past ; 
The     villago    blacksmith     died     a 
mouth  ago, 
And  dim  to  me  the  foi]ge's  roaring 
bJa^t ; 
Soon  fire-new  medi^evals  we  shall 
*     see 

Oust  the  black  smithy  from  ita  chest* 
nut-tree. 
And  that  hewn  down,  perhaps,  the  bee- 
hive green  and  vast. 

How   many  times,    prouder    than 
king  on  throne, 
Looked  irom  the  village  school^ darnels 
A's  and  B's, 
Panting  have  I  the  creaky  bellows 
blown. 
And  watched  the  pent  voleano'i  rftd 
increase. 
Then  paused  to  ace  the  ponderous 

sleiige,  brought  dov^n 
By  that  hard  arm  voluminous  and 
brown. 
From  the  white  iron  swanu  its  golden 
vanishing  be«^. 
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Dear  native  town!  whose  choking 
elms  each  year 
With  eddying  dust  before  their  time 
turn  pay, 
Pining  for  rain, —  to  me  thy  dust  is 
dear; 
It  glorifies  the  eve  of  summer  day. 
And  when  the  westering  sun  half 

sunken  bums, 
The  mote-thick  air  to  deepest  orange 
turns, 
The  westward  horseman  rides  through 
clouds  of  gold  away, 

So  palpable,  I  Ve  seen  those  unshorn 
few. 
The  six  old  willows  at  the  causey's 
end 
(Such   trees    Paul    Potter    never 
dreamed  nor  drew). 
Through  this  dry  mist  their  checker- 
ing  shadows  send, 
Stri^d,  here  and  there,  with  many 

a  long-drawn  thread. 
Where    streamed    through    leafy 
chinks  the  trembling  nd. 
Past  which,  in    one  bright  tndl,   the 
hangbird's  flashes  blend. 

Yes,  dearer  fu  thy  dust  than  all 
that  e'er, 
Beneath  the  awarded  crown  of  victory, 
Gilded  the  blown  Olympic  chariot- 
eer; 
Though  lightly  prised  the  ribboned 
parchments  three. 
Yet  eoUegisae  jttvaif  I  am  glad 
That  here  what  coUeging  was  mine 
I  had,- 
It  linked  another  tie,  dear  native  town, 
with  thee  1 

Nearer  art  thou  than  simply  native 
earth, 
My  dust  with  thine  concedes  a  deeper 
tie; 
A  closer  claim  thy  soil  may  well  put 
forth, 
Something  of  kindred  more  than  sym- 
pathy; 
For  in  thy  bounds  I  reverently  laid 

away 
That  blinding  anguish  of  forsaken 
clay, 
That  title  I  seemed  to  have  in  earth  and 
sea  and  sky. 


That  portion  of  my  life  more  choice 
tome 
(Though  brief,  yet  in  itself  so  round 
and  whole) 
Than  all  the  imperfect  residue  can 
be;  — 
The  Artist  saw  his  statue  of  the  soul 
Was  perfect ;  so,  with  one  regretful 

stroke. 
The  eartiien  model  into  fragments 
broke. 
And  without  her  the  impoverished  sea- 
sons rolL 


THE  GBOWTH  OF  THE  LEGXVD. 
A  FRA0M2KT. 

A  iiXOSND  that  grew  in   the  forest's 

hush 
Slowly  as  tear-drops  gather  and  gush, 
When  a  word  some  poet  chanced  to 

say 
Af^  ago,  in  his  careless  way. 
Brings  our  youth  back  to  us  oat  of  its 

shroud 
Clearly  as  under  yon  thunder-cloud 
I  see  that  white  sea-gull.     It  grew  and 

grow. 
From  the  pine-trees  gathering  a  sombre 

hoe. 
Till  it  seems  a  mere  nmimur  out  of  the 

vast 
Norwegian  forests  of  the  past ; 
And  it  grew  itself  tike  a  true  Northern 


pme, 
fclitr 


First  a  little  slender  line. 

Like  a  mermaid's  green  eyelash,  and  then 

anon 
A  stem  that  a  tower  might  rest  upon. 
Standing  spear-straight  in   the  waist- 

deep  moss, 
Its  bony  roots  clutching  around  and 

across. 
As  if  they  would  tear  up  earth's  heart 

in  their  grasp 
Ere  the  storm  should  uproot  them  or 

make  them  unclasp ; 
Its  cloudy  boughs  singing,  as  suiteth  the 

pine. 
To  snow-beiarded  sea-kings  old  songs  of 

the  brine, 
Till  they  straightened   and    let    theii 

staves  fafl  to  the  floor, 
Hearing  waves  moan  again  on  the  per- 

flous  shore 
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Yea,  wherever  the  pine -wood  bfis  never 

groped  itu  way 

let  hi, 

'Twixt  the  frotheU  gnashing  tiisks  of 

Sinoe  the  day  of  creation,  the  light  and 

ume  ahip-cnuichiug  hky. 

the  din 
Of   manifold   life,  but  b>S  Safely  con- 

So, pise -like,  the   leffffnd  grew,  atrong- 
limbed  and  t^l. 

veyed 

From  the  midnight  pdmeral  its  armful 

As  the  Gypsy  chiJd  grows  that  eats  cnivts 

of  shadi*^ 

iQ  the  hull ; 

And  has  keiit  the  weird  Past  with  its 
child  laitb  aUvo 

It  sucked   tliL*   vvhule   strtiigth  of  the 

earth  aud  the  hky, 
Spring,    Summer,     Fall,     Winter,    all 

Mid  the  hum  and  the  stir  of  To-day *b 

busy  hive. 
There  the  legend  toke^^  root  in  the  age- 

brought  it  iiupply ; 

^T  was  A  nnturoi  growth,  and  stood  fear- 

gathered gloom. 

lessly  there, 

And   its  munuunjim  bou|;bs   for  their 

and  tUF ; 
For  it  §r^w  in  good  tim^  ere  the  fash- 

sa^^  hud  room. 

Where  Aroostook,  far-hcArd^  seem*  to 

loD  it  woa                                       ' 

^b  0^  he  goe^ 

To  force  these  wild  births  of  the  wooda 

Groping  down   to   the   sea  'neath   hia 

under  glo^ij, 

mountainoua  enowa ; 

Atid  HO,  if  't  i»  told  OS  it  should  be  tohL, 

Where  the  lake'u  Ikire  SoliatR  of  uerer- 

Though   't  were   ei;ng    under    Venice's 

tracked  white, 

moonlight  of  gold^ 

^  hen  the  crock  shoots  across  it,  coiu- 

Yon  would  hear  the   old   voice   of  itt 

plains  to  the  night 

mother,  the  pine, 

With  a  Ion/,  lonely  moan,  that  leogtiea 
nortnw^ard  is  lost. 

MunnuT  oealiko  and  northern  through 

1 

every  lino, 

As  the  ice  i^hrinks  away  from  the  trend 

1 

And  tho  verses  should  grow,  aelf-Bua- 

of  the  frost ; 

toiueti  and  free, 

Where  the  luniberera  fiit  by  the  log*fi.res 

Round  the  vihmting  btem  of  the  melody, 

that  throw 

JA\i&  the   lithe   moonlit  limbs  of  th» 

Their  own  threatening  shadows  far  round 

parent  tree. 

o'er  the  snow, 
When  the   wolf  howls  aloof,    and   the 

Ye%  the  pine  ia  the  mother  of  leg^nda ; 

wavering  glare 

what  food 

Flashes  out  from  the  blackness  the  eyes 

For  their  grim  roots  ia  left  when  thi» 

of  the  bear. 

thous^Jid-yeared  wood^ 

When  the   wood*s  huge  recesses,  half- 

The    diin-oislfd   L-athedral,    whose    toll 

ligbtfd,  supply 
A  canvoii  where  Fancy  her  mad  hnjsb 

arches  spring 

Light,  Hinewy,  graceful,  firm -set  aa  the 

may  try. 

wing 

Blotting  in  giant  Hormn^  tbot  venture 

From  Michoers  white  ahonlder,  19  heWB 

not  down 

and  defaced 

Through  the  right-angled  streets  of  the 

By  iconoclast  axes  in  desperate  waste, 

hiisk,  wbittiwaohed  town, 

And  its  wrecks  soek  the  o(^eun  it  proph- 

But skulk  in  the  depths  of  the  measure- 

esied  long. 

lesa  u  God 

Cosaandradike,   crooning    its    raystioal 

Mid  the  Dark's  creeping  whispers  that 

song? 
Then  the  legends  go  with  them,  — ^  c?en 

currlle  the  blood, 

When  the  e^^e^  glonce^l  in  dread  o'or  tho 
shoulder,  may  drBoni, 

yet  on  the  ae» 

A  wild  virtne  la  left  in  the  touch  of  the 

Ere  it  shrinks  to  the  camp-tire's  compou- 

tree. 

ioniug  gleam, 

And    the    satlor'a   night  -  w&tchea    are 

That  it  Krtw  the  fierce  ghost  of  the  iLvd 

thriJlwl  to  the  core 

Man  eroueh  back 

With  tho  lineal  ot^priug  of  Odiir  and 

To  the  shroud  of  the  trse-titmk's  invin> 

Thor. 

dble  block;  — 

^ 
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There  the  old  shapes  crowd  thick  round 
the  pine-shadowed  camp» 

Which  shun  the  keen  gleam  of  the  schol- 
arly lamp, 

And  the  seed  of  the  legend  finds  true 
Norland  ground. 

While  the  border-tale  's  told  and  thft 
canteen  flits  round. 


A  CONTRAST. 

Tht  love  thou  sentest  oft  to  me, 
And  stiU  as  oft  1  thrust  it  back ; 

Thy  messengers  I  could  not  see 
in  those  who  everything  did  lack, 
The  poor,  the  outcast,  and  the  black. 

Pride  held  his  hand  before  mine  eyes. 
The  world  with  flattery  stuifed  mine 
ears; 
I  looked  to  see  a  monarch's  guise. 
Nor  dreamed  thy  love  would  knock 

for  years, 
Poor,  naked,  fettered,  full  of  tears. 

Yet,  when  I  sent  my  love  to  thee. 
Thou  with  a  smile  didst  take  it  in. 

And  entertain'dst  it  royally, 
Though  grimed  with  earth,  with  hun- 
ger thin. 
And  leprous  with  the  taint  of  sin. 

Kow  every  day  thy  love  I  meet, 
As  o'er  the  eartn  it  wanders  wide. 

With  weary  step  and  bleeding  feet. 
Still  knocking  at  ihe  heart  of  pride 
And  offering  grace,  though  still  de- 
nied. 


ITNOTIOK. 

Go!  leave  me.  Priest;  my  soul  would 
be 
Alone  with  the  consoler,  Death ; 
Far  sadder  eyes  than  thine  will  see 
This    crumbling   clay  yield    up    its 
breath ; 
These  shrivelled  hands  have  deeper  stains 

Than  holy  oil  can  cleanse  away, 
Hands  that  have  plucked  the  world's 
coarse  gains 
As  erst  they  plucked  the  flowers  of 
May. 

Call,  if  thou  canst,  to  these  gray  eyes 
Some  faith  from  youth's  Ixaditions 
wrung; 


This  fruitless  husk  which  dustward  dries 
Hath  been  a  heart  once,  hath  been 
young; 
On  this  bowed  head  the  awful  Past 
Once  laid  its  consecrating  hands ; 
The  Future  in  its  purpose  vast 
Paused,   waiting    my  supreme  com- 
mands. 

Bat  look!  whose   shadows   block  the 
door? 
Who  are  those  two  that  stand  aloof  f 
See  I  on  my  hands  this  freshening  gore 
Writes  o'er  again  its  crimson  proof ! 
My   looked-for    death-bed    guests   sre 
met; 
There  my  dead  Youth  doth  wring  its 
hands. 
And  there,  with  eyes  that  goad  me  yet, 
The  ghost  of  my  Ideal  stands ! 

God  bends  from  out  the  deep  and  says, 

"  I  gave  thee  the  mat  gift  of  lifo ; 
Wast  thou  not  call^  in  many  ways  f 

Are  not  my  earth  and  heaven  at  strife  f 
I  gave  thee  of  my  seed  to  sow, 

Bringest  thou  me  my  hundred-fold!" 
Can  I  look  up  with  face  aglow. 

And  answer,  "Father,  here  is  gold"  t 

I  have  been  innocent ;  God  knows 

When  first  this  wasted  life  began, 
Not  grape  with  grape  more  kindly  grows, 

Than  1  with  every  brother-man  : 
Now  here  1  gasp;  what  lose  my  kind. 

When  this  last  ebbing  breath  shall 
part? 
What  oands  of  love  and  service  bind 

This  being  to  a  brother  heart  ? 

Christ  still  was  wandering  o'er  the  earth 

Without  a  place  to  lay  nis  head ; 
He  found  free  welcome  at  my  hearth. 

He  shared  my  cup  and    broke  my 
bread: 
Now,  when  I  hear  those  steps  sublime, 

That  bring  the  other  world  to  this, 
My  snake-turned  nature,  sunk  in  slime. 

Starts  sideway  with  defiant  hiss. 

Upon  the  hour  when  I  was  bom, 
God  said,  *'  Another  man  shall  be," 

And  the  sreat  Maker  did  not  scorn 
Out  of  nimself  to  fashion  me ; 

He  sunned  me  with  his  ripoiing  looks, 
And  Heaven's  rich  instincui  in  me 
grew. 


THE  OAK. 
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4b  eft>itle88  M  woodknd  nooks 
Send  Tiolets  np  and  paint  them  blue. 

Yes,  I  who  now,  with  anpy  tears, 

Am  exiled  back  to  brutish  clod. 
Have  borne  unquenched  for  fourscore 
years 

A  spark  of  the  eternal  God ; 
And  to  what  end  ?    How  yield  I  back 

The  trust  for  such  high  uses  civen  ? 
Heaven's  light  hath  but  revealed  a  track 

Whereby  to  crawl  away  from  heaven. 

Men  think  it  is  an  awfbl  d^ht 

To  see  a  soul  just  set  adnft 
On  that  drear  voyage  from  whose  night 

The  ominous  shadows  never  lift ; 
But 't  is  more  awful  to  behold 

A  helpless  infant  newly  bom, 
Whose  little  hands  unconscious  hold 

The  keys  of  darkness  and  of  mom. 

Mine  held  them  once ;  I  flung  away 

Those  keys  that  might  have  open  set 
The  golden  sluices  of  the  day, 

But  clutch  the  keys  of  darkness  yet; 
I  hear  the  reapers  singing  go 

Into  God's  harvest;  I,  that  might 
With  them  have  chosen,  here  below 

Grope  Juddering  at  the  gates  of  night 

0  glorious  Youth,  that  once  wast  mine  1 

0  high  Ideal !  all  in  vain 
Ye  enter  at  this  ruined  shrine 

Whence  worship  no'er  shall  rise  again ; 
The  bat  and  owl  inhabit  here. 

The  snake  nests  in  the  sltar-stone. 
The  sacred  vessels  moulder  near. 

The  image  of  the  God  is  gone. 


THE  OAK. 

What  gnarled  stretch,  what  depth  of 
shade,  is  his ! 
There  needs  no  crown  to  mark  the 
forest's  king ; 
How  in  his  leaves  ontshines  fuU  sum- 
mer's bliss } 
Snn,  storm,  rain',  dew,  to  him  their 
tribute  hnuttf 
Which  he  with  men  benignant  royalty 
Accepts,  as  overpayeth  what  is  lent ; 
All  nature  seems  his  vassal  proud  to  be, 
And  cunning  only  for  his  ornament. 


How  towers  he,  too,  amid  the  billowed 
snows. 
An  unquelled  exile  from  the  summer's 
throne, 
Whose  plain,   uncinctured  front  more 
kingly  shows. 
Now  that  the  obscuring  courtier  leaves 
are  flown. 
His  boughs  make  music  of  the  winter 
air, 
Jewelled  with  sleet,  like  some  cathe- 
dral front 
Where  clinging  snow-flakes  with  quaint 
art  repair 
The  dints  and  furrows  of  time's  en- 
vious brant 

How  doth  his  patient  strength  the  rade 
March  wind 
Persuade  to  seem  glad  breaths  of  sum- 
mer breeze. 
And  win  the  soil  that  fain  would  be 
unkind. 
To  swell  his  revenues  with  proud  in- 
crease! 
He  is  the  gem;  and  all  the  landscape 
wide 
(So   doth  his   grandeur  isolate    the 
sense) 
Seems  but  the  detting,  worthless  all  be- 
side, 
An    empty    socket,    were   he   fallen 
thence. 

So,  from  oft  converse  with  life's  wintry 
miles, 
Should  man  leara  how  to  clasp  with 
tougher  roots 
The   inspiring   earth;    how    otherwise 
avails 
The  leaf-creating  sap  that  sunward 
shoots? 
So  every  year  that  fiEdls  with  noiseless 

Should  fill  old  scars  up  on  the  storm- 
ward  side, 
And  make  hoar  age  revered  for  age's 
sake, 

Not  for  traditions  of   youth's  leafy 
pride. 

So,  from  the  pinched  soil  of  a  churlish 
fate, 
Trae  hearts  compel  the  sap  of  stur- 
dier growth. 

So  between  earth  and  heaven  stand  sim- 
ply great. 
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Thftt  these  ahd\  seem  but  their  at- 
tendants both ; 
For  nature's  foroee  with  obedient  zeal 
Wait  on  the  rooted  faith  and  oaken 
wiU; 
As  quickly  the  pretender's  cheat  they 
feel, 
And  turn  mad  Pucks  to  flout  and 
mock  him  still 

Lord!  all  thy  works  an  lessons;  each 
contains 
Some  emblem  of  man's  all-containing 
soul; 
Shall  he  make  fruitless  all  thy  glorious 
pains, 
Delving  within  thy  grace  an  eyeless 
mole? 
Make  me  the  least  of  thy  Bodona-grove, 
Cause  me  some  message  of  thy  troth 
to  bring, 
Speak  but  a  word  through  me,  nor  let 
thy  love 
Among  my  boughs  disdain  to  perch 
and  sing. 


AMBROSE. 

Neyer,  surely,  was  holier  man 

Than  Ambrose,  since  the  world  lyegan ; 

With  diet  spare  and  raiment  thin 

He  shieldea  himself  from  the  father  of 

sin; 
With  bed  of  iron  and  scouigings  oft, 
His  heart  to  Ood's  hand  as  wax  made 

soft. 

Through  earnest  prayer  and  wntchings 

long 
He  sought  to  know  'tween  right  and 

wron^, 
Much  wrestlinc  with  the  blessed  Word 
To  make  it  yield  the  sense  of  the  Ijord, 
That  he  might  build  a  storm-proof  creed 
To  fold  the  flock  in  at  their  need. 

At  last  he  bnilded  a  periect  faith, 
Fenced  round  about  with  The  Lord  thus 

Mith: 
To  himself  he  fitted  the  doorwa/s  size, 
Meted  the  light  to  the  need  of  his  eyes, 
And  knew,  by  a  sure  and  inward  sign. 
That  the  work  of  his  fingers  was  divine. 

Then  Ambrose  said,  "All  those  shall  die 
The  eternal  death  who  believe  not  as  I "  ; 
And  some  were  boiled,  some  burned  in  fire, 


Some  sawn  in  tw«in,  that  hia  heaiVs 

desirsb 
For  the  good  of  men's  souls,  might  he 

satisfied 
By  the  drawing  of  all  to  the  righteous 

side. 

One  day,  as  Ambrose  was  seeking  the 

truth 
In  his  louely  walk,  he  saw  a  youth 
Resting  himself  in  the  shade  of  a  tree  ; 
It  had  never  been  granted  him  to  see 
So  shining  a  face,  and  the  good  man 

thought 
'T  were  pitv  he  should  not  believe  as  he 

ought. 

So  he  set  himself  by  the  young  man's 
side, 

And  the  state  of  his  soul  with  questions 
tried; 

But  the  heart  of  the  stranger  was  hard- 
ened indeed,       « 

Nor  received  the  stamp  of  the  one  trae 
creed ; 

And  the  spirit  of  Ambrose  waxed  sore  to 
find 

Such  features  the  porch  of  so  narrow  a 
mind. 

"  As  each  beholds  in  clond  and  fire 
The  shape  that  answers  his  own  desire, 
So  each/'  said  the  youth,  "  in  the  Law 

shall  find 
The  fifi^ure  and  fashion  of  bis  mind ; 
And  to  each  in  Ms  mercy  hath  God 

allowed 
His  several  pillar  of  fire  and  cloud." 

The  soul  of  Ambrose  burned  with  zeal 
And  holy  wrath  for  the  young  man's 

weal : 
"Believest  thou  then,  most  wretched 

youth," 
Cried  he,  "  a  diyidual  essence  in  Truth  t 
I  fear  me  thy  heart  is  too  cramped  with  sin 
To  take  the  Lord  in  his  glory  in.'* 

Now  there  bubbled  beside  them  where 

they  stood 
A  fountain  of  waters  sweet  and  good ; 
The  youth  to  the  streamlet's  brink  drew 

near 
Saying,     *' Ambrose,    thou    maker    of 

creeds,  look  henl" 
Six  vases  of  crystal  then  be  look, 
And  set  them  along  the  edge  of  the 

brook. 


Toup  eyes 
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''As  Into  these  vassels  the  water  I  pour, 
There  shall  one  hold  less,  another  moi'e. 
And  the  water  unchanged,  in  every  case, 
Shall  pat  on  the  figure  of  the  vase ; 
Q  thou,  who  would^  unity  make  through 

strife. 
Canst  thou  fit  this  sign  to  the  Water  ^f 

Life?" 

When  Ambrose  looked  up,  he  stood  alone, 
The  youth  and  the  stream  and  the  vases 

were  gone ; 
But  he  knew,  by  a  sense  of  humbled 

grace. 
He  had  talked  with  an  angel  face  to  face. 
And  felt  his  heart  change  inwardly. 
As  he  fell  on  his  knees  beneath  the  tree. 

ABOVH  A2n>  nOiOW. 


O  DWELLERS  in  the  valley-land. 

Who   in   deep   twilight   grope  and 
cower, 
Till  the  slow  mountain's  dial-hand 

Shorten  to  noon's  triumphal  hour. 
While  ye  sit  idle,  do  ye  think 

The  Lord's  great  work  sits  idle  too  ? 
That  light  dare  not  o'erleap  the  brink 

Of  mom,  because  't  is  dark  with  you  ? 

Though  yet  your  valleys  skulk  in  night. 

In  God's  ripe  fields  the  day  is  cried, 
And  reapen,  with  their  sickles  bright. 

Troop,  singing;  down  the  mountain- 
Me: 
Come  up,  and  feel  what  health  there  is 

In  the  frank  Dawn's  delighted  eyes. 
As,  bending  with  a  pitying  Kiss, 

The  night-shed  tears  of  Earth   she 
dries ! 

The  Lord  wants  reapers :  0,  mount  up. 

Before  night  comes,  and  says,  *'Too 
later     . 
Stay  not  for  taking  scrip  or  cup, 

The  Master  hungers  while  ye  wait ; 
'T  is  from  these  heights  alone  your  eyes 

The  advancing  spears  of  day  can  see, 
That  o'er  the  eastern  hlll-toiw  rise, 

To  break  your  long  captivity. 

II. 
Lone  watcher  on  the  mountain-height, 

It  is  riffht  precious  to  behold 
The  first  long  surf  of  climbing  light 

Flood  all  uie  thirsty  east  with  gold  ; 


But  \fe,  who  in  the  shadow  sit. 
Know  also  when  the  day  is  nigh. 

Seeing  thy  shining  forehead  lit 
With  his  inspiring  prophecy. 

Thou  hast  thine  office  ;  we  have  ours  ; 

Ood  lacks  not  early  service  here. 
But  what  are  thine  eleventh  hours 

He  counts  with  us  for  morning  cheer; 
Our  day,  for  Him,  is  long  enough. 

And  when  he  giveth  work  to  do, 
The  bruised  reed  is  amply  tough 

To  pierce  the  shield  of  enor  through. 

But  not  the  less  do  thou  aspire 

Light's  eai-lier  messages  to  preach  ; 
Keep  back  no  syllable  of  fire, 

Plunce  deep  the  rowels  of  thy  speech. 
Yet  God  deems  not  thine  aeried  sight 

More  worthy  than  our  twilight  dim ; 
For  meek  Obedience,  too,  is  Light, 

And  following  that  is  finding  Him. 


THE  CAPTIVE. 

It  was  past  the  hour  of  trysting, 
But  she  lingered  for  him  still; 

Like  a  child,  the  eager  streamlet 
Leaped  and  laughed  adown  the  hill, 

Happy  to  be  free  at  twilight 
From  its  toiling  at  the  milL 

Then  the  great  moon  on  a  sudden 

Ominous,  and  red  as  blood. 
Startling  as  a  new  creation. 

O'er  the  eastern  hill-top  stood. 
Casting  deep  and  deeper  shadows 

Through  the  mystery  of  the  wood. 

Dread  closed  vast  and  vague  about  her, 
And  her  thoughts  tum^  fearfully 

To  her  heart,  if  there  some  shelter 
From  the  silence  there  might  be. 

Like  bare  cedara  leaning  inland 
From  the  blighting  of  the  sea. 

Yet  he  came  not,  and  the  stillness 
Dampened  round  her  like  a  tomb ; 

She  could  feel  cold  eyes  of  spirits 
Looking  on  her  through  tne  gloom. 

She  could  hear  the  gropmg  footsteps 
Of  some  blind,  gigantic  doom. 

Suddenly  the  silence  wavered 
Like  a  light  mist  in  the  wind, 

For  a  voice  broke  gently  through  it, 
Felt  like  sunshine  by  the  blind, 
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And  the  dread,  like  mist  in  sonshine, 
Furled  serenely  from  her  mind. 

"  Once  my  love,  my  love  forever. 
Flesh  or  spirit,  still  the  same, 

If  I  failed  at  time  of  tnrsting. 
Deem  thou  not  my  /iuth  to  blame ; 

I,  alas,  was  made  a  captive. 
As  fh)m  Holy  Land  I  came. 

'*  On  a  green  spot  in  the  desert. 
Gleaming  like  an  emerald  star, 

Where  a  p3m-tree,  in  lone  silence, 
Yearning  for  its  mate  afar, 

Droops  above  a  silver  runnel. 
Slender  as  a  scimitar, 

"  There  thon  *lt  find  the  humble  postern 

To  the  castle  of  my  foe  ; 
If  thy  love  bum  clear  and  faithful. 

Strike  the  gateway,  green  and  low, 
Ask  to  enter,  and  the  wardei 

Surely  will  not  say  thee  no." 

Slent  again  the  aspen  silence, 
But  her  loneliness  was  o'er  ; 

l^ound  her  soul  a  motherly  patience 
Clasped  its  arms  forevermore ; 

From  her  heart  ebbed  back  the  sorrow. 
Leaving  smooth  the  golden  shore. 

Donned  she  now  the  pilsrim  scallop. 
Took  the  pilgrim  staffin  hand ; 

Like  a  cloud-shade,  flitting  eastward. 
Wandered  she  o'er  sea  and  land ; 

And  her  footsteps  in  the  desert 
Fell  like  cool  rain  on  the  sand. 

Soon,  beneath  the  palm -tree's  shadow. 
Knelt  she  at  the  postern  low ; 

And  thereat  she  knocked  full  gently, 
Fearing  much  the  warder's  no ; 

All  her  heart  stood  still  and  listened. 
As  the  door  swung  backward  slow. 

There  she  saw  no  surly  warder 
With  an  eye  like  bolt  and  bar  ; 

Through  her  soul  a  sense  of  music 
Throbbed,  and,  like  a  guardian  Lar, 

On  the  threshold  stood  an  angel. 
Bright  and  silent  as  a  star. 

Fairest  seemed  he  of  God's  seraphs, 

And  her  spirit,  lily-wise. 
Opened  when  he  turned  upon  her 

The  deep  welcome  of  his  eyes, 
Sending  upward  to  that  sunlight 

All  its  aew  for  sacrifice. 


Then  she  heard  a  voice  come  onward 
Singing  with  a  rapture  new. 

As  Eve  heard  the  songs  in  Eden, 
Dropping  earthwaiS  with  the  dew ; 

Well  sne  knew  the  happy  singer, 
Well  the  happy  song  She,  knew. 

Forward  leaped  she  o'er  the  threshold. 

Eager  as  a  glancing  surf ; 
Fell  from  her  the  spirit's  langnor. 

Fell  from  her  the  body's  scurf ; 
'Keath  the  palm  next  day  some  Arabs 

Found  a  corpee  upon  the  tori 


THE  BIRCH-TBBE. 

Rtfplino  through  thy  branches  goes 
the  sunshme. 

Among  thy  leaves  that  palpitate  for- 
ever ; 

Ovid  in  thee  a  pining  Nymph  had  pris- 
oned. 

The  soul  once  of  aome  tremulous  inland 
river. 

Quivering  to  tell  her  woe^  but,  ah  I 
dumb^  dumb  forever  1 

While  all  the  forest,  witched  with  slum- 
berous moonshine. 

Holds  up  its  leaves  in  happy,  happy 
stillness, 

Waiting  the  dew,  with  breath  and  pulse 
suspended, 

I  hear  afar  thy  whispering,  gleamy 
islands, 

And  track  thee  wakeful  still  amid  the 
wide-hung  silence. 

On  the  brink  of  some  wood-nestled  lak^ 

let, 
Thpr  foliage,  like  the  tresses  of  a  Dryad, 
Dnppine  round  thy  slim  white  etem, 

whose  shadow 
Slopes  quivering  down  the  water's  dusky 

quiet, 
Thon  shrink'st  as  on  her  bath's  edge 

would  some  startled  Naiad. 

Thon  art  the  go-between  of  rustic  lovers ; 
Thy  white  h^k  has  their  secrets  in  its 

keeping ; 
Reuben  writes  here  the  happy  name  of 

Patience, 
And  thy  lithe  boughj  hang  munnuring 

and  weeping 
Above  her,  as  she  steals  the  mystery 

from  thy  keeping 


AN   INTERVIEW   WHU  MILES  STANDISH. 
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Tliod  art  to  me  like  my  beloved  maiden, 
So  frankly  coy,  so  fall  of  trembly  oonfi- 

dences; 
Thy  shadow  scarce  seems  shade,  thy 

pattering  leaflets 
Sprinkle  their  gathered  sunshine  o*er 

my  senses, 
And  Nature  gives  me  all  her  sommer 

confidences. 

VThether  my  heart  with  hope  or  sorrow 
tremble, 

Thou  sympathizest  still ;  wild  and  un- 
quiet, 

I  fling  me  down ;  thy  ripple,  like  a  river, 

Flows  valleyward,  whm  fialmneiw  is, 
and  by  it 

My  heart  ia  floated  down  into  the  land 
of  quiet 


AK  INTBRyiEW  WITH  MILBS 
STANDISH. 

I  SAT  one  evening  in  mj  room. 

In  that  sweet  hour  or  twilight 
When  blended  thoughts,  hall  light,  half 
gloom, 

Throng  through  the  spirit's  skvlight ; 
The  flames  by  fits  curled  round  tne  bars, 

Or  up  the  chimney  crinkled, 
While  embers  dropped  like  falling  stars, 

And  in  the  ashes  tinkled. 

I  sat  and  mused ;  the  fire  burned  low. 

And,  o'er  my  senses  stealing, 
Crept  something  of  the  ruddy  glow 

That  bloomed  on  wall  and  celling ; 
Mypictures  (they  are  verjr  few. 

The  heads  of  ancient  wise  men) 
Smoothed  down  their  knotted  fronts, 
and  grew 

Az  rosy  as  excisemen. 

My  antique  high-backed  Spmish  chair 

Felt  thrills  tnrough  wood  and  leather, 
That  had  been  strangers  since  whilere, 

'Mid  Andalusian  heather. 
The  oak  that  built  its  sturdy  frame 

His  happy  arms  stretched*  over 
The  ox  wnose  fortunate  hide  became 

The  bottom's  polished  cover. 

It  came  out  in  that  fiunous  bark, 
That  brought  our  sires  intrepid. 

Capacious  as  another  ark 
For  furniture  decrepit ; 
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For,  as  that  saved  of  Inrd  and  beast 

A  pair  for  propagation, 
So  has  the  seed  of  these  increased 

And  furnished  half  the  nation. 

Kings  sit,  thev  say,  in  slippery  seats; 

But  those  slant  precipices 
Of  ice  the  northern  voyager  meets 

Less  slippery  are  than  this  is ; 
To  cling  tnei-ein  would  pass  the  wit 

Of  royal  man  or  woman. 
And  whatsoe'er  can  stav  in  it 

Is  more  or  less  than  human. 

I  offer  to  all  bores  this  perch, 

Dear  well-intentionea  people 
With  heads  as  void  as  week-day  church, 

Tongues  longer  than  the  steeple ; 
To  folks  with  missions,  whose  gaunt 
eyes 

See  golden  aces  rising,  — 
Salt  ofthe  earth  !  in  what  (|ueer  Guys 

Thou  'rt  fond  of  crystallizing  ! 

Mywonder,  then,  was  not  unmixed 

With  merciful  su^^^tion. 
When,  as  my  roving  eyes  ^w  fixed 

Upon  the  chair  in  question, 
I  saw  its  trembling  arms  enclose 

A  figure  grim  and  rusty, 
Whose  doublet  plain  and  plainer  hose 

Were  something  worn  and  dusty. 

Now  even  such  men  as  Nature  forms 

Merely  to  fill  the  street  with. 
Once  turned  to  ghostn  by  hungry  worms, 

Are  serious  things  to  meet  with  ; 
Your  penitent  spirits  are  no  jokes, 

Ana,  though  I  *m  not  averse  to 
A  quiet  shade,  even  they  are  folks 

One  cares  not  to  speak  first  to. 

Who  knows,  thought  I,  but  he  has  come, 

By  Charon  Idnalv  ferried. 
To  tell  me  of  a  mighty  sum 

Behind  my  wainscot  buried  f 
There  is  a  buocaneerish  air 

About  that  garb  outlandish  — 
Just  then  the  ghost  drew  up  his  chair 

And  saidi  "  My  name  is  Standiah. 

**  I  come  from  Plymouth,  deadly  bored 
With  toasts,  and  songs,  and  speeches, 

As  long  and  flat  as  my  old  sword, 
As  tnreadbare  as  iny  breeches  : 

They  understand  us  Pilgrims  I  they, 
Smooth  men  with  rosy  faces, 
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Strength's  kuott  and  gnark  idl  pared 
away, 
And  rarniiih  in  their  places ! 

' '  We  had  some  toughness  in  our  grain, 

The  eye  to  rightly  see  ns  is 
Not  lust  the  one  that  lights  the  brain 

Of  drawing-room  TyitBBUses : 
Thev  talk  aboat  their  Pilgrim  blood, 

Their  birthright  high  and  holy  ! 
A  mountain-stream  that  ends  in  mnd 

Hethinka  is  melancholy. 

"  He  had  stiff  knees,  the  Puritan, 

That  were  not  good  at  bending ; 
The  homespun  dignity  of  man 

He  thought  was  worth  defending ; 
He  did  not,  with  his  pinchbeck  ore^ 

His  country's  shame  forgotten. 
Gild  Freedom's  coflto  o'er  and  o  er, 

When  all  within  was  rotten. 

"  These  loud  ancestral  boasts  of  yours, 

How  can  they  else  than  rex  us  ? 
Where  were  your  dinner  orators 

When  slavery  grasped  at  Texas  ? 
Dumb  on  his  Imees  was  every  one 

That  now  is  bold  as  Cesar ; 
Mere  n^gs  to  hang  an  office  on 

Sttm  stalwart  men  as  these  are." 

"Good  sir,"  I  said,  "you  seem  much 
atinred; 

The  sacred  compromises  —  " 
"  Now  God  confound  the  dastard  word ! 

My  gall  thereat  arises : 
Northward  it  hath  this  sense  alone. 

That  yon,  your  conscience  blinding, 
Shall  bow  your  fool's  nose  to  the  stone, 

When  slavery  feels  like  grinding. 

"T  is  shame  to  see  such  painted  sticks 

In  Vane's  and  Winthrop's  places, 
To  see  your  spirit  of  Seventy-six 

Drag  humbly  in  the  traces, 
With  slavery's  lash  upon  her  back, 

And  herds  of  office-nolders 
To  shout  applause,  as,  with  a  crack, 

It  peels  her  patient  shoulders. 

"  JFe  forefathers  to  such  a  rout !  — 
No,  by  my  faith  in  God's  word ! " 

Half  rose  the  ghost,  and  half  drew  out 
The  ffhost  of  his  old  broadsword. 

Then  tnrnst  it  slowly  back  again. 
And  said,  with  reverent  gesture, 


"  No^  Freedom,  no  1  blood  should  not 
stain 
The  hem  of  thy  white  vesture. 

"  I  feel  the  soul  in  me  draw  near 

The  mount  of  prophesying ; 
In  this  bleak  wilderness  I  hear 

A  John  the  Baptist  crying ; 
Far  in  the  east  I  see  upleap 

The  streaks  of  first  forewarning. 
And  they  who  sowed  the  light  shul  reap 

The  golden  sheaves  of  morning. 

"  Child  of  our  travail  and  our  woe, 

Light  in  our  day  of  sorrow, 
Through  my  rapt  spirit  I  foreknow 

The  glory  of  thy  morrow; 
I  bear  ^^eal  steps,  that  tbrouffh  the  ahade 

Draw  nigher  still  and  ni^er, 
And  voices  call  like  that  ^ich  bade 

The  prophet  come  up  higher." 

I  looked,  no  form  mine  eyes  could  find, 

I  heard  the  red  cock  crowins. 
And  throiuh  my  window-dunks   the 

A  dismal  tune  was  blowinff ; 
Thought  I,  My  neighbor  Buckingham 

Hath  somewhat  in  him  gritty. 
Some  Pilgrim-stuff  that  bates  all  i>ham, 

And  he  will  print  my  ditty. 


OK  THB  CAPTURE  OF  FUGITIVE 
gLAVBB  NEAR  WASBDiQTOH, 

Look  on  who  will  in  apathy,  and  stifle 

they  who  can, 
The  sympathies,  the  hopes,  the  words, 

that  make  man  truly  man  ; 
Let  those  whose  hearts  are  dungeoned 

up  with  interest  or  wiA  ease 
Consent  to  hear  with  quiet  pulse  of 

loathsome  deeds  like  these  1 

I  first  drew  in  New  England's  air,  and 

from  her  hardy  breast 
Sucked  in  the  tyrant-hating  milk  that 

will  not  let  me  rest ; 
And  if  mv  words  seem  treason  to  the 

dullard  and  the  tame, 
T  is  but  my  Bay -State  dialect, — our 

fathers  spake  the  same  ! 

Shame  on  the  costly  mockery  of  piling 

stone  on  stone 
To  those  who  won  our  liberty,  the  heroes 

dead  and  gone, 
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While  we  look  coldly  on  and  see  law- 
shielded  ruffians  slay 

The  men  who  fain  would  win  their  own, 
the  heroes  of  to-day  1 

Are  we  pled^d  to  craven  silence  ?    0, 

fling  it  to  the  wind, 
The  parchment  wall  that  bars  us  from 

the  least  of  human  kind. 
That  makes  us  cringe  and  temporize, 

and  dumbl^r  stand  at  rest, 
While  Pity's  burning  flood  of  words  is 

red-hot  in  the  breast ! 

Though  we  break  our  fathers*  promise, 

we  have  nobler  duties  first ; 
The  traitor  to  Humanity  is  the  traitor 

most  accursed ; 
Man  is  more  than  Constitutions  ;  better 

rot  beneath  the  sod. 
Than  be  true  to  Church  and  State  while 

we  are  doubly  false  to  God  t 

We  owe  allegiance  to  the  State ;  bnt 

deeper,  truer,  more, 
To  the  sympathies  that  God  hath  set 

within  our  spirit's  core  ; 
Our  country  claims  our  fealty ;  we  grant 

it  so,  but  then 
Before    Man   made   us  citizens,  great 

Nature  made  us  men. 

He  'a  true  to  God  who 's  true  to  man ; 

wherever  wronff  is  done, 
To  the  humblest  and  tne  weakest,  'neath 

the  all-beholding  sun, 
That  wrong  is  also  done  to  us ;  and  they 

are  slaves  most  base, 
Whoee  love  of  right  is  for  themselves, 

and  not  for  all  their  race. 

Qod  works  for  all.  Ye  cannot  hem  the 
hope  of  being  free 

With  panllels  of  latitade,  with  moun- 
tain-range or  sea. 

Put  golden  padlocks  on  Truth's  lips,  be 
callous  as  ye  will, 

From  soul  to  soul,  o'er  all  the  world, 
leaps  one  electric  thrill. 

Chain  down  your  slaves  with  ignorance, 
ye  cannot  keep  apart, 

With  all  your  craft  of  tyranny,  the  hu- 
man heart  from  heart : 

When  first  the  PU^ms  landed  on  the 
Bay  State's  iron  shore, 

The  word  went  forth  that  slavery  should 
one  day  be  no  more. 


Out  from  the  land  of  bondage  't  is  de- 
creed our  slaves  shall  go. 

And  signs  to  us  are  offered,  as  erst  to 
rharaoh ; 

If  we  are  blind,  their  exodus,  like  Is- 
rael's of  yore. 

Through  a  Red  Sea  is  doomed  to  be, 
whose  surges  are  of  gore. 

'T  is  ours  to  save  our  brethren,  with 

peace  and  love  to  win 
Their  darkened  hearts  from  error,  ere 

they  harden  it  to  sin  ; 
But  if  before  his  duty  man  with  listless 

spirit  stands. 
Erelong  the  Great  Avenger  takes  the 

work  from  out  his  hands. 
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Dear  common  flower,  that  grow'st 
beside  the  way, 
Fringing  the  dusty  road  with  harmless 
gold. 
First  pledge  of  blithesome  May, 
Which  children  pluck,  and,  full  of  pride 
uphold. 
High-hearted    buccaneers,    o'eijoyed 
that  they 
An  Eldorado  in  the  grass  have  found. 
Which  not  the  rich  earth's  ample 
round 
May  match  in  wealth,  thou  art  more 

dear  to  me 
Than  all  the  prouder  summer-blooms 
maybe. 

Gold  such  as  thine  ne'er  drew  the 
Spanish  prow 
Through  tne  primeval  hush  of  Indian 
seas, 
Nor  wrinkled  the  lean  brow 
Of  age,  to  rob  the  lover's  heart  of  ease  ; 
'T  is  the  Spring's  largess,  which  she 
scatters  now 
To  rich  and  poor  alike,  with  lavish  hand. 
Though  most  hearts  never  under- 
stand 
To  take  it  at  God's  value,  but  pass  by 
The  oflfered  wealth  with  unrewarded 
eye. 

Thou  art  my  tropics  and  mine  Italy; 
To  look  at  thee  unlocks  a  warmer  clime ; 

The  eyes  thou  givest  me 
Are  in  the  heart,  and  heed  not  space  or 
time: 
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Not  in  mid  June  the  goldcn-cui- 

THE  GHOST-SEER. 

rassed  bee 

Feels  a  more  summer-like  warm  ravish- 

Ye who,  passing  graves  by  night, 

ment 

Glance  not  to  the  left  nor'right. 

1                 In  the  white  lily's  breezy  tent, 

Lest  a  spirit  should  aiise, 

Cold  and  white,  to  freeze  your  eyes, 

His  fragrant  Syboris,  than   1,  when 
first 

Some  weak  phantom,  which  your  doubt 
Shapes  upon  the  dark  without 

From  the  dark  green  thy  yellow  cir- 

cles burst. 

From  the  dark  within,  a  guess 
At  the  spirit's  deathlessness, 

Then  think  I  of  deep  shadows  on  the 

Which  ye  entertain  with  fear 

grass, 

In  your  self-built  dungeon  here. 

Of  meadows  where  in  sun  the  cattle 

Where  ye  sell  your  God-given  lives 

graze, 
Where,  as  the  breezes  pass. 

Just  for  gold  to  buy  you  gyves, — 
Ye  without  a  shudder  meet 

The  gleaming  rushes  lean  a  thousand 

In  the  city's  noonday  street, 
Spirits  sadder  and  more  dread 
Than  from  out  the  clay  have  fled, 

ways, 

Of  leaves  that  slumber  in  a  cloudy 

mass. 

Buried,  beyond  hope  of  light. 
In  the  body's  haunted  night ! 

Or  whiten  in  the  wind,  of  waters  blue 

That  from   the    distance    sparkle 

through 

See  ye  not  that  woman  pale  ? 

Some  woodland  gap,  and  of  a  sky 

There  are  bloodhounds  on  her  trail ! 

above, 

Bloodhounds  two,  all  gaunt  and  lean. 

Where  one  white  cloud  like  a  stray 

(For  the  soul  their  scent  is  keen,) 

lamb  doth  move. 

Want  and  Sin,  and  Sin  is  last, 
They  have  followed  far  and  fast ; 

My  childhood's  earliest  thoughts  are 

Want  gave  tongue,  and,  at  her  howl, 

linked  with  thee; 

Sin  awakened  with  a  erowl. 
Ah,  poor  girl !  she  had  a  right 

The  sight  of  thee  calls  back  the  robin's 

song. 

To  a  blessing  from  the  light ; 

Who,  from  the  dark  old  tree 

Title-deeds  to  sky  and  earth 

Beside  the  door,  sang  clearly  all  day 

God  gave  to  her  at  her  birth ; 
But,  before  they  were  enjoyed. 

long, 

And  I,  secure  in  childish  piety, 

Poverty  had  made  them  void. 

Listened  as  if  I  heard  an  angel  sing 

And  had  drunk  the  sunshine  up 

With  news  from  heaven,  which  he 

From  all  nature's  ample  cup. 
Leaving  her  a  first-bom's  share 

could  bring 

Fresh   every  day   to  my  untainted 

In  the  dregs  of  darkness  there. 

ears 

Often,  on  the  sidewalk  bleak,  • 

When  birds  and  flowers  and  I  were 

Hungry,  all  alone,  and  weak, 
She  has  seen,  in  night  and  storm, 

happy  peers. 

Rooms  o'erflow  with  firelight  warm, 

How  like  a  prodigal  doth  nature  seem. 

Which,  outside  the  window-glass, 

When  thou,  for  all  thy  gold,  so  common 

Doubled  all  the  cold,  alas  1 

artl 

Till  each  ray  that  on  her  fell 

Thou  teachest  me  to  deem 

Stabbed  her  like  an  icicle, 

More  sacredly  of  every  human  heart, 

And  she  almost  loved  the  wail 

Since  each  reflects  in  joy  its  scanty 

Of  the  bloodhounds  on  her  trail. 

gleam 

Till  the  floor  becomes  her  bier, 

Of  heaven,  and  could  some  wondrous 

She  shall  feel  their  pantings  near, 

secret  show. 

Close  upon  her  very  heels. 
Spite  of  all  the  din  of  wheels ; 
Shiverinp  on  her  pallet  T)oor, 
She  shall  hear  them  at  tne  door 

Did  we  but  pay  the  love  we  owe. 
And  with  a  child's  undoubting  wis- 

dom look 

On  all  these  living  pages  of  God's 

Whine  and  scratch  to  be  let  in. 

book. 

Sister  bloodhounds.  Want  and  Sin ! 

THE  GHOBT-SEER, 
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Hark !  that  rustle  of  a  dress, 

Stiff  with  lavish  costliness ! 

Here  comes    one  whose    cheek  would 

flush 
But  to  have  her  garment  brush 
'Gainst  the  girl  whose  fingei-s  thin 
Wove  the  weary  broidery  in, 
Bending  backward  from  her  toil. 
Lest  her  tears  the  silk  might  soil, 
And,  in  midnights  chill  and  murk, 
Stitchei  her  life  into  the  work. 
Shaping  from  her  bitter  thought 
Heart's-ease  aud  forget-me-not. 
Satirizing  her  despair 
With  the  emblems  woven  there. 
Little  doth  the  wearer  heed 
Of  the  heart-break  in  the  brede ; 
A  hyena  by  her  side 
Skulks,  down -looking,  —  it  is  Pride. 
He  digs  for  her  in  the  earth. 
Where  lie  all  her  claims  of  birth, 
With  his  foul  paws  rooting  o'er 
Some  long-buried  ancestor, 
Who,  perhaps,  a  statue  won 
By  the  ill  deeds  he  had  done. 
By  the  innocent  blood  he  shed, 
By  the  desolation  spread 
Over  happy  villages. 
Blotting  out  the  smile  of  peace. 

There  walks  Judas,  he  who  sold 
Yesterday  his  Lord  for  gold. 
Sold  God's  presence  in  his  heart 
For  a  proud  step  in  the  mart ; 
He  hath  dealt  in  flesh  and  blood ; 
At  the  bank  his  name  is  good ; 
At  the  bank,  and  only  there, 
'T  is  a  marketable  ware. 
In  his  eyes  that  stealthy  gleam 
Was  not  learned  of  sky  or  stream, 
But  it  has  the  cold,  hard  glint 
Of  new  dollars  from  the  mint. 
Open  now  your  spirit's  eyes, 
Look  through  that  poor  clay  disguise 
Which  has  thickened,  day  by  day, 
Till  it  keeps  all  light  at  bay,' 
And  his  soul  in  pitchy  gloom 
Gropes  about  its  narrow  tomb. 
From  whose  dank  and  slimy  walls 
Drop  by  drop  the  horror  falls. 
Look  !  a  serpent  lank  and  cold 
Hugs  his  spirit  fold  on  fold ; 
From  his  heart,  all  day  and  night. 
It  doth  suck  God's  blessed  light. 
Drink  it  will,  and  drink  it  must, 
Till  the  cup  holds  naught  but  dust; 
All  day  long  he  hears  it  hiss. 


Writhing  in  its  fiendish  bliss ; 
All  night  long  he  sees  its  eyes 
Flicker  with  foul  ecstasies. 
As  the  spirit  ebbs  away 
Into  the  absorbing  clay. 

Who  is  he  that  skulks,  afraid 
Of  the  trust  he  has  betrayed. 
Shuddering  if  perchance  &  gleam 
Of  old  nobleness  should  stream 
Through  the  pent,  unwholesome  room, 
Where    his    shrunk    soul    cowers   in 

gloom, 
Spirit  sad  beyond  the  rest 
By  more  instinct  for  the  best  ? 
T  is  a  poet  who  was  sent 
For  a  bad  world's  punishment, 
By  compelling  it  to  see 
Golden  glimpses  of  To  Be, 
By  compelling  it  to  hear 
Songs  tnat  prove  the  angels  near ; 
Who  was  sent  to  be  the  tongue 
Of  the  weak  and  spirit-wrung, 
Whence  the  fiery-winged  Despair 
In  men's  shrinking  eyes  might  flare. 
'T  is  our  hope  doth  fashion  us 
To  base  use  or  fflorious  : 
He  who  might  nave  been  a  lark 
Of  Tnith's  morning,  from  the  dark 
Raining  down  melodious  hope 
Of  a  freer,  broader  scope. 
Aspirations,  prophecies. 
Of  the  spirit's  full  sunrise, 
Chose  to  be  a  bird  of  night, 
That,  with  eyes  refusing  light, 
Hooted  from  some  hollow  tree 
Of  the  world's  idolatry. 
'T  is  his  punishment  to  hear 
Sweep  of  eager  pinions  near, 
And  his  own  vain  wings  to  feel 
Drooping  downwai-d  to  his  heel. 
All  their  grace  and  import  lost, 
Burdening  his  weary  ghost : 
Ever  walking  by  his  side 
He  must  see  his  angel  guide. 
Who  at  intervals  doth  turn 
Looks  on  him  so  sadly  stem, 
With  such  ever-new  surprise 
Of  hushed  anguish  in  her  eyes. 
That  it  seems  the  light  of  day 
From  around  him  shrinks  away, 
Or  drops  blunted  from  the  wall 
Built  around  him  by  his  falL 
Then  the  mountains,  whose  white  peaks 
Catch  the  morning's  earliest  streaks. 
He  must  see,  where  prophets  sit. 
Turning  east  their  faces  lit, 
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Whence,  with  footsteps  beautiful, 
To  the  earth,  yet  dim  and  dull, 
They  the  gladsome  tidings  bring 
Of  the  sunlight's  hastening : 
Never  can  these  hills  of  bliss 
Be  o'erclimbed  by  feet  like  his  ! 

But  enough !  0,  do  not  dare 
From  the  next  the  veil  to  tear, 
Woven  of  station,  trade,  or  dress, 
More  obscene  than  nakedness. 
Wherewith  plausible  culture  drapes 
Fallen  Nature's  jnyriad  shapes  ! 
I^et  us  rather  love  to  mark 
How  the  unextinguished  spark 
Still  gleams  through  the  thin  disguise 
Of  our  customs,  pomps,  and  lies, 
And,  not  seldom  blown  to  flame, 
Vindicate  its  ancient  claim. 


STUDIES  FOR  TWO  HEADS. 


Some  sort  of  heart  I  know  is  hers,  — 
I  chanced  to  feel  her  pulse  one  night ; 

A  brain  she  has  that  never  errs, 
And  yet  is  never  nobly  right ; 

It  does  not  leap  to  great  results. 
But,  in  some  corner  out  of  sight. 
Suspects  a  spot  of  latent  blight. 
And,  o'er  the  impatient  infinite. 

She  bargains,  haggles,  and  consults. 

Her  eye,  —  it  seems  a  chemic  test 

And  drops  upon  you  like  an  acid; 
It  bites  you  with  unconscious  zest. 

So  clear  and  bright,  so  coldly  placid  ; 
It  holds  you  quietly  aloof. 

It  holds,  — and  yet  it  does  not  win 
you; 
It  merely  puts  you  to  the  proof 

And  sorts  what  qualities  are  in  you  ; 
It  smiles,  but  never  brines  you  nearer. 

It  lights,  — her  nature  draws  not  nigh ; 
*T  Is  but  that  yours  is  growing  clearer 

To  her  assays  ;  —yes,  try  and  try, 

You  '11  get  no  deeper  than  her  eye. 

There,  you  are  classified  :  she's  gone 

Far,  far  away  into  herself; 
Each  with  its  Latin  label  on. 
Your  poor  components,  one  by  one, 

Are  laid  upon  their  proper  shelf 
In  her  compact  and  ordered  mind, 
And  what  of  you  is  left  l)ehind 
Is  no  more  to  her  than  the  wind ; 


In  that  clear  brain,   which,  day  and 
night. 
No  movement  of  the  heart  e'er  jostles. 
Her  friends   are   ranged    on    left    and 

right,  — 
Here,  silex,  hornblende,  sienite  ;  ^ 
There,  animal  remains  and  fossils. 

And  yet,  O  subtile  analyst. 
That  canst  each  property  detect  ^ 

Of  mood  or  grain,  that  canst  untwist 
Each  tangled  skein  of  intellect. 

And  with  tny  scalpel  eyes  lay  bare 

Each  n)ental  nerve  more  fine  than  air,  — 
0  brain  exact,  that  in  thy  scales 

Canst  weigh  the  sun  and  never  err, 
For  once  thy  patient  science  fails, 
One  problem  still  defies  thy  art ;  — 

Thou  never  canst  compute  for  her 

The  distance  and  diameter 
Of  any  simple  human  heart. 


Hear  him  but  speak,  and  you  will  feel 
The  shadows  of  the  Portico 

Over  your  tranquil  spirit  steal, 
To  modulate  all  joy  and  woo 
To  one  subdued,  subduing  glow  ; 

Above  our  squabbling  business-hours, 

Like  Phidian  Jove's,  his  beauty  lowers, 

His  nature  satirizes  ours  ; 
A  form  and  front  of  Attic  grace. 
He  shames  the  higgling  market-place, 

And  dwarfs  our  more  mechanic  powers. 

What  throbbing  verse  can  fitly  render 
That  face  so  pure,   so   trembling-ten* 
der? 

Sensation  glimmers  through  its  rest, 
It  speaks  unmanacled  by  words. 

As  full  of  motion  as  a  nest 
That  palpitates  with  unfledged  birds  ; 

'T  is  likest  to  Bethesda's  stream, 
Forewarned  through  all    its   thrilling 
sprines. 

White  with  the  angel's  coming  gleam. 
And  rippled  with  his  fanning  wings. 

Hear  him  unfold  his  plots  and  plans. 
And  larger  destinies  seem  man's  ; 
You  conjure  from  his  glowing  face 
The  omen  of  a  fairer  race  ; 
With  one  grand  trope  he  boldly  spans 

The  gulf  wherein  so  many  fall, 

'Twixt  possible  and  actual ; 
His  fiiftt  swift  word,  talaria-shod. 
Exuberant  with  conscious  God, 


I         I 


I         I 


L... 


ON  A  PORTRAIT  OF  DANTE.  —  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  CHILD. 


87 


Out  of  the  choir  of  planets  blots 
The  present  earth  with  all  its  spots. 

Himself  unshaken  as  the  sky, 
His  words,    like  whirlwinds,   spin  on 
high 

Systems  and  creeds  pellmell  together ; 
T  is  strange  as  to  a  deaf  man's  eye. 
While  trees  uprooted  splinter  by. 

The  dumb  turmoil  oi  stonny  weather  ; 

Less  of  iconoclast  than  shaper. 
His  spirit,  safe  behind  the  reach 
Of  the  tornado  of  his  speech, 

Bums  calmly  as  a  glowworm's  ta- 
per. 

So  great  in  speech,  but,  ah  !  in  act 

So  overrun  with  vermin  troubles, 
The  coarse,  sharp-cornered,  ugly  fact 

Of  life  collapses  all  his  bubbles  : 
Had  he  but  lived  in  Plato's  day. 

He  might,  unless  my  fancy  errs, 
Have  shared  that  golden  voice's  sway 

O'er  barefooted  philosophers. 
Our  nipping  climate  hardly  suits 
The  ripening  of  ideal  fruits  : 
His  theories  vanquish  us  all  summer. 
But    winter    makes    him    dumb    and 

dumber ; 
To  see  him  mid  life's  needful  things 

Is  something  painfully  bewildering  ; 
He  seems  an  angel  with  dipt  wings 

Tied  to  a  mortal  wife  ana  children, 
And  by  a  brother  seraph  taken 
In  the  act  of  eating  eg^  and  bacon. 
Like  a  clear  fountain,  nis  desire 

Exults  and  leaps  toward  the  light, 
In  every  drop  it  says  "Aspire ! " 

Striving  for  more  ideal  height ; 
And^as  the  fountain,  falling  thence. 

Crawls  baffled  through  the  common 
gutter. 
So,  from  his  speech's  eminence, 
He  shrinks  into  the  present  tense. 

Unkinged  by  foolish  bread  and  butter. 

Yet  smile  not,  worldling,  for  in  deeds 
Not  all  of  life  that 's  brave  and  wise 

„         is; 

He  strews  an  ampler  future's  seeds, 

*T  is  your  fault  if  no  harvest  rises  ; 
Smooth  back  the  sneer ;  for  is  it  naught 

That  all  he  is  and  has  is  Beauty's  ? 
Bv  soul  the  soul's  gains  must  be  wrought, 
The  Actual  claims  our  coarser  thought, 

The  Ideal  hath  its  higher  duties. 


ON  A  PORTRAIT  OF  DANTE  BY  GIOTTO. 

Can  this  be  thou  who,  lean  and  pale, 

With  such  immitigable  eye 
Didst  look  upon  those  writning  souls  iu 
bale. 

And  note  each  vengeance,  and  pass  by 
Unmoved,  save  when  thy  heart  by  chance 
Cast  backward  one  forbidden  glance, 

And  saw  Francesca,  with  child's  glee, 

Subdue  and  mount  thy  wild-horse  knee 
And  with  proud  hands  control  its  fiery 
prance  ? 

With  half-dix)oped   lids,   and   smooth, 
round  brow, 

And  eye  remote,  that  inly  sees 
Fair  Beatrice's  spirit  wandering  now 

In  some  sea-lulled  Hesperides, 
Thou  movest  through  the  jarring  street, 
Secluded  from  the  noise  of  feet 

Bv  her  gift-blossom  in  thy  hand. 

Thy    branch    of    palm    from    Holy 
Land; — 
No  trace  is  here  of  ruin's  fiery  sleet. 

Yet  there  is  something  round  thy  lips 

That  prophesies  the  coming  doom. 
The  soft,  gray  hemld-shadow  ere  the 
eclipse 
Notches  the  perfect  disk  with  gloom ; 
A  something  that  would  banish  thee, 
And  thine  untamed  pursuer  be. 

From  men  and  their  unworthy  fates. 
Though   Florence  had  not  shut  her 
gates. 
And  Grief  had  loosed  her  clutch  and  let 
thee  free. 

Ah !  he  who  follows  fearlessly 

The  beckonings  of  a  poet-neart 
Shall  wander,  and  without  the  world's 
decree, 
A  banished  man  in  field  and  mart ; 
Harder  than  Florence'  walls  the  bar 
Which  with  deaf  sternness  holds  him 
far 
From  home  and  friends,  till  death's 

release, 
And  makes  his  only  prayer  for  peace, 
Like  thine,  scarred  veteran  of  a  lifelong 
war! 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND'S  CHILO. 

Death  never  came  so  nigh  to  me  before. 
Nor  showed  me  his  mild  face :  oft  had  I 
mused 
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Of  calm  and  peace  and  gafe  foiigetful- 
ness. 

Of  folded  hands,  closed  eyes,  and  heart 
at  rest, 

And  slumber  sound  beneath  a  flowery 
turf, 

Of  faults  forgotten,  and  an  inner  place 

Kept  sacred  for  us  in  the  heart  of 
friends ; 

But  these  were  idle  fancies,  satistied 

With  the  mere  husk  of  this  gi-eat  mys- 
tery. 

And  dwelling  in  the  outward  shows  of 
things. 

Heaven  is  not  mounted  to  on  wings  of 
dreams. 

Nor  doth  the  unthankful  happiness  of 
youth 

Aim  thitherward,  but  floats  from  bloom 
to  bloom, 

With  earth's  warm  patch  of  sunshine 
well  content : 

T  is  sorrow  builds  the  shining  ladder  up. 

Whose  golden  rounds  are  our  calamities. 

Whereon  our  firm  feet  planting,  nearer 
God 

The  spirit  climbs,  and  hath  its  eyes  un- 
sealed. 

True  is  it  that  Death's  face  seems  stern 

and  cold, 
When  he  is  sent  to  summon  those  we 

love. 
But  all  God's  angels  come  to  us  dis- 


Sorrow  and  sickness,  poverty  and  death. 
One    after    other   lift    their    frowning 

masks. 
And  we  behold  the  seraph's  face  beneath. 
All  radiant  with  the  glory  and  the  calm 
Of  having  looked  upon  the  front  of  God. 
With  every  anguish  of  our  earthly  part 
The  spiiit's  sight  grows  clearer ;  this  was 

meant 
When  Jesus  touched  the  blind  man's 

lids  with  clay. 
Life  is  the  jailer.  Death  the  angel  sent 
To  draw  the  unwilling  bolts  and  set  us 

free. 
He  flings  not   ope  the    ivory  gate  of 

Rest,— 
Only  the  fallen  spirit  knocks  at  that,  — 
But  to  benigner  regions  beckons  us, 
To  destinies  of  more  rewarded  toil. 
In  the  hushed  chamber,  sitting  by  the 

dead, 
It  grates  on  us  to  hear  the  flood  of  life 


Whirl  rustling  onward,  senseless  of  ouz 

loss. 
The  bee  hums  on ;  around  the  blossomed 

vine 
Whirs    the   light  humming-bird;   the 

cricket  chiiiDS ; 
The  locust's  shriU  alarum  stings  the 

ear; 
Hard  by,  the  cock  shouts  lustily ;  from 

farm  to  farm, 
His  cheery  brothers,  telling  of  the  sun. 
Answer,  till  far  away  the  joyance  dies : 
We  never  knew  before  how  God  had 

filled 
The    summer    air    with    happy  living 

sounds ; 
All  round  us  seems  an  overplus  of  life. 
And  yet  the  one  dear  heart  lies  cold  and 

still 
It  is  most  strange,  when  the  great  mir- 
acle 
Hath  for  our  sakes  been  done,  when  we 

have  had 
Our  inwardest  experience  of  God, 
When  with  his  presence  still  the  room 

expands. 
And  is  awed  after  him,  that  naught  is 

changed. 
That  Nature's  face  looks    nnacknowl- 

edging. 
And  the  mad  world  still  dances  heedless 

on 
After  its  butterflies,  and  gives  no  sign. 
'T  is  hard  at  first  to  see  it  all  aright: 
In  vain  Faith  blows  her  trump  to  sum- 
mon back 
Her  scattei-ed  troop :  yet,  through  the 

clouded  glass 
Of  our  own  bitter  tears,  we  learn  to  look 
Uudazzled  on  the   kindness  of   God's 

face; 
Earth  is  too  dark,  and  Heaven  alone 

shines  through. 

It  is  no  little  thing,  when  a  fresh  soul 
And  a  fresh  heart,  with  their  unmeas* 

ured  scope 
For  good,  not  gravitating  earthward  yet, 
But  circling  in  diviner  periods. 
Are    sent  into    the  world, — no   little 

thing, 
When  this  unbounded  possibility 
Into  the  outer  silence  is  withdrawn. 
Ah,  in  this  world,  where  every  guiding 

thread 
Ends  suddenly  in  the  one  sure  centre^ 

death. 
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The  visionary  hand  of  Might-have-been 
.^^lone  can  fill  Desire's  cup  to  the  brim ! 

How  changed,  dear  friend,  are  thy  part 

and  thy  child's ! 
He  bends  above  thy  cradle  now,  or  holds 
His  warning  finger  out  to  be  thy  guide ; 
Thou  art  the  nursling  now ;  he  watches 

thee 
Slow  learning,  one  by  one,  the  secret 

things 
Which  are  to  him  used  sights  of  every 

day; 
He  smiles  to  see  thy  wondering  glances 

con 
The  grass  and  pebbles  of  the    spirit- 
world. 
To  thee  miraculous  ;  and  he  will  teach 
Thy  knees   their  due    observances   of 

prayer. 
Children  are  God's  apostles,  day  by  day 
Sent  forth  to  preach  of  love,  and  hope, 

and  peace ; 
Nor  hath  tny  babe  his  mission  left  un- 
done. 
To  me,  at  least,  his  going  hence  hath 

given 
Serener  thoughts  and  nearer  to  the  skies, 
And  opened  a  new  fountain  in  my  heart 
For  thee,  my  friend,  and  all :  and  0,  if 

Death 
More  near    approaches  meditates,  and 

clasps 
Even  now  some  dearer,  more  reluctant 

hand, 
God,  strengthen  thou  my  faith,  that  I 

may  see 
That 't  is  thine  angel,  who,  with  loving 

haste, 
Unto  the  service  of  the  inner  shrine. 
Doth  waken  thy  beloved  with  a  kiss. 


E  UK  y  DICE. 

Heaven's   cup   held   down  to   me  I 

drain. 
The  sunshine   mounts  and   spurs  my 

brain ; 
Bathing  in  grass,  with  thirsty  eye 
I  suck  the  last  drop  of  the  sky  ; 
With  each  hot  sense  I  draw  to  the  lees 
The  quickening  out-door  influences, 
And  empty  to  each  radiant  comer 
A  supernaculum  of  summer : 
Not,  Bacchus,  all  thy  grosser  juice 
Could  bring  enchantment  so  profuse. 


Though  for  its  press  each  grape-bunch  had 
The  white  feet  of  an  Oread. 

Through  our  coarse  art  gleam,  now  and 

then, 
The  features  of  angelic  men : 
'Neath  the  lewd  Satyr's  veiling  paint 
Glows  forth  the  Sibyl,  Muse,  or  Saint ; 
The  dauber's  botch  no  more  obscures 
The  mighty  master's  portraitures. 
And  who  can  say  what  luckier  beam 
The  hidden  glory  shall  redeem. 
For  what  chance  clod  the  soul  may  wait 
To  stumble  on  its  nobler  fate. 
Or  why,  to  his  unwarned  abode. 
Still  by  surprises  comes  the  God  ? 
Some  moment,  nailed  on  sorrow's  cross, 
May  mediate  a  whole  youth's  loss. 
Some  windfall  joy,  we  know  not  whence, 
Redeem  a  lifetime's  rash  expense. 
And,  suddenly  wise,  the  soul  may  mark. 
Stripped  of  their  simulated  dark. 
Mountains  of  gold  that  pierce  the  sky, 
Girdling  its  valleyed  poverty. 

I  feel  ye,  childhood's  hopes,  return, 
With  olden  heats  my  pulses  bum,  — 
Mine  be  the  self-forgetting  sweep, 
The  torrent  impulse  swift  and  wild. 
Wherewith  Taghkanic's  rockbom  child 
Dares  gloriously  the  dangerous  leap. 
And,  in  his  sky-descended  mood, 
Transmutes  each  drop  of  sluggish  blood. 
By  touch  of  bravery's  simple  wand. 
To  amethyst  and  diamond, 
Proving  himself  no  bastard  slip, 
But  the  true  granite-cradled  one. 
Nursed  with  the  rock's  primeval  drip^ 
The  cloud-embracing  mountain's  son ! 

Prayer  breathed  in  vain  !  no  wish's  sway 
Rebuilds  the  vanished  yesterday  ; 
For  plated  wares  of  Sheffield  stamp 
We  gave  the  old  Aladdin's  lamp  ; 
'T  is  we  are  changed  ;  ah,  whitner  went 
That  undesigned  abandonment, 
That  wise,  unquestioning  content. 
Which  could  erect  its  microcosm 
Out  of  a  weed's  neglected  blossom, 
Could  call  up  Arthur  and  his  peers 
By  a  low  moss's  clump  of  spears. 
Or,  in  its  shingle  trireme  launched. 
Where    Charles  in  some    green    inlet 

branched. 
Could  venture  for  the  golden  fleece 
And  dragon-watched  Hesperides, 
Or,  from  its  ripple-shattered  fate. 
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Ulysses'  chances  re-create  ? 
When,  heralding  life's  cvenr  phase, 
There  glowed  a  goddess-veiling  haze, 
A  plenteous,  forewarning  grace, 
like  that  more  tender  dawn  thisit  flies 
Before  the  full  moon's  ample  rise  ? 
Methinks  thy  parting  glory  shines 
Through  vonder  grove  of  singing  pines ; 
At  that  elro-vistfis  end  I  trace 
Dimly  thy  sad  leave-taking  face, 
Eurydice  I  Eurydice  1 
The  tremulous  leaves  repeat  to  me 
Eurydice  I  Eurydice  1 
No  gloomier  Orcus  swallows  thee 
Than  the  unclouded  sunset's  glow  ; 
Thine  is  at  least  Elysian  woe  ; 
Thou  hast  Good's  natural  decay. 
And  fadest  like  a  star  away 
Into  an  atmosphere  whose  shine 
With  fuller  day  o'ermasters  thine. 
Entering  defeat  as 't  were  a  shrine  ; 
For  us,  —  we  turn  life's  diary  o'er 
To  find  but  one  word,  —  Nevermore. 

SHE  CAME  AND  WENT. 

As  a  twig  trembles,  which  a  bird 
Lights  on  to  sing,  then  leaves  unbent. 

So  is  my  memory  thrilled  and  stirred ; — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

As  clasps  some  lake,  by  gusts  unriven. 
The  blue  dome's  measureless  content, 

So  my  soul  held  that  moment's  heaven ; — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 

As,  at  one  bound,  our  swift  spring  heaps 
The  orchards  fiill  of  bloom  and  scent. 

So  clove  her  May  my  wintry  sleeps  ;  — 
I  only  know  sne  came  and  went. 

An  angel  stood  and  met  my  gaze, 
»    Throagh  the  low  doorway  of  my  tout ; 
The  tent  is  struck,  the  vision  stays  ;  — 
I  only  know  she  came  and  went 

0,  when  the  room  grows  slowly  dim. 
And  life's  last  oil  is  nearly  spent. 

One  gush  of  light  these  eyes  will  brim, 
Omy  to  think  she  came  and  went 


THE  CHANGEUNO. 

I  HAD  a  little  daughter, 
And  she  was  ffiven  to  me 

To  lead  me  gently  backward 
To  the  Heavenly  Father's  knee, 


That  I,  by  the  force  of  nature, 
Miffht  in  some  dim  wise  divine 

The  aepth  of  his  infinite  patience 
To  this  wayward  soul  of  mine. 

I  know  not  how  others  saw  her. 

But  to  me  she  was  wholly  fair. 
And  the  light  of  the  heaven  she  came 
from 

Still  lingered  and  gleamed  in  her  hair; 
For  it  was  as  wavy  and  golden, 

And  as  many  changes  took, 
As  the  shadows  of  sun-gilt  lipples 

On  the  yellow  bed  of  a  brooL 

To  what  can  I  liken  her  smiling 

Upon  me,  her  kneeling  lover, 
How  it  leaped  from  her  lips  to  her  eye- 
lids. 

And  dimpled  her  wholly  over. 
Till  her  outstretched  hands  smiled  also, 

And  I  almost  seemed  to  see 
The  very  heart  of  her  mother 

Sending  sun  through  her  veins  to  me  ! 

She  had  been  with  us  scarce  a  twelve- 
month, 

And  it  hardly  seemed  a  day. 
When  a  troop  of  wandering  angels 

Stole  my  little  daughter  away ; 
Or  perhaps  those  heavenly  Ziugari 

But  loosed  the  hampenng  strings, 
And  when  they  bad  opened  her  cage- 
door, 

My  little  bird  used  her  wings. 

But  they  left  in  her  stead  a  changeling; 

A  little  ansel  child. 
That  seems  like  her  bud  in  full  blossom. 

And  smiles  as  she  never  smiled  : 
When  I  wake  in  the  mominff,  I  see  it 

Where  she  always  used  to  lie. 
And  I  feel  as  weak  as  a  violet 

Alone  'neath  the  awful  sky. 

As  weak,  yet  as  trustful  also  ; 

For  the  whole  year  long  I  see 
All  the  wonders  of  faithful  Nature 

Still  worked  for  the  love  of  me  ; 
Winds  wander,  and  dews  drip  earthward, 

Kain  falls,  suns  rise  and  set, 
Earth  whirls,  and  all  but  to  prosper 

A  poor  little  violet. 

This  child  is  not  mine  as  the  first  waa, 

I  cannot  sing  it  to  rest, 
I  cannot  lift  it  up  fatherly 

And  bliss  it  upon  my  breast ; 
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Yet  it  lies  in  my  little  one's  cradle 
And  sits  in  my  little  one's  chair, 

And  the  light  of  the  heaven  she 's  gone  to 
Transligures  its  golden  hair. 


THE  PIONEER. 

What  man  would    live  cofSned  with 
brick  and  stone, 
Imprisoned  from  the  healing  tonch  of 

air,    . 
And  cramped  with  selfish  landmarks 
everywhere, 
When  all  before  him  stretches,  furrow- 
less  and  lone. 
The  unmapped  prairie  none  can  fence 
or  own  ? 

What  man  would  read  and  read  the 
selfsame  faces. 
And,  like  the  marbles  which  the 

windmill  grinds, 
Rub  smooth  forever  with  the  same 
smooth  minds, 
This  year  retracing  last  year's,  every 
year's,  dull  traces. 
When  there  are  woods  and  un-pen- 
folded  spaces  ? 

What  man  o'er  one  old  thought  would 
pore  and  pore. 
Shut  like  a  EX)ok  between  its  covers 

thin 
For  eveiy  fool  to  leave  his  dogfs- 
ears  in, 
When  solitude  is  his,  and  God  forever- 
more, 
Just  for  the  opening  of  a  paltry  door? 

What  man  would  watch  life's  oozy 
element 
Creep  Letheward  forever,  when  he 

might 
Down  some  great  river  drift  beyond 
men's  sight. 
To  where  the  undethroned  forest's  royal 
tent 
Broods  with  its  hush  o'er  half  a  con- 
tinent ? 

What  man  with  men  would  push  and 

altercate, 
Pieciuff   out    crooked    means     to 

crooKed  ends. 
When  he  can  have  the  skies  ojid 

woods  for  friends. 


Snatch  back  the  rudder  of  his  nndis- 
mantled  fate. 
And  in  himself  be  ruler,  church,  and 
state? 

Cast  leaves  and  feathers  rot  in  last 
year's  nest. 
The  winged  brood,  flown  thence, 

new  dwellings  plan ; 
The  serf  of  his  own  Past  is  not  a 
man; 
To  change  and  change  is  life,  to  move 
and  never  rest ; — 
Not  what  we  are,  but  what  we  hope, 
is  best. 

The  wild,  free  woods  make  no  man 
halt  or  blind; 
Cities  rob  men  of  eyes  and  hands 

and  feet. 
Patching  one  whole  of  many  incom- 
plete; 
The  general  preys  upon  the  individual 
mind, 
And  each  alone  is  helpless  as  the  wind. 

Each  man  is  some  man's  servant; 
every  soul 
Is  by  some  other's  presence  quite 

discrowned ; 
Each  owes  the  next  through  all  the 
imperfect  round. 
Yet  not  with  mutual  help ;  each  man  is 
his  own  goal. 
And  the  whole  earth  must  stop  to  pay 
him  toll. 

Here,  life  the  undiminished  man  de- 
mands; 
New  faculties  stretch  out  to  meet 

new  wants ; 
What  Nature  asks,  that  Nature  also 
grants; 
Here  man  is  lord,  not  drudge,  of  eyes 
and  feet  and  hands. 
And  to  his  life  is  knit  with  hourly 
bands. 

Come  out,  then,  from  the  old  thoughts 
and  old  ways. 
Before  you  harden  to  a  crjrstal  cold 
Which  the  new  life  can  shatter,  but 
not  mould ; 
Freedom  for  you  still  waits,  still,  look- 
ing backward,  stays, 
But  widens    still    the    irretrievable 
space. 
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LOKOIKO. 

There  seemed  no  strength  in  the  dumb 
toUer's  tears. 

Of  all  the  myriad  moods  of  mind 

Ko  strength  in  suffering ;  but  the  Past 

That  through  the  soul  come  thronging, 
Which  one  was  e'er  so  dear,  so  kind, 

was  strong : 

The  brute  despair  of  trampled  centuries 

So  beautiful  as  Longing? 

Leaped  up  with  one  hoarse  yell  and 

The  thing  we  long  for,  that  we  are 

snapped  its  bands, 
Groped  for  its  right  with  homy,  cal- 

For  one  transcendent  moment. 

Before  the  Present  poor  and  bare 

lous  hands, 

Can  make  its  sneering  comment 

And  stared  around  for  God  with  blood- 
shot eyes. 

Still,  through  our  paltry  stir  and  strife. 

What  wonder  if  those  palms  were  all 

Glows  down  the  wished  Ideal, 

too  hard 

And  Lon^g  moulds  in  clav  what  Life 
Carves  m  the  marble  Real ; 

For  nice  distinctions,— if  that  msnad 
throng — 
They  whose  tnick  atmosnhere  no  bard 
Had  shivered  with  the  lightning  of  his 

To  let  the  new  life  in,  we  know. 

Desire  must  ope  the  portal ; 
Perhaps  the  longing  to  oe  so 
Helps  make  the  soul  immortal. 

song, 
Brutes  with  the  memories  and  desires 

of  men, 
Whose  chronicles  were  writ  with  iron 

Longing  is  God's  fresh  heavenward  will 

With  our  poor  earthward  striving ; 
We  quench  it  that  we  may  be  still 

pen. 

In  the  crooked  shoulder  and  the 

Content  with  merely  living; 
Bat,  would  we  learn  that  heart's  full 

forehead  low. 

Set  wrong  to  balance  wrong, 

1 

scope 

And  physicked  woe  with  woe  t 

Which  we  are  honrlv  wronging, 
Our  lives  must  climb  m)m  hope  to  hope 

II. 

And  realize  our  longing. 

They  did  as  they  were  taught ;  not  theirs 

the  blame, 
If  men  who  scattered  firebrands  reaped 

Ah !  let  us  hope  that  to  our  praise 

Good  God  not  only  reckons 

the  flame :  • 

The  moments  when  we  tread  His  ways, 

They  trampled   Peace  beneath  their 

But  when  the  spirit  beckons,  — 

savage  feet, 

That  some  slight  ^;ood  is  also  wrought 
Beyond  sel^satisfaction, 

And  by  her  golden  tresses  drew 
Meroy  along   the   pavement   of  the 

When  we  are  simply  good  in  thought. 

street 

Howe'er  we  fail  in  action. 

0  Freedom  I  Freedom !  is  thy  morning- 
dew 
So  gory  red?    Alas,  thy  light  had 

ODE  TO  FRANCE. 

neer 
Shone  in  upon  the  chaos  of  their 

FEBRUARY,  1848. 

lair! 

I. 

They  reared  to  thee  such  symbol  as  they 
knew, 
And  worshipped  it  with  flame  and 

As,  flake  by  flake,  the  beetling  ava- 

lanches 

blood. 

BuUd  up  their   imminent   crags  of 

A  Vengeance,   axe  in   hand,  that 

noiseless  snow. 

stood 

Till  some  chance  thrill  the  loosened  ruin 
launches 

Holding  a  tyrant's  head  up  by  the  clot- 
ted hair. 

In  unwarned  havoc  on  the  roofs  be- 

low, 

III. 

Bo  grew  and  gathered  through  the  silent 

What   wrongs  the  Oppressor  suffered. 

years 

these  we  know ; 

The  madness  of  a  People,  wrong  by 

These  have  found  piteous  voice  in  song 

wrong. 

and  prose ; 
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Bat  for  the  Oppressed,  their  darkness 
and  their  woe. 
Their  grinding  centuries,  — what  Muse 
had  those  ? 
Though  hall  and  palace  had  nor  eyes 
nor  ears, 
Hardening  a  people's  heart  to  senseless 
stone; 
Thou    knewest    them,   0    Earth,   that 
drank  their  tears, 
0  Heaven,  that  heard  their  inarticu- 
late moan  I 
They  noted  down  their  fetters,  link  by 

link  ; 
Coarse  was  the  hand  that  scrawled,  and 
red  the  ink  ; 
Rude  was  their  score,  as  suits  unlet- 
tered men, 
Notched  with  a  headsman's  axe  upon 

a  block  : 
What  marvel  if,  when  came  the  aveng- 
ing shock, 
'Twas    At<^   not    Urania,   held    the 
pen  ? 

IV. 

With  eye  averted,  and  an  anguished 
frown, 
Loathingly  glides  the  Muse  through 
scenes  of  strife. 
Where,  like  the  heart  of  Vengeance  up 
and  down, 
Throbs  in  its  framework  the  blood- 
muffled  knife ; 
Slow  are  the  steps  of  Freedom,  but  her 
feet 
Turn  never  backward  :  hers  no  bloody 
glare; 
Her  light  is  calm,  and  innocent,  and 
sweet, 
And  where  it  enters  there  is  no  de- 
'  spair : 
Not  first  on  palace  and  cathedral  spire 
Quivers  and  gleams  that  unconsuming 
fire  ; 
While  these  stand  black  against  her 
morning  skies. 
The  peasant  sees  it  leap  from  peak  to 
peak 
Along  his  hills  ;  the  craftsman's  burn- 
ing eyes 
Own  with  cool  tears  its  influence  mother- 
meek  ; 
It  lights  ^e  poet's  heart  up  like  a 

star ;     . 
Ah  !  while  the  tyrant  deemed  it  still 
afar. 


And  twined  with  golden   threads  his 
fntile  snare, 
That  swift,  convicting  glow  all  round 
him  ran ; 
'T  was  close  beside  him  there. 
Sunrise  whose  Memuon  is  the  soul  of 
man. 

V. 

0  Broker-King,  is  this  thy  wisdom's 
fruit? 
A  dynasty  plucked  out  as  'twere  a 

weed 
Grown  rankly  in  a  night,  that  leaves 
no  set^l! 
Could  eighteen  years  strike  down  no 
deeper  root  ? 
But  now  thy  vulture  eye  was  turned 
on  Spain ; 
A  shout  fram  raris,  and  thy  crown  falls 
off, 
Thy  race  has  ceased  to  reign, 
And  thou  be(;ome  a  fugitive  and  scoff : 
Slippeiy  the  feet  that  mount  by  stairs 
of  gold. 
And  weakest  of  all  fences  one  of  steel ; 
Go  and  keep  school  again  like  him  of 
old. 
The  Syracusan  tyrant;  —  thou  mayst 

feel 
Royal  amid  a  birch-swayed  commonweal ! 

VI. 

Not  long  can  he  be  ruler  who  allows 
His  time  to  run  before  him ;  thou 
wast  nau£fht 
Soon  as  the  strip  of  gold  about  thy  brows 
Was  no  more  emblem  of  the  People's 
thought : 
Vain  were  thy  bayonets  against  the  foe 
Thou  hadst  to  cope  with  ;  thou  didst 
wage 
War  not  with  Frenchmen  merely  ;  — no, 
Thy  strife  was  with  the  Spirit  of  the 
Age, 
The  invisible  Spirit  whose  first  breath 
divine 
Scattered  thy  frail  endeavor. 
And,    like    poor    last    year's    leaves, 
whirled  thee  and  thine 
Into  the  Dark  forever  I 


Is 


VII. 

triumph  f 


Nay,   what 


here    no 
though 

The  yellow  blood  of  Trade  meanwhile 
should  pour 
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Along  its  aiteries  a  shrunken  flow, 
And  the  idle  canvas  droop  around  the 
shore? 
These  do  not  make  a  state. 
Nor  keep  it  great ; 
I  think  God  made 
The  earth  for  man,  not  trade ; 
And  where  each  humblest  human  crea- 
ture 
Can  stand,  no  more  suspicious  or  afraid, 
Erect  and  kingly  in  his  riglit  of  nature, 
To  heaven  and  earth  knit  with  harmo- 
nious tics,  — 
Where  1  behold  the  exultation 
Of  manhood  glowing  in  those  eyes 
That  had  been  dark  for  ages. 
Or  only  lit  with  bestial  loves  and 


There  I  behold  a  Nation  : 

The  France  which  lies 
Between  the  Pyrenees  and  Rhine 
Is  the  least  part  of  France  ; 
I  see  her  rather  in  the  soul  whose  shine 
Burns  through  the  craftsman's  giimy 
countenance. 
In  the  new  energy  divine 
Of  Toil's  enfranchised  glance. 

VIII. 

And  if  it  be  a  dream. 
If  the  great  Future  be  the  little  Past 
'Neath  a  new  mask,  which  drops  and 

shows  at  last 
The  same  weird,  mocking  face  to  balk 
and  blast, 
Yet,  Muse,  a  bladder  measure  suits  the 
uieme. 
And  the  Tyrtsean  harp 
Loves  notes  more  resolute  and 
sharp. 
Throbbing,  as  throbs  the  bosom,  hot 
and  fast : 
Such  visions  are  of  morning, 
Theire  is  no  vague  forewarning. 
The  dreams  which  nations  dream  come 
true. 
And  shape  the  world  anew  ; 
If  this  be  a  sleep, 
Make  it  lonfi^,  make  it  deep, 
0  Father,  who  sendest  the  harvests  men 
reap ! 
While  Labor  so  sleepeth. 
His  sorrow  is  gone. 
No  longer  he  weepeth. 
But  smileth  and  steepeth 

His  thoughts  in  the  dawn  ; 
Hf  heareth  Hope  yonder 


Rain,  lark-like,  her  fancies. 
His  dreaming  hands  wander 

Mid  heart*8-ease  and  pansies  ; 
**  'T  is  a  dream  !  *T  is  a  vision  !* 

Shrieks  Mammon  aghast ; 
"  The  day's  broad  derision 

Will  chase  it  at  last ; 
Ye  are  mad,  ye  have  taken 
A  slumbering  kraken 

For  firm  land  of  the  Past  I  " 
Ah  !  if  he  awaken, 

God  shield  us  all  then. 
If  this  dream  rudely  shaken 

Shall  cheat  him  again  ! 


Since  first  I  heard  our  North-wind 

blow, 
Since  first  I  saw  Atlantic  throw 
On  our  grim   rocks  his  thunderous 

snow, 
I  loved  thee,  Freedom  ;  as  a  boy 
The  rattle  of  thy  shield  at  Marathon 
Did  with  a  Grecian  joy 
Through  all  my  pulses  run  ; 
But  I  have  learned  to  love  thee  now 
Without  the  helm  upon  thy  gleaming 
brow, 
A  maiden  mild  and  undefiled 
Like  her  who  bore  the  world's  redeem- 
ing child ; 
And  surely  never  did   thine  altara 

glance 
With  purer  fires  than  now  in  France ; 
While,  in  their  clear  white  flashes, 
Wrong's  shadow,  backwai-d  cast. 
Waves  cowering  o'er  the  ashes 

Of  the  dead,  blaspheming  Past, 
O'er  the  shapes  of  fallen  giants, 
His  owTi  unburied  brood. 
Whose  dead  hands  clench  defiance 

At  the  overpowering  Good  : 
And  down  the  happy  mture  runs  a  flood 

Of  prophesying  light ; 
It  shows  an  Earth  no  longer  stained 

with  blood. 
Blossom  and  frait  where  now  we  see  the 
bud 
Of  Brotherhood  and  Right. 

ANTI-APIS. 

Praisest  Law,  friend  ?  We,  too,  love  it 
much  as  they  that  love  it  best ; 

'T  is  the  deep,  august  foundation,  where- 
on Peace  and  Justice  rest; 


"  Since  first  I  saw  Atlantic  throw 
On  our  fierce  rocks  his  thunderous  snow. ' 
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On  the  rock  primeval,  hidden  in  the 

Past  its  bases  be, 
Block  by  block  the  endeavoring  Ages 

built  it  up  to  what  we  see. 

But  dig  down :  the  Old  unbury  ;  thou 

shalt  find  on  every  stone 
That  each  Age  hath  carved  the  symbol 

of  what  god  to  them  was  known. 
Ugly  shapes  and  brutish  sometimes,  but 

the  fairest  that  they  knew  ; 
If  their  sight  were  dim  and  earthward, 

yet  their  hope  and  aim  were  true. 

Surely  as  the  unconscious  needle  feels 
the  far-off  loadstar  draw, 

So  strives  every  gracious  nature  to  at- 
one itself  with  law ; 

And  the  elder  Saints  and  Sages  laid  their 
pious  framework  right 

By  a  theocratic  instinct  covered  from  the 
people's  sight. 

As  their  gods  were,  so  their  laws  were  ; 

Thor  the  strong  could  reave  and 

steal, 
So  through  many  a  peaceful  inlet  tore  the 

Norseman's  eager  keel ; 
But  a  new  law  came  when  Thrist  came, 

and  not  blameless,  as  before. 
Can  we,  paying  him  our  lip-tithes,  give 

our  lives  and  faiths  to  Thor. 

Law  is  holy  :  ay,  but  what  law  f  Is  there 
nothing  more  divine 

Than  the  patched-up  broils  of  Congress, 
venal,  full  of  meat  and  w^ine  ? 

Is  there,  say  you,  nothing  higher? 
Nauffht,  God  save  us  1  that  tran- 
scends 

Laws  of  cotton  texture,  wove  by  vulgar 
men  for  vulgar  ends  ? 

Did  Jehovah  ask  their  counsel,  or  sub- 
mit to  them  a  plan, 

Ere  he  filled  with  loves,  hopes,  longings, 
this  aspiring  heart  of  man  ? 

For  their  eaict  does  the  soul  wait,  ere  it 
swing  round  to  the  pole 

Of  the  true,  the  free,  the  God-willed,  all 
that  makes  it  be  a  soul  ? 

Law  is  holy ;  but  not  your  law,  ye  who 

keep  the  tablets  whole 
While  ye  dash  the  Law  to  pieces,  shatter 

it  in  life  and  soul ; 


Bearing  up  the  Ark  is  lightsome,  golden 

Apis  nid  within, 
While  we  Levites  share  the  offerings, 

richer  by  the  people's  sin. 

Give  to  Casar  what  is  Cresar's?  yes,  but 
tell  me,  if  you  can, 

Is  this  superscription  Ceesar's  here  upon 
our  brother  man  ? 

Is  not  here  some  other's  image,  dark  and 
sullied  though  it  be. 

In  this  fellow-soul  that  worships,  strug- 
gles Godward  even  as  we  ? 

It  was  not  to  such  a  future  that  the  May- 
flower's prow  was  turned ; 

Kot  to  such  a  faith  the  martyrs  clung, 
exulting  as  they  burned ; 

Not  by  such  laws  are  men  fashioned, 
earnest,  simple,  valiant,  great 

In  the  household  virtues  whereon  rests 
the  unconquerable  state. 

Ah  I  there  is  a  higher  gospel,  overhead 

the  God-roof  springs. 
And  each  glad,  obedient  planet  like  a 

golden  shTittle  sings 
Through  the  web  which  Time  is  wea^Hng 

in  his  never-resting  loom. 
Weaving  seasons  many-colored,  bringing 

prophecy  to  doom. 

Think  you  Truth  a  farthing  nishlight, 
to  be  pinched  out  when  you  will 

With  your  deft  official  fingers,  and  your 
X>oliticians'  skill  ? 

Is  your  God  a  wooden  fetish,  to  be  hid- 
den out  of  sight 

That  his  block  eyes  may  not  see  you  do 
the  thing  that  is  not  right  ? 

But  the  Destinies  think  not  so ;  to  their 

judgment-chamber  lone 
Comes  no  noise  of  popular  clamor,  there 

Fame's  trumpet  is  not  blown ; 
Your  majorities  they   reck    not;    that 

you  grant,  but  then  you  say 
That  you  differ  with  them  somewhat, — 

which  is  stronger,  you  or  they  ? 

Patient  are  they  as  the  insects  that  build 

islands  in  the  deep ; 
They  hurl  not  the  bolted  thunder,  but 

their  silent  way  they  keep ; 
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Where  they  have  been  that  we  know  ; 

where  empires  towered  that  were  not 

just; 
Lo !  the  skulking  wild  fox  scratches  in  a 

little  heap  of  dust. 


1851. 


A  PARABLE. 


Said  Christ  our  Lord,  **I  will  ao  and  see 
How  the  men,  my  brethren,  believe  in 

me." 
He  passed  not  again  through  the  gate  of 

birth. 
But  made  himself  kno>vn  to  the  children 

of  earth. 

Then  said  the  chief  priests,  and  rulers, 

and  kings, 
"  Behold,  now,  the  Giver  of  all  good 

things ; 
Go  to,  let  us  welcome  with  pomp  and 

state 
Him  who  alone  is  mighty  and  great." 

"With  carpets  of  gold  the  ground  they 


Wherever  the  Son  of  Man  should  tread, 
And  in  ualace-chambers  lofty  and  rare 
They  longed  him,  and  served  him  with 
kiugly  fare. 

Great  ora^ans  surged  through  arches  dim 
Their  jubilant  floods  in  praise  of  him  ; 
And  in  church,  and  palace,  and  judg- 
ment-hall, 
He  saw  his  own  image  high  over  all 

But  still,  wherever  his  steps  they  led, 
The  Lord  in  sorrow  lient  down  his  hetid, 
And  from  under  the  heavy  foundation- 
stones, 
The  son  of  Mary  heard  bitter  groans. 

And  in  church,  and  palace,  and  judg- 
ment-hall, 

He  marked  great  fissures  that  rent  the 
wall. 

And  opened  wider  and  yet  more  wide 

As  the  living  foundation  heaved  and 
sighed. 

."Have  ye  founded  your  thrones  and 

altars,  then. 
On  the  bodies  and  souls  of  living  men  ? 
And  think  ye  that  building  shall  endure, 
Which  shelters  the  noble  and  crushes  the 

IKjor? 


**  W^ith  gates  of  silver  and  bars  of  gold 
Ye  have  fenced  my  sheep  from  their 

Father's  fold ; 
1  have  heard  the  dropping  of  their  tears 
In  heaven  these  eighteen  hundred  years." 

"  O  Lord  and  Master,  not  ours  the  guilt. 
We  build  but  as  our  fathers  built ; 
Behold  thine  images,  how  they  stand. 
Sovereign  and  sole,  through  all  our  land. 

"Our  task  is  hard,—  with  sword  and 

flame 
To  hold  thine  earth  forever  the  same. 
And  with  sharp  crooks  of  steel  to  keep 
Still,  as  thou  leftest  them,  thy  sheep. ' 

Then  Christ  sought  out  an  artisan, 
A  low-brewed,  stunted,  haggard  man, 
And  a  motherless  girl,  whose  fingei-s  thin 
Pushed  from  her  faintly  want  and  sin. 

These  set  he  in  the  midst  of  them. 

And  as  they  drew  back  their  garment- 
hem. 

For  fear  of  defilement,  "  Lo,  here,"  said 
he, 

"  The  images  ye  have  made  of  me  !" 


ODE 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  CELEBRATION  OF 
THE  INTKODirCTION  OF  THE  COCHIT- 
UATE  WATER  INTO  THE  CITY  OF 
BOSTON. 

My  name  is  Water  :  I  have  sped 
Through  strange,  dark  ways,  untried 
before. 

By  pure  desire  of  friendship  led, 
Cochituate's  ambassador ; 

He  sends  four  royal  gifts  by  me : 

Long  life,  health,  peace,  and  purity. 

I  'm  Ceres'  cup-bearer  ;  I  pour, 
For  flowers  and  fruits  ana  all  their  kin. 

Her  crystal  vintage,  from  of  yore 
Stored  in  old  Earth's  selectest  bin, 

Flora's  Falemian  ripe,  since  God 

The  wine-press  of  the  deluge  trod. 

In  that  far  isle  whence,  iron-willed, 
The  New  World's  mres  their  bark 
unmoored. 

The  fairies'  acorn-cups  I  fiUetl 
Ui>on  the  toadstooVs  silver  board, 


I        I 


I         I 


I         ' 


I         I 


!     I 
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And,  'neath  Heme's  oak,  for  Shake- 
speare's siffht, 

Strewed  moss  and  grass  with  diamonds 
bright 

No  fairies  in  the  Mayflower  came, 
And,  lightsome  as  1  sparkle  here. 

For  Mother  Bay  State,  busy  dame, 
I  'ye  toiled  and  drudged  this  many  a 
year, 

Throbbed  in  her  engines  iron  veins. 

Twirled  myriad  spindles  for  her  gains. 

I,  too,  can  weave  :  the  warp  I  set 
Through  which  the  sun  his  shuttle 
throws, 

And,  bright  as  Noah  saw  it,  yet 
For  you  the  arching  rainbow  glows, 

A  sight  in  Paradise  denied 

To  un fallen  Adam  and  his  bride. 

When  Winter  held  me  in  his  grip, 
You  seized  and  sent  me  o'er  the  wave, 

Ungrateful !  in  a  prison-ship  ; 
fiut  I  forgive,  not  long  a  slave, 

For,  soon  as  summer  south-winds  blew, 

Homeward  I  fled,  disguised  as  dew. 

For  counties^  services  I  'm  fit. 
Of  use,  of  pleasure,  and  of  gain, 

But  lightly  from  all  bonds  I  flit. 
Nor  lose  my  mirth,  nor  feel  a  stain  ; 

From  mill  and  wash-tub  I  escape. 

And  take  in  heaven  my  proper  shape. 

So,  free  myself,  to-day,  elate 

I  come  from  far  o'er  liill  and  me^d, 

And  here,  Ck>chituate's  envoy,  wait 
To  be  your  blithesome  Ganymede, 

And  brim  your  cups  with  nectar  tnie 

That  never  will  make  slaves  of  you. 


LINES 

8UOOE8TED  BY  THE  ORATES  OF  TWO 
ENGLISH  SOLDIERS  ON  OONCORD 
BATTLE-GROUND. 

The  same  good  blood  that  now  refills 
The  dotard  Orient's  shrunken  veins, 
The  same  whose  vigor  westward  thrills, 
Bursting  Nevada's  silver  chains, 
Poured  here  upon  the  April  grass. 
Freckled  with  red  the  herbage  new  ; 
On  reeled  the  battle's  trampling  mass, 
Back  to  the  ash  the  bluebird  flew. 
7 


Poured  here  in  vain ;  —  that  sturdy  blood 
Was  meant  to  make  the  earth  more 

green, 
But  in  a  higher,  gentler  mood 
Than  broke  this  April  noon  serene  ; 
Two  graves  are  here  :  to  mark  the  place, 
At  head  and  foot,  an  unhewn  stone, 
O'er  which  the  herald  lichens  trace 
The  blazon  of  Oblivion'. 

These  men  were  brave  enoneh,  and  true 
To  the  hired  soldier's  bull-(u>K  creed  ; 
What  brought  them  here  they  never 

knew, 
They  fought  as  suits  the  English  breed  : 
They  came  three  thousand  miles,  and 

died. 
To  keep  the  Past  upon  its  throne  ; 
Unheard,  beyond  the  ocean  tide. 
Their  English  mother  made  her  moan. 

The  turf  that  covers  them  no  thrill 
Sends  up  to  fire  the  heart  and  brain  ; 
No  stronger  purpose  nei-ves  the  will, 
No  hope  renews  its  youth  again  : 
From  farm  to  faim  the  Concord  glides, 
And  trails  my  fancy  with  its  flow  ; 
O'erhead  the  balanced  hen-hawk  slides, 
Twinned  in  the  river's  heaven  below. 

But  go,  whose  Bay  State  bosom  stirs, 
Proud  of  thy  birth  and  neighbor's  right. 
Where  sleep  the  heroic  villagers 
Borne  red  and  stiff  from  Concord  fight ; 
Thought  Reuben,  snatching  down  his 

gun. 
Or  Seth,  as  ebbed  the  life  away. 
What  earthquake  rifts  would  shoot  and 

run 
World-wide  from  that  short  April  fray  ? 

What  then  f   With  heart  and  hand  they 

wrought. 
According  to  their  village  light ; 
'T  was  for  the  Future  that  they  fought. 
Their  rustic  faith  in  what  was  right. 
Upon  earth's  tragic  stage  they  burst 
Unsummoned,  in  the  humble  sock  ; 
Theirs  the  fifth  act ;  the  curtain  first 
Rose  long  ago  on  Charles's  block. 

Their  graves  have  voices  ;  if  they  threw 
Dice  cnarged  with  fates  beyond  their 

ken. 
Yet  to  their  instincts  they  were  true. 
And  bad  the  genius  to  be  men. 
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Fine  priTile^^e  of  Fn  e<ioni>  host. 
Of  humblest  soldiers  for  the  Hight !  — 
Age  after  age  .ve  hold  your  post. 
Tour  graves  send  courage  forth,  and 
might 

TO . 

We,  too,  have  antnmns,  when  our  leaves 
Drop  loosely  through  the  dampened 
air, 
When   all  our  good    seems  bound  in 
sheaves. 
And  we  stand  reaped  and  bare. 

Our  seasons  have  no  fixed  returns, 
Without  our  will  they  come  and  go  ; 

At  noon  our  sudden  summer  bums, 
Ere  sunset  all  is  snow. 

But  each  day  brings  less  summer  cheer, 
Crimps  more  our  ineffectual  spring, 

And  something  earlier  every  year 
Our  singing  birds  take  wing. 

As  less  the  olden  glow  abides, 
And  less  the  chillier  heart  aspires. 

With  drift-wood  beached  in  pnst  spring- 
tides 
We  light  our  sullen  fires. 

By  the    pinched    rushlight's   starving 
beam 
We  cower  and  strain  our  wasted  sight. 
To  stitch  youth's  shroud  up,  seam  by 
seam. 
In  the  long  arctic  night 

It  was  not  so  —  we  once  were  young  — 
When  Spring,  to  womanly  Summer 
turning, 
Her   dew-drops    on    each   grass-blade 
strung. 
In  the  red  sunrise  burning. 

We  trusted  then,  aspired,  believed 
That  earth  could  be  remade  to-roor- 
row; 

Ah,  why  be  ever  undeceived  ? 
Why  give  up  faith  for  sorrow  ? 

0  thou,  whose  days  are  yet  all  spring, 
Faith,  blighted  once,  is  past  retriev- 
ing; 

Esmerience  is  a  dumb,  dead  thing ; 
The  victory 's  in  believing. 


FREEDOM. 

Are  we,  then,  wholly  fallen  ?    Can  it  be 
That  thou.  North  wind,  that  from  thy 

mountains  bringest 
Their  spirit  to  our  plains,  and   thou, 

blue  sea. 
Who  on  our  rocks  thy  wreaths  of  free- 
dom flingest, 
As  on  an  altar,  —  can  it  be  that  ye 
Have  wasted  inspiration  on  dead  ears. 
Dulled  with  the  too  familiar  clank  of 

chains? 
The  people's  heart  is  like  a  harp  for 

years 
Hunff  where  some  petrifying  torrent  rains 
Its  sTow-incrusting  spray :  the  stiffened 

chords 
Faint  and  more  faint  make  answer  to  the 

tears 
That  drip  upon  them :  idle  are  all  words: 
Only  a  polden  plectrum  wdkes  the  tone 
Deep  buried  'neath  that  ever-thickening 

stone. 


We  are  not  free :  doth  Freedom,  then, 

consist 
In  musing  with  our  faces  toward  the 

Past, 
While  petty  cares,  and  crawling  inter- 
ests, twist 
Their  spider-threads  about  us,  which  at 

.    last 
Grow  strong  as  iron  chains,  to  cramp 

and  bind 
In  formal  narrowness  heart,  soul,  and 

mindl 
Freedom  is  recreated  year  by  year, 
In  hearts  wide  open  on  the  Godward  side. 
In  souls  calm-cadenced  as  the  whirling 

sphere, 
In  minds  that  sway  the  future  like  a  tide. 
No  broadest  creeds  can  hold  her,  and  no 

codes ; 
She  chooses  men  for  her  august  abodes, 
Buildins  them  fair  and  fronting  to  the 

dawn  ; 
Yet,  when  we  seek  her,  we  but  find  a 

few 
Light    footprints,    leading    mom-ward 

through  the  dew  : 
Beforo  the  day  had  risen,  she  was  gone. 

And  we  must  follow :  swiftly  nins  she  on. 
And,  if  our  steps  should  slacken  in  de* 
spair, 


BIBUOIATHES, 


99 


H:ilf  turns  hor  fnce^  half  ami  lea  through 

jfoSiltii  hnir, 
Forever  yii'liliu^,  never  wholly  won  ; 
That  knot  loro  whit;h  patwes  in  theriu^a 
Two  clojt*' -linked  nrnnea  on  fleeting  sand 

tn  tinco  J 
Freedom  gained  yesterday  ia  no  mora 

curs  1 
Men  gnth&r  but  dry  seeds  of  last  yrar*s 

flovrcM  ; 
Still  thtrre  *h  a  chflrm  ungrflDted,  still  a 

Si  ill  rosy  Ho[k\  the  free,  the  nnattained, 
ilstkt'3  n^  Poaaeaaion^s  languid  hand  let 

fall  J 
'T   is  but   (V  fnigraont  of   oniselves  is 

^ined, 
The  Fntnre  bi-tnga  na  more,  but  never 

all. 

And,  m  the  fin^  of  Rome  unknovn 
Mounting  a  sumTUtt  wbence  ha  thinks  to 
On  eitht^r  side  nf  hira  tha  imprisoning 

Beholt:!^  above  the  donds  that  over- 

whiibii 
The  vallej'land,  penk  nfter  snowy  peak 
Stretch  out  of  aight^  each  like  a  eilver 

holtn 
Bcnenth   iu  plume  of  smoke^  sublime 

and  blattk, 
And  what  he  thought  an  inland  finds  to 

be 
A  contiueut  to  him  first  oped,  —  so  wb 
Can  from  our  height  of  Fretfdom  look 

along 
A  bouiulle^  fntnre,  ours  if  \re  be  strong  ; 
Or  if  vvc  shrink^   tetter  rt: mount   our 

ships 
And,  fleeing  God's  express  design^  trace 

back 
The  h^ro- freighted  May  Bo  wet' a  prophet- 

tm-k 
To  Enropeicnte  ring  her  blood-red  eclipse. 

1S43- 

BIBLI0LATRE3. 

Bowi!^©-  thyself  in  dust  before  a  Book, 
And  thinking  the  great  God  is  thine 

alonet 
0  msh  iconoclast,  thou  wilt  not  brook 
What  gods  tlie  heathen  carves  in  wood 

and  atone. 
As  if  the  Shepherd  who  from  outer  cold 


Ijeada  all  bis  shiverins  lambs  to  one  sure 

fold 
Were  careful  for  the  fashion  of  his  crook- 
There  is  no  Ijrokcn  reeil  so  poor  and  base. 
No  rush,  the  bending  tilt  of  8wamp*fty 

hi  UP, 
But  he  therewith  the  mvening  wolf  can 

chase, 
And  guide  his  floflk  to  springs  and  pas- 

tni-es  new ; 
Through  wayannlooked  for,  and  through 

many  land^, 
Far  from  the  rich  folds  butit  with  human 

handJi, 
The  gracious  footpHnta  of  his  lore   I 

trttt». 

And  whnt  art  thou,  own  brother  of  the 

clod, 
That  from  bis  band  the  erook  would^st 

snatch  away 
And  shake  instead  tby  dry  and  eaplcas 

rod, 
To  scare  the  she^^p  oat  of  tbe  wholesome 

day  r 
Yea,  what  art  thou,  blind,  unconverted 

Jew, 
That  with  thy  idol- vol unMJ*3  covers  two 
Wonldflt  makfl  a  jail  to  coop  the  living 

God? 

Thou    hcar'at    not   well    the   mountain 

orgnn-tones 
By  prophet  «ars  from  Hor  and    Sinai 

KiUghtr 

Thinking  the  cisterns  of  those  Hebrew 
brains 

Drew  dry  the  springs  cif  the  All-knower's 
thought, 

Nor  shall  thy  lips  be  touched  with  liv- 
ing fire, 

Who  blow'st  old  altar-coali  with  sole 
deiiire 

To  weld  anew  the  spirit's  broken  chains. 

God  is  not  dumb,  that  he  should  speak 
no  mow  ; 

If  thou  hast  wanderingH  in  the  wilder- 
ness 

And  find' St  not  Sinai,  't  is  tby  soul  is 
poor ; 

There  towera  the  mo',nitain  of  the  Voice 
no  less. 

Which  whoso  seeks  shall  find,  but  he 
who  b^nds. 
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Intent  on  m*nna  still  and  mortal  oiida. 

HcApg  its  small  pitclier  to  the  ear, 

<          Sees  it  not,  neither  h&ars  its  thiiDdered 

And  gently  \*'ait«  the  miller's  will. 

lore. 

Swift  slips  Umlinc  along  the  nM?e 

Slowly  the  Bibl^i  of  the  race  la  writ. 

L'nheard^  ruid  then,  with  tlaiihing bound. 

And  not  OQ  paper  leaves  nor  leaves  of 

Floods  the  dull  whi;ei  with  light  and 

stone; 

gmee, 

Eiioh  age,  ^ch  kindred^  adds  n  verse 
to  it, 
'                  Text*  of  dtiaiMir  or  hope,  of  joy  or  luoan. 

And,  laughing,  hunts  the  loalh  drudge         i 
round. 

1          While  siriTiKS  the  sm,  while  miats  the 

The  miller  drfinms  not  at  what  cost 

nionntainft  shroud. 

The    qniviiring    mi  Ua  tones    hum    and 

While  thunders  aurcea  burst  od  cUlTs  of 

whirl, 

cloud. 

Nor  how  for  everj'  luni  are  tost 

StQl  at  the  prophets'  feet  theuatiom^siL 

Armfuls  of  diamond  aiid  of  i>earL 

But  Summer  eleared  my  happier  ey^ 
With  drop  of  wme  celestial  juice. 

fi£AV£R  BROOlt 

To  see  how  lieauty  underlies, 

Hushed  with  broiid  aiinlipi^ht  lies  the 

1                          i.:n 

Forevenuore  e^icb  tbrm  of  use. 

Atid,  Tnintiting  the  long  day*s  loss. 

And  more  ■  miilhought  1  saw  that  flood, 

The  cedar's  Bhadow,  slow  and  atill, 

Whioh  now  so  dull  and  darkling  steals. 

" 

Thick,   hert!  and  there,   with    butmiu 
blood, 

1         Warm  ntxjii  brims  full  the  "valley^a  cup, 

To  turn  the  world's  laborious  wheels. 

The  asj>en  a  luavea  are  scarce  astir  ; 
Only  the  little  njill  sends  np 

No  raore  than  doth  the  miller  there, 

lis  busy,  neve p-ciiuai rig  burr. 

Shut  in  our  several  celis,  do  we 

Know  with  whrtt  waste  of  beauty  rare             , 

Climbing  the  loc^se-piled  wall  that  hems 

Moves  every  day's  machinery. 

[          The  road  along  the  niill-pond'a  brink, 

From  'iicHth  thfarchingoarberry-stems. 

Surely  the  wiser  time  shall  come 

My  footstep  scares  the  shy  cbewink. 

When  this  fine  ore™his  of  might. 
No  longer  sullen,  slow,  and  dumb, 

Ben(?ath  a  l^ony  buttonwood 

Shall  lea|>  to  music  and  to  light. 

Th^i  mil  Is  red  door  lets  forth  the  din  ; 

The  whitened  miller,  dust -imbued, 

In  that  new  childhood  of  the  Earth 

Flits  i)ast  the  square  of  dark  withia. 

Life  of  its«lf  shall  d&nce  and  play, 

1 

Fresh  blood  tti  Time's  shrunk  veins  makft 

No  mountain  torrent's  strength  is  here  j 

mirth,                                                           1 1 

1 

Sweet  Bearer,  child  of  foreat  still,            i 

And  labor  meet  delight  ludf*wfty. 

1 
1 

1 

' 
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K0BSX7TH. 

TO  LAMAETINB. 

A  RACE  of  nobles  may  die  ont. 

1848. 

A  royal  line  may  leave  no  heir ; 

I  DID  not  praise  thee  when  the  crowd, 
'Witched  with  the  moment's  inspi- 
ration, 

1 

Wise  Nature  sets  no  guards  about 

1 

Her  pewter  plate  and  wooden  ware. 

Vexed  thy  still  ether  with  hosannas  loud. 

But  they  fail  not,  the  kinglier  breed, 

And  stamped  their  dusty  adoration ; 

Who  starry  diadems  attain ; 

I  but  looked  upward  with  the  rest, 

To  dungeon,  axe,  and  stake  succeed 
Heirs  of  the  old  heroic  strain. 

And,  when  they  shouted  Greatest,  whis- 

pered I3est 

■ 

The  zeal  of  Nature  never  cools. 

They  raised  thee  not,  but  rose  to  thee, 

Nor  is  she  thwarted  of  her  en4s  ; 

Their  fickle  wreaths  about  thee  Hing- 

When gapped  and  dulled  her  cheaper 

ing; 

tools. 

So  on  some  marble  Phoebus  the  swol'n  sea         1 

Then  she  a  saint  and  prophet  spends. 

Might  leave  his  worthless  seaweed 
clinging, 

1 

Land  of  the  Magyars  !  though  it  be 
The  tyrant  may  relink  his  chain, 
Already  thine  the  victory. 

But  pious  hands,  with  reverent  care. 
Make  the  pure  limbs  once  more  sub- 
limely bare. 

As  the  just  Future  measares  gain. 

_ 

' 

Now  thou  'rt  thy  plain,  grand  self  again. 

i 

Thou  hast  succeeded,  thou  hast  won 

Thou  art  secure  from  panegyric, 

1 
1 

1 

The  deathly  travail's  amplest  worth ; 
A  nation's  duty  thou  hast  done. 

Thou  who  gav  St  politics  an  epic  strain, 
And    actedst     Freedom's    noblest 
lyric; 
This  side  the  Blessed  Isles,  no  tree 

Giving  a  hero  to  our  earth. 

Grows  green  enough  to  make  a  wreath 
for  thee. 

i 

And  he,  let  come  what  will  of  woe. 

Hath  saved  the  land  he  strove  to  save ; 

1 

No  Cossack  hordes,  no  traitor's  blow, 
Can  quench  the  voice  shall  haunt  his 
grave. 

Nor  can  blame  cling  to  thee ;  the  snow 
From  swinish  footprints  takes  no 
stain  inff, 
But,  leaviii'i;  the  gro&s  soils  of  earth  be- 

1 

i 

"  I  Kossuth  am :  0  Future,  thou 

low,                  • 

That  clear'st  the  just  and  blott'st  the 
vile. 

Its  spirit  mounts,  the  skies  regain- 

1 

O'er  this  small  dust  in  reverence  bow. 

ing. 
And  unresentful  falls  again. 

1 

Remembering  what  I  was  erewhile. 

To  beautify  the  world  with  dews  and 
rain. 

i 

»*  I  was  the  chosen  trump  wherethrough 

1          Out  God  sent  forth  awatening  hreathT 

The  highest  duty  to  mere  man  vouch- 

Came  chains?    Came  death?   The  strain 

^fed 

He  blew 

Was  laid  on  thee,— out  of  wild 

Sounds  on,  outliving  chains  and  death." 

chaos. 

1 

i 
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When  the  roused  popular  ocean  foanied 
and  chafed, 
And  vulture  War  from  his  Imaus 
Snuffed    blood,   to  summon    homely 
Peace, 
And  show  that  only  order  is  release. 

To    canre   thy  fullest    thought,    what 
though 
Time  was  not  granted?     Aye   in 
history, 
Like  that  Dawn's   face  which   baffled 
Angelo 
Left  shapeless,  grander  for  its  mys- 
tery. 
Thy  great  Design  shall  stand,  and  day 
Flood  its  blind  front  from  Orients  far 
away. 

Who  says  thy  day  is  o'er?    Control, 

My  heart,  tllat  bitter  first  emotion ; 
While  men  shall  reverence  the  steadfast 
soul, 
The  heart  in  silent  self-devotion 
Bi'eaking,  the  mild,  heroic  mien. 
Thou  'It  need  no  prop  of  marble,  Lamar- 
tine. 

If  Prance  reject  thee,  *t  is  not  thine, 

But  her  own,  exile  that  she  utters  ; 
Ideal  France,  the  deathless,  the  divine, 
Will  be  where  thy  white  pennon 
flutters, 
As  once  the  nobler  Athens  went 
With  Aristides  into  banishment. 

No  fitting  metewand  hath  To-day 

For  measuring  spirits  of  thy  stat- 
ure; 
Only  the  Future  can  reach  up  to  lay 
The  laurel  on  that  lofty  nature, 
Bard,  who  with  some  diviner  art 
Hast  touched  the  bard's  true  lyre,  a  na- 
tion's heart 

Swept    by    thy    hand,   the    gladdened 
chords. 
Crashed  now  in  discords  fierce  by 
others. 
Gave  forth  one  note  beyond  all  skill  of 
words. 
And  chimed  together.  We  are  broth- 
ers. 
0  poem  unsurpassed !  it  ran 
All  round  the  world,  unlocking  man  to 


France  is  too  poor  to  pay  alone 

The  service  of  that  ample  spirit ; 
Paltry  seem  low  dictatorship  and  throne, 
Weiffhed  with  thy  feff-rcnonncing 
merit ; 
They  had  to  thee  been  rust  and  low ; 
Thy  aim  was  higher,  —  thou  host  climbed 
a  Cross  1 

TO  JOHN  O.  PALFRET. 

There  are  who  triimiph  in  a  losing 
cause, 
Who  can  put  on  defeat,  as  *t  were  a 

wreath 
UnwitheriuK   in  the   adverse   popular 
breath. 
Safe  from  the  blasting  demagogue's 

applause ; 
'T  is  tnev  who  stand  for  Freedom  and 
God's  laws. 

And  so  stands  Palfrey  now,  as  Marvell 

stood. 
Loyal  to  Truth  dethroned,  nor  could  be 
wooed 
To  trust  the    playful  tiger's  velvet 
paws : 
And  if  the  second  Charles  brought  in 
decay  • 

Of  ancient  virtue,  if  it  well  might 
wring 
Souls   that   had    broadened   'neath   a 
nobler  day. 
To  see  a  losel,  marketable  king 
Fearfully  watering  with  his  realm's  best 
blood 
Cromwell's  quenched  bolts,  that  erst 
had  cracked  and  flamed. 
Scaring,   through    all  their  depths  of 
courtier  mud, 
Europe's    crowned    bloodsuckers,  — 
how  more  ashamed 
Ought  we  to  be,  who  see  Corruption's 
flood 
Still  rise  o'er  last  year's  mark,   to 

mine  away 
Our  brazen  idol's  feet  of  treacherous 
clay! 

0  utter  degradation !    Freedom  turned 
Slavery's  vile  bawd,  to  cozen  and  be- 
tray 
To  the  old  lecher's  clutch  a  maiden 
prey, 
If    so    a    loathsome    pander's    fee    be 
earned ! 


TO  W.  L.  GABRISON. 
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And  we  are  silent,  —  we  who  daily 
tread 
A  soil  sublime,  at  least,  with  heroes* 
graves  I  — 
Beckon  no  more,  shades  of  the  noble 
dead! 
Be  dumb,  ye  heaven-touched  lips  of 
winds  and  waves ! 
Or  hope  to  rouse  some  Coptic  dullard, 
hid 
A^es  ago,  wrapt  stiffly,  fold  on  fold, 
With  cerements  close,  to  witlier  in  the 
cold, 
Forever  hushed,  and  sunless  pyramid ! 

Beauty  and  Truth,  and  all  that  these 

contain, 
Drop  not  like  ripened  fruit  about  our 

feet; 
We  climb  to  them  through  yeare  of 

sweat  and  pain ; 
Without  long  struggle,  none  did  e'er 

attain 
The  downward  look  from  Quiet's  bliss- 
ful seat : 
Though  present  loss  may  be  the  hero's 

part, 
Yet  none  can  rob  him  of  the  victor 

heai-t 
Whereby  the  broad-realmed  future  is 

subdued. 
And  Wrong,  which  now  insults  from 

triumph's  car. 
Sending  her  vulture  hope  to  raven 

far, 
Is  made  unwilling  tributaiy  of  Good. 

0  Mother   State,   how  quenched   thy 
Sinai  fires  I 
Is  there  none  left  of  thy  stanch  May- 
flower breed  ? 
No  spark  among  the  ashes  of  thy  sires, 
Of  Virtue's  altar-flame  the  kindling 
seed? 
Are  these  thy  freat  men,  these  that 
cringe  and  creep, 
And  writhe  through  slimy  ways  to 
place  and  power?  — 
How  long,  0  Lord,  before  thy  wrath 
shall  reap 
Our  frail-stemmed  summer  prosper- 
ings  in  their  flower  ? 
0   for   one    hour    of   that    undaunted 

stock 
That  went  with  Vane  and    Sidney  to 
the  block ! 


0  for  a  whiff  of  Naseby,  that  would 
sweep. 
With  its  stem  Puritan  besom,  all  this 

chaff 
From  the  Lord's  threshing-floor !  Yet 
more  than  half 
The  victory  is  attained,  when  one  or 
two, 
Through  the  fool's  laughter  and  the 

traitor's  scorn. 
Beside  thy  sepulchre  can  bide   the 
mom, 
Cmcified  Troth,  when  thou  shalt  rise 
anew. 


TO  W.  L.  0AR&I80N. 

"  Some  time  afterward,  it  was  reported  to  me 
by  the  city  officers  that  they  had  ferreted  ont 
the  paper  and  its  editor ;  that  his  office  was  an 
obscure  hole,  his  only  visible  auxiliary  a  negro 
boy,  and  his  supporters  a  few  very  insigniU- 
cant  persons  of  all  colon." -^  Letter  of  U.  G. 
OtU. 

In  a  small  chamber,  friendless  and  un- 
seen. 
Toiled  o'er  his  types  one  poor,  un- 
learned young  man; 
The  place  was  dark,  unfuraitured,  and 
mean; 
Yet  there  the  freedom  of  a  race  began. 

Help  came  but  slowly ;  surely  no  man 


yet 
;  leve: 


Put  lever  to  the  heavy  world  with 
less: 
What  need   of  help?    He  knew  how 
types  were  set. 
He  had  a   dauntless   spirit,   and  a 


Such  eamest  natures  are  the  fiery  pith, 
The  compact  nucleus,  round  which 
systems  grow ; 
Mass  after  mass  becomes  inspired  there- 
with. 
And  whirls  impregnate  with  the  cen- 
tral glow. 

0  Troth  I  0  Freedom  I  how  are  ye  still 
bom 
In  the  rode  stable,  in  the  manger 
nuraei 
What  humble  hands  unbar  those  gates 
of  mom 
Through  which  the  splendon  of  the 
New  Day  burst ! 
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What!   shall  one  moot,  scarce  known 
beyond  \ih  cell, 
Front  fiojiie'8  far-reaching  bolts,  ancl 
Rcorii  lier  iVowii  ? 
Bmve  Luther  answered  Yes  ;  that  ttiim- 
d*?r'!t  swell 
Kocted   Kunipe,  and  dkc harmed  the 
triple  crown. 

Whatever  can  be  known  of  earth  we 

know* 
Sneei'etl  Europe's  wise  tnen,  in  their 

suail-^hells  curled ; 
l?o]  biiid  one  man  in  Cenoa,  and  that 

Out  of  the  darkness  sntamoned  thia 
New  World. 

Who  is  it  will  not  dare  hiniiiclf  to  trust  f 
Who  i&  it  hath  nut  str^Dgth  to  stand 
alone  ? 
Who  is  Lt  thwarts  and  bilks  the  inwud 
Mt:sTl 
He  and   his  works,  like  Band,  rram 
i^rth  are  blown. 

Men  of  a   thousand   shifts  and  wilea, 

look  here! 

See    one    stmightforward    cou^ence 

put  in  pawn 

To  win  a  world ;  see  the  obedient  sphen? 

By  bravery*8  simple  gravitation  drawn ! 

Shall  we  not  heed  the  lesigon  taught  of 
old, 
And  by  the   Present's  Upa  repeated 
still, 
In  our  own  single  manhood  to  be  bold, 
Fortri^£^d  iu  coiisdence  and  impreg- 
nable will  i 

We  stride  the  river  daily  at  it*  spring, 
Nor,  in  our  childish  thoughtkiisness, 
fo  realise, 
Wliat  myriad  vassal  atrean^  shall  trib- 
ute bring, 
How  like  an  eq^ual  it  shall  gre^t  the 
sea. 

0  small   beginnings,  ya  are  gr^t  and 

8tTOng, 

li&sf}d  on  a  faithful  heart  and  weari- 
less hrain  I 
Ye  build   the  future   fair^  Te   conquer 
wrong, 

Y«  earn  the  crown,  and  wear  it  not  in 
Tain. 


OK  THE  DEATH  OF  C.  T.  TOERBT. 

W^^oilh  tlie  hour  when  it  is  ciime 
'l^^lead  the  [K>or  dumb  bondman 'g 
^^cause, 
When  all  that  makes  the  heart  sublime. 
The  glonous  throbs  that  conqutr  time. 
Are  traitors  to  our  cruel  kws  I 

He  strove  among  God's  Buffering  poor 
On**  gleam  of  brotherhood  to  s«iid; 
The  dungi'on  ojieil  it^  hungry  door 
To  give  the  Inith  one  martyr  more, 
Then   shut, — and  here    behold   thft 
end  I 

0  Mother  State  !  when  this  waa  done. 
No  pitying  throe  thy  bosom  gave  ; 

Silent    thou  tiaw'fit    the    deatli-^hroud 
spun, 

And  now  thou  givest  to  thy  son 
The  stranger's  charity,  —  a  gra^fe. 

Must  it  be  thus  forever  T    T^o  ! 

The  hand  of  God  sows  not  in  vain  ; 
Long  skt'iis  the  darkling  seed  below. 
The  seasons  come,  and  change,  and  go, 

And  all  the  fields  are  deep  with  grain. 

Although  our  brother  lie  asleep, 
Man's  heart  stdl  btruggles*  still  a&- 
pi  res  ; 
His  grave  shall  quiver  vet,  while  deep 
TLrou^^h  the  brave  Bay  State's  pulses 
imp 
Her  ancient  energies  and  firei. 

When  houT^  like  this  the  senses'  gush 

Ha  Vie  stilled,  and  left  the  spirit  roonit 
It  hears  amid  the  eternal  hush 
Tlie  swoopinj^  pinions'  dreadful  nxsh, 
That   bviii^  the  vengeance*   and    the 
doom  ;  — 

Not  man*3  brute  vengeance,  such  as  rendi 

What  rivets  man  to  man  apart, ^^ 

God  doth  not  h)  bring  round  bis  ends^ 

But  waits  the  ripened  thne,  and  sends 

His  mercy  to  the  oppressor's  heart. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OP  DR- 
C^AKNING, 

1  i*n  not  come  to  weep  above  thy  pall. 
And  mourn  the  dying-ont    ^f  noblt 
powera  ; 


ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  CHANNING. 
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The  poet's  clearer  eye  ehonld  see,  in  all 
Earth's  seeming  woOi  seed  of  immor- 
tal flowers. 

Tmth  needs  no  champions  :  in  the  infi- 
nite deep 
Of    ey^rlasting   Soul   her    strength 
abides, 
From  Nature's  heart  her  mighty  pulses 
leap, 
Through  Nature's  veins  her  strength, 
undying,  tides. 

Peace  is  more  strong  than  war,  and  gen- 
tleness. 
Where  force  were  vain,  makes  con-" 
quest  o'er  the  wave  ; 
And  love  lives  on  and  hath  a  power  to 
bless. 
When  they  who  loved  are  hidden  in 
the  grave. 

The  sculptured  marble  brags  of  death- 
strewn  fields, 
And  Glory's  epitaph  is  writ  in  blood; 
But  Alexander  now  to  Plato  yields, 
Clarkson  will  stand  where  Wellington 
hath  stood. 

I  watch  the  circle  of  the  eternal  years. 
And  read  forever  in  the  storied  page 
One  lengthened  roll  of  blood,  and  wrong, 
and  tears, 
One  onward  step  of  Truth  from  age  to 
age. 

The  poor  are  crushed ;  the  tyrants  link 
their  chain ; 
The  poet  sings  through  narrow  dun- 
geon-grates ; 
Man's  hope  lies  quenched ;    and,  lo ! 
with  steadfast  gain 
Freedom  doth  forge  her  mail  of  adverse 
fates. 

Men  slay  the  prophets ;  fagot,  rack,  and 
cross 
Make  up  the  groaning  record  of  the 
past; 
But  Evil's  triumphs  are  her  endless  loss. 
And  sovereign  Beauty  wins  the  soul 
at  last. 

No  power  can  die  that  ever  wrought  for 
Truth; 
Thereby  a  law  of  Nature  it  became. 


And  lives  nnwithered  in  its  blithesome 
yoath, 
When  he  who  called  it  forth  is  but  a 
name. 

Therefore  I  cannot  think  thee  wholly 
gone  ; 
The  better  part  of  thee   is  with  us 
still  ; 
Thy  soul  its  hampering  clay  aside  hath 
thrown, 
And  only  freer  wrestles  with  the  111. 

Thou  livest  in  the  life  of  all  good  things ; 
What  words  thou  spak'st  for  Freedom 
shall  not  die ; 
Thou  sleepest  not,  for  now  thy  Love  hath 
wings 
Td  soar  where  hence  thy  Hope  could 
hardly  fly. 

And  often,  from  that  other  world,  on 
this 
Some  gleams  from  great  souls  gone 
before  may  shine. 
To  shed  on  struggling  hearts  a  clearer 
bliss, 
And  clothe  the  Right  with  lustre  more 
divine. 

Thou  art  not  idle :  in  thy  higher  sphere 
Thy  spirit  bends  itself  to  loving  tasks, 

And  strength  to  i)erfect  what  it  areamed 
of  here 
Is  all  the  crown  and  glory  that  it  asks. 

For  sure,  in  Heaven's  wide  chambers, 
there  is  room 
For  love  and   pity,  and  for  helpful 
deeds; 
Else  were  our  summons  thither  but  a 
doom 
To  life  more  vain  than  this  in  clayey 
weeds. 

From  off  the  starry  mountain-peak  of 
song, 
Thy  spirit  shows  me,  in  the  coming 
time, 
An  earth  nnwithered   by  the   foot  of 
wrong, 
A  race  revering  its  own  soul  sublime. 

What  wars,    what    martyrdoms,    what 
crimes,  may  come, 
Thou  knowest  not,  nor  I;  but   God 
will  lead 
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The  prodigal  soul  from  want  and  sorrow 
home, 
And  Kdeu  ope  her  gates  to  Adam's 
seed. 

Farewell !  good  man,  good  angel  now  ! 
this  liand 
Soon,  like  thine  own,  shall  lose  its 
cunning  too ; 
Soon  shall  this  soul,  like  thine,  bewil- 
dered stand, 
Then  leap  to  thread  the  free,  uniath- 
omea  blue : 

When  that  day  comes,  0,  may  this  hand 
grow  cold. 
Busy,  like  thine,  for  Freedom  and  the 
Right; 
0,  may  this  soul,  like  thine,  be  ever  bold 
To  face  dark  Slaveiy's  encroaching 
blight! 

This  laurel-leaf  I  cast  upon  thy  bier  ; 
Let  worthier  hands  than   tnese   thy 
wreath  intwine ; 
Upon  thy  hearse  I  shed  no  useless  tear, — 
Tor  us  weep  rather  thou  in  calm  di- 
vine 1 

1842. 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  HOOD. 

ANOTHER   star  'neath   Time's   horizon 
dropped, 
To  gleam  o'er  unknown   lands  and 
seas; 
Another  heart  that  beat   for  freedom 
stopped, — 
What  mournful  words  are  these ! 

O  Love  Divine,  that  daspest  our  tired 
earth, 
And  lullest  it  upon  thy  heart, 


Thou  knowest  how  much  a  gentle  soul 
is  worth 
To  teach  men  what  thou  art ! 

His  was  a  spirit  that  to  all  thy  poor 
Was  kind  as  slumber  after  pam: 

Why   ope    so   soon    thy   heaven-deep 
Quiet's  door 
And  call  him  home  again  t 

Freedom  needs  all  her  poets :  it !»  the> 
Who  nve  her  aspirations  wings. 

And  to  the  wiser  law  of  music  sway 
Her  wild  imaginings. 

Yet  thou  hast  called  him,  nor  art  thou 
unkind, 
0  Love  Divine,  for 't  is  thy  will 
That  gracious  natures  leave  their  love 
behind 
To  work  for  Mercy  stilL 

Let  laurelled  marbles  weigh  on  other 
tombs. 
Let  anthems  peal  for  other  dead. 
Rustling  the  bannered  depth  of  minster- 
glooms 
With  their  exulting  spread. 

His  epitaph  shall  mock  the  short-lived 
stone. 
No  lichen  shall  its  lines  efface, 
He  needs  these  few  and  simple  lines 
alone 
To  mark  his  resting-place  :  — 

"Here  lies  a  Poet     Stranger,  if  to 

thee 
His  claim  to  memory  be  obscure^ 
If  thou  wouldst  learn  how  truly  great 

was  he, 
Go,  ask  it  of  the  poor." 


TU£  VISION  OF  SIR  LAUNFAL. 
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PRELUDE  TO  PART  FIRST. 

Over  Lis  keys  the  musing  organist, 

Beginning  doubtfully  and  far  away, 
First  lets  his  fingers  wander  as  they  Ust, 
And  builds  a  oridge  from  Dreamland 
for  his  lay : 
Then,  as  the  touch  of  his  loved  instru- 
ment 
Gives  hope  and  fervor,  nearer  draws 
his  theme, 
First  guessed  by  faint  auroral  flushes 
sent 
Along  the  wavering  vista  of  his  dream. 


Not  only  around  our  infancy 
Doth  heaven  with  all  its  splendors  He ; 
Daily,  with  souls  that  cringe  and  plot, 
We  Sinais  climb  and  know  it  not 

Over  our  manhopd  bend  the  skies  ; 

Against  our  fallen  and  traitor  lives 
The  ^reat  winds  utter  prophecies ;' 

With  our  faint  hearts  the  mountain 
strives ; 
Its  arms  outstretched,  the  druid  wood 

Waits  with  ib  benedicite ; 
And  to  our  age's  drowsy  blood 

Still  shouts  the  inspiring  sea. 

Earth  gets  its  price  for  what  Earth  gives 
us; 
The  beggar  is  taxed  for  a  comer  to  die 
in. 
The  priest  hath  his  fee  who  comes  and 
shrives  us, 
We  bargain  for  the  graves  we  lie  in  ; 
At  the  devil's  booth  are  all  things  sold!, 
Each  ounce  of  dross  costs  its  ounce  of 
gold; 
For  a  cap  and  bells  our  lives  we  pay, 
Bubbles  we  buy  with  a  whole  soul's 
tasking: 
'T  is  heaven  alone  that  is  siven  away, 
T  is  only  God  may  be  had  for  the  ask- 
ing > 


No  price  is  set  on  the  lavish  summer  ; 
June  may  be  had  by  the  poorest  comer. 

And  what  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June  ? 

Then,  if  ever,  come  perfect  dajrs  ; 
Then  Heaven  tries  earth  if  it  be  in 
tune. 
And  over  it  softly  her  warm  ear  lays: 
Whether  we  look,  or  whether  we  listen, 
We  hear  life  murmur,  or  see  it  glisten ; 
Every  clod  feels  a  stir  of  might, 
An  instinct  within  it  that  reaches  and 
towers, 
And,  groping  blindly  above  it  for  light, 
Climbs  to  a  soul  in  grass  and  flowers ; 
The  flush  of  life  may  well  be  seen 

Thrilling  back  over  hills  and  valleys ; 
The  cowslip  startles  in  meadows  green, 
The  buttercup  catches  the  sun  in  its 
chalice. 
And  there  's  never  a  leaf  nor  a  blade  too 
mean 
To  be  some  happy  creature's  palace ; 
The  little  bird  sits  at  his  door  in  the 
sun, 
Atilt  like  a  blossom  among  the  leaves, 
And  lets  his  illumined  being  o'emin 

With  the  deluge  of  summer  it  receives ; 
His  mate  feels  the  eggs  beneath  her 

wings, 
And  the  heart  in  her  dumb  breast  flutters 

and  sings ; 
He  sines  to  the  wide  world,  and  she  to 

her  nest,  — 
In  the  nice  ear  of  Nature  which  song  is 
the  best? 

Now  is  the  high-tide  of  the  year. 

And  whatever  of  life  hath  ebbed  away 

Comes  flooding  back  with  a  ripply  cheer. 

Into  every  bare  inlet  and  creek  and 

bay; 

Now  the  heart  is  so  full  that  a  drop 

overfills  it. 
We  are  happy  now  because  God  wills  it ; 
No   matter  how  barren  the  past  may 
have  been. 
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T  is  enough  for  us  now  that  the  leaves       In  search  of  the  Holy  Grail ; 

are  green ; 
We  sit  in  the  warm  shade  and  feel  right 

Shall  never  a  bed  for  me  be  spread,                  , 

Nor  shall  a  pillow  be  under  my  head,              i 

well 

Till  I  begin  my  vow  to  keep  ;                           i 
Here  on  the  nishes  will  I  sleeps                        | 

How  the  sap  creeps  up  and  the  blossoms 
swell; 

And  perohance  there  may  come  a  vision 

We  may  shut  our  eyes,  but  we  cannot 

true 

help  knowing 

Ere  day  create  the  world  anew." 

That  skies  are  clear  and  grass  is  grow- 

Slowly Sir  Launfal's  eyes  grew  dim. 

ing; 

Slumber  fell  like  a  cloud  on  him, 

The  breeze  comes  whispering  in  our  ear, 

And  into  his  soul  the  vision  flew. 

That  dandelions  are  blossouung  near. 

That  maize  has  sprouted,  that  streams 

II. 

are  flowing, 

The  crows  flapped  over  by  twos  and 

That  the  river  is  bluer  than  the  sky. 
That  the  robin  is  plastering  his  house 

threes,                                                             II 

In  the  pool  drowsed  the  cattle  up  to 

hard  by; 

their  knees, 

And  if  the  breeze  kept  the  good  news 

The  little  birds  sang  as  if  it  were 

bock, 

The  one  day  of  summer  in  all  the  year. 

For  other  couriers  we  should  not  lack ; 

And  the  very  leaves  seemed  to  sing  on 

We  could  guess  it  all  by  yon  heifer's 

the  trees : 

lowing,  — 

The  castle  alone  in  the  landscape  lay 
Like  an  outpost  of  winter,   dull  and 

And  hark !  how  clear  bold  chanticleer. 

Wanned  with  the  new  wine  of  the  year, 

gray: 

Tells  all  in  his  lusty  crowing ! 

'Twas  the  proudest  hall  in  the  North 
Counti'ee, 

Joy  comes,  grief  goes,  we  know  not  how  ; 

And  never  its  gates  mi^ht  0(3ened  be, 
Save  to  lord  or  lady  of  nigh  deffree ; 
Smnmer  besie^d  it  on  every  side. 

Everything  is  happy  now, 

Everything  is  upward  striving; 

'T  is  as  easy  now  for  the  heart  to  be  true 

But  the  churlish  stone  her  assaults  de- 

As for  mss  to  be  green  or  skies  to  be 
blue, — 

fied; 

She  could  not  scale  the  chilly  wall. 

T  is  the  natural  way  of  living : 
Who  knows  whither  the  clouds  have 

Though  around  it  for  leagues  her  pa- 

vilions tall 

fled? 

Stretched  left  and  right, 

In  the  unscarred  heaven  they  leave  no 

Over  the  hills  and  out  of  sight ; 

wake; 

Green  and  broad  was  every  tent, 

And  the  eyes  forget  the  tears  they  have 

And  out  of  each  a  murmur  went 

shed, 

Till  the  breeze  fell  ofl*  at  night 

The  heart  forgets  its  sorrow  and  ache  ; 

The  soul  partakes  the  season's  vouth. 
And  the  sulphurous  rifts  of  passion 

m. 

The  drawbridge  dropped  with  a  surly 

and  woe 

clang, 

Lie    deep  'neath    a  silence    pure  and 

And  through  the  dark  areh  a  chai^r 

smooth. 
Like  burnt-out  craters  healed  with 

sprang. 
Bearing  Sir  Launfal,  the  maiden  knight. 
In  his  gilded  mail,  that  flamed  so  bright 

snow. 

What  wonder  if  Sir  Launfal  now 

It  seemed  the  dark  castle  had  gathered 

Remembered  the  keeping  of  his  vow  ? 

all 
Those  shafts  the  fleree  sun  had  shot  over 
its  wall 

PART  FIRST. 

In  his  siege  of  three  hundred  summers 
And,  binding  them  all  in  one  blazing 

I. 

"  My  golden  spurs  now  bring  to  me, 
And  bring  to  me  my  richest  mail, 

sheaf, 

Had  cast  them  forth :  so,  young  and 

For  to-morrow  I  go  over  land  and  sea                  strong. 
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Aud  lightsome  as  a  lociist-leaf, 

Sir  Launfal  flashed  forth  ia  his  maiden 

mail, 
To  seek  in  all  climes  for  the  Holy  GraiL 

IV. 

It  was  morning  on  hill  aud  stream  and 

tree, 
And  morning  in  the  young  knight's 

heart; 
Only  the  castle  moodily 
Kebulfed  the  gifts  of  the  sunshine  free, 

And  gloomed  by  itself  apart ; 
The  season  brimmed  all  otner  thinss  un 
Full  as  the  rain  dlls  the  pitcher-plant  s 

cup. 


Ab  Sir  Launfal  made  mom  through  the 
darksome  gate. 
He  was  'ware  of  a  leper,  crouched  by 
the  same. 
Who  begged  with  his  hand  and  moaned 
ashe  sate ; 
And  a  loathing  over  Sir  Launfal  came  ; 
The  sunshine  went  out  of  his  soul  with 
a  thrill. 
The  Hesh  'neath  his  armor  'gan  shrink 
and  crawl, 
And  midway  its  leap  his  heart  stood  still 

Like  a  frozen  waterfall ; 
For  this  man,  so  foul  and  bent  of  stature, 
llasi)ed  harshly  against  his  dainty  nature, 
Ana  seemed  the  one  blot  on  the  summer 

morn,  — 
So  he  tossed  him  a  piece  of  gold  in  scorn. 


The  leper  raised  not  the  gold  from  the 

dust: 
"  Better  to  me  the  poor  man's  crust, 
Better  the  blessing  of  the  poor, 
Tliough  1  turn  me  empty  from  his  door ; 
That  is  no  tnie  alms  which  the  hand 

can  hold; 
He  gives  only  the  worthless  gold 

W  ho  gives  from  a  sense  of  duty ; 
But  he  who  gives  but  a  slender  mite, 
Aud  gives  to  that  which  is  out  of  sight. 
That    thread    of    the    all-sustaining 

Beauty 
Which  runs  through  all  and  doth  all 

unite,  — 
The  hand  cannot  clasp  the  whole  of  his 

alms. 
The  heart  outstretches  its  eager  palms, 


For  a  god  goes  with  it  and  makes  it 
store 

To  the  soul  that  was  starving  in  dark- 
ness before." 


PRELUDE  TO  PART  SECOND. 

Down  swept  the  chill  wind  from  the 
mountain  peak, 
From  the  snow  five  thousand  summers 
old; 

On  open  wold  and  hill-top  bleak 
It  had  gathered  all  the  cold. 

And  whirled  it  like  sleet  on  the  wan- 
derer's cheek ; 

It  earned  a  shiver  everywhere 

From  the  unleafed  boughs  and  pastures 
bare; 

The  little  brook  heard  it  and  built  a  roof 

'Neath  which  he  could  house  him,  win- 
ter-proof; 

All  night    by  the  white  stars'  frosty 
fleams 

He  gromed  his  arches  and  matched  his 
beams; 

Slender  and  clear  were  his  crystal  spars 

As  the  lashes  of  light  that  trim  the 
stars  : 

He  sculptured  every  summer  delight 

In  his  lialls  and  chambers  out  of  sight ; 

Sometimes  his  tinkling  waters  slipt 

Down    through  a    frost-leaved    forest- 
cryi>t. 

Long,  sparkling  aisles  of  steel-stemmed 
trees 

Bending  to  counterfeit  a  breeze  ; 

Sometimes  the  roof  no  fretwork  knew 

But  silvery  mosses  that  downward  grew ; 

Sometimes  it  was  carved  in  sharp  relief 

With  quaint  arabesques  of  ice-fern  leaf; 

Sometimes  it  was  simply  smooth  and 
clear 

For  the  gladness  of  heaven  to  shine 
through,  and  here 

He  had  caught  the  nodding  bulrush-tops 

And  hung  them  thickly  with  diamond 
drops. 

That  crystalled  the  beams  of  moon  and 
sun. 

And  made  a  star  of  every  one  : 

No  mortal  builder's  most  rare  device 

Could  match  this  winter-palace  of  ice  ; 

'T  was  as  if  every  image  that  mirrored 
lay 

In  his  depths  serene  through  the  gam- 
mer day, 
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£ach  fleeting  shadow  of  earth  and  sky, 
Lest  the  happy  model  should  be  lost, 

Had  been  mimicked  in  fairy  masouiy 
By  the  elfin  builders  of  the  frost. 

Within  the  hall  are  song  and  laughter, 
The  cheeks  of  Christmas  glow  red  and 

jolly. 
And  sprouting  is  every  corbel  and  rafter 
With  lightsome  green  of  ivy  and  holly ; 
Through  the  deep  gulf  of  the  chimney 

wide 
Wallows  the  Yule-log's  roaring  tide  ; 
The  broad  flame-pennons  droop  and  flap 
And  belly  and  tug  as  a  flag  in  the 
wind  ; 
Like  a  locust  shrills  the  imprisoned  sap, 
Hunted  to  death  in  its  galleries  blind ; 
Add  swift  little  troops  of  sUent  sparks, 
Now  pausing,  now  scattering  away  as 
in  fear, 
Go  threading  the  8oot-forest*s  tangled 
darks 
Like  herds  of  startled  deer. 

But  the  wind  without  was  eager  and 

sharp, 
Of  Sir  LaunfaFs  gray  hair  it  makes  a  har^). 
And  rattles  and  wrings 
The  icy  strings, 
Singinj^,  in  dreary  monotone, 
A  Cliristmas  carol  of  its  own, 
Whose  burden  still,  as  he  might  guess, 
Was — "Shelterless,  shelterless,  shel- 
terless ! " 
The  voice  of  the  seneschal  flai-ed  like  a 

torch 
As  he  shouted  the  wanderer  away  from 

the  porch, 
And  he  sat  in  the  gateway  and  saw  all 
night 
The  great  hall- fire,  so  cheeiy  and  bold. 
Through  the  window-slits  of  the  cas- 
tle old, 
Build  out  its  piers  of  ruddy  light 
Against  the  drift  of  the  cold. 


PART  SECOND. 

I. 

There  was  never  a  leaf  on  bush  or  tree. 
The  bare  boughs  rattled  shudderingly ; 
The  river  was  dumb  aud  could  not  speak. 
For  the  weaver  Winter  its  shroua  had 
spun; 


A  single  crow  on  the  tree-top  bleak 
From  his  shining  feathers  shed  off  the 
cold  sun  ; 
Again  it  was  morning,  but  shrunk  and 

cold. 
As  if  her  veins  were  sapless  and  old. 
And  she  rose  up  decrepitly 
For  a  last  dim  look  at  earth  and  sea 

II. 

Sir  Launfal  turned  from  his  own  hard 

gate, 
For  another  heir  in  his  earldom  sate  ; 
An  old,  bent  man,  worn  out  and  frail. 
He  came  back  from  seeking  the  Holy 

Grail; 
Little  he  recked  of  his  earldom's  loss, 
No  more  on  his  surcoat  was  blazoned  the 

cross. 
But  deep  in  his  soul  the  sign  he  wore. 
The  badge  of  the  suffering  and  the  poor. 


Sir  Lauufal's  raiment  thin  and  spare 
Was  idle  mail  'gainst  the  barbed  air. 
For  it  was  just  at  the  Christmas  time ; 
So  he  mused,  as  he  sat,  of  a  sunuieE 

clime, 
Aud  sought  for  a  shelter  from  cold  aud 

snow 
In  the  light  and  warmth  of  long-ago ; 
He  sees  the  snake-like  caravan  crawl 
O'er  the  edge  of  the  desert,  black  aud 

small. 
Then  nearer  and  nearer,  till,  one  by  one, 
He  can  count  the  camels  in  the  sun. 
As  over  the  red-hot  sands  they  pass 
To  where,  in  its  slender  necklace  of  grass. 
The  little  spring  laughed  and  leapt  in 

the  shade, 
And  with  its  own  self  like  an  infant 

played, 
And  waved  its  signal  of  palms. 


"  For  Christ's  sweet  sake,   I  beg   an 

alms";  — 
The  happy  camels  may  reach  the  spring. 
But  Sir  Launfal  sees  only  the  grewsome 

thing, 
The  lep^r,  lank  as  the  rain-blanched 

bone, 
That  cowers  beside  him,  a  thing  as  lone 
And  white  as  the  ice-isles  of  Northerr 

seas 
In  the  desolate  horror  of  his  disease. 


•  So  he  mused,  as  he  sat,  of  a  sunnier  clime."    Page  no. 
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V. 

And  Sir  Launfal  said, — "I  behold  in 

thee 
An  image  of  Him  who  died  on  the  tree ; 
Thoa  also  hast  had  thy  crown  of  thorns,  — 
Thou  also  hast  had  the  world's  buffets  and 

scorns, — 
And  to  thy  life  were  not  denied 
The  wounds  in  the  hands  and  feet  and 

side: 
Mild  Mary's  Son,  acknowledge  me ; 
Behold,  through  him,  I  give  to  thee !" 


Then  the  soul  of  the  leper  stood  up  in  his 

eyes 
And    looked    at  Sir    Launfal,    and 

straightway  he 
Remembered  in  what  a  hauehtier  guise 

He  had  flung  an  alms  to  leprosie. 
When  he  girt  his  young  life  up  in  gilded 

man 
And  set  forth  in  search  of  the  Holy  Grail. 
The  heart  within  him  was  ashes  and  dust ; 
He  parted  in  twain  his  single  crust. 
He  broke  the  ice  on  the   streamlet's 

brink, 
And  gave  the  leper  to  eat  and  drink, 
*T  was  a  mouldy  crust  of  coarse  brown 

bread, 
T  was  water  out  of  a  wooden  bowl,  — 
Yet  with  fine  wheaten  bread  was  the  leper 

fed. 
And  't  was  red  wine  he  drank  with  his 

thirsty  soul. 


As  Sir  Launfal  mused  with  a  downcast 

face, 
A  light  shone  round  about  the  place ; 
The  leper  no  longer  crouched  at  his  side. 
But  stood  before  him  glorified. 
Shining  and  tall  and  fair  and  straight 
As  the  pillar  that  stood  by  the  Beautiful 

Gate,  — 
Himself  the  Gate  whereby  men  can 
Enter  the  temple  of  God  in  Man. 

nil. 

His  words  were  shed  softer  than  leaves 

from  the  pine, 
And  they  fell  on  Sir  Launfal  as  snows  on 

the  brine. 
That  mingle  their  softness  and  quiet  in 


With  the  shaggy  unrest  they  float  down 

upon; 
And  the   voice  that  was    softer    than 

silence  said, 
"  Lo  it  is  I,  be  not  afraid  I 
In  many  climes,  without  avail, 
Thou  hast  spent  thy  life  for  the  Holv 

Grail; 
Behold,  it  is  here,  — this  cup  which  thou 
Didst  fill  at  the  streamlet  for  me  but  now ; 
This  crust  is  my  body  broken  for  thee, 
This  water  his  blood  that  died  on  the 

tree; 
The  Holy  Supper  is  kept,  indeed. 
In  whatso  we  share  witn  another's  need) 
Not  what  we  give,  but  what  we  share, 
For  the  gift  without  the  giver  is  bare ; 
Who  gives  himself  with  his  alms  feeds 

three, 
Himself,  his  hungering  neighbor,  and 

me." 

IX. 

Sir  Launfal  awoke  as  from  a  swonnd : 
"  The  Grail  in  my  castle  here  is  found ! 
Hang  my  idle  armor  up  on  the  wall. 
Let  It  be  the  spider's  banquet-hall ; 
He  must  be  fenced  with  stronger  mail 
Who  would    seek  and  find  the  Holy 
GraiL" 


The  castle  gate  stands  open  now, 
And  the  wanderer  is  welcome  to  the 

hall 
As  the  hangbird  is  to  the  elm-tree  bough ; 

No  longer  scowl  the  turrets  tall. 
The  Summer's  long  siege  at  last  is  o'er  ; 
When  the  first  poor  outcast  went  in  at 

the  door, 
She  entered  with  him  in  disguise, 
And  mastered  the  fortress  by  surprise ; 
There  U  no  spot  she  loves  so  well  on 

ground. 
She  lingers  and  smiles  there  the  whole 

year  round ; 
The  meanest  serf  on  Sir  Launfal's  land 
Has  hall  and  bower  at  his  command ; 
And  there 's  no  poor  man  in  the  North 

Countree 
But  is  lord  of  the  earldom  as  much  as  he. 


NOTE.—  According  to  the  mvthology  of  the 
Bomancen,  the  San  Oroal,  or  fioly  Grail,  was 
the  cup  out  of  which  Jesua  partook  of  the  Last 
Supper  with  hia  disciples.  It  was  brought  Into 
England  by  Joseph  of  Arlraathea,  and  remained 
there,  an  ol^act  of  pilgrimage  and  adoration. 
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for  many  yean  In  the  keeping  of  hia  lineal  de- 
acendaiitd.  It  was  incumoeut  upon  those  who 
had  rharce  of  it  to  be  chaste  in  thonght,  word, 
and  deed:  but  one  of  the  keepera  having 
broken  tliis  condition,  the  Holy  Orail  disap- 
I^eared.  l^'rom  that  tiine  it  was  a  favorite  enter- 
prise of  the  knighta  of  Arthur's  court  to  go  in 
search  of  it  Sir  Galahad  was  at  last  success- 
fill  iu  finding  it,  as  may  be  read  iu  the  seven- 
teenth book  of  the  Romance  of  King  Arthur. 


Tennyson  has  made  Sir  Oalahad  the  subject  of 
one  of  the  most  exquisite  of  his  poems. 

The  plot  (if  I  may  give  that  name  to  anything 
so  slight)  of  the  foregoing  poem  is  my  owii,  and, 
to  sen-e  its  purtK>ses,  I  have  enlaiiged  the  circle 
of  competition  in  search  of  the  miraculous  cup 
in  sneh  a  manner  as  to  include,  not  only  othex 
persons  than  the  heroes  of  the  Round  Tttble, 
but  also  a  period  of  time  subsequent  to  the 
sapposed  date  of  King  Arthur's  reign. 


Reader  I  tvaik  up  at  oiiee  {H  will  soon  be  too  laie) 
mtd  buy  at  a  perfectly  ruinous  rate 


FABLE    FOR   CRITICS; 

OR,  BEtTER. 

(/  Uk0^  at  a  thing^  thai  ihg  r.adtr*i  ^rst  Junty  may  shiAf, 

an  old-fashhntd  titU-pa^i 

jwfi  ajpristnti  a  tabnJar  virtif  a/the  t'fftuut/s  ctmUfUSt) 

A    GLANCE 

AT    A    FEW   OF    OUR    LITERARY    PROGENIES 
{Mrs.  Mtilapr^tp's  wifrd) 


THE   TUB   OF   DIOGENES; 

A   VOCAL    AND    MUSICAL    MEDLEY, 

THAT   [5, 

A  SERIES   OF  JOKES 

•tfJb  aecirmpamet  himitlfwith  a  ruh^a-duh-duK  full  &f  spirit  andgra€*t 
Qn  tk£  top  cf  tht  iuL 


Set  forth  in  October,  the  31st  day, 

In  the  year  '4S,  G-  T.  Putnam,  Broadway, 


TO 

CHARLES    F.   BRIGGS, 

THIS  VOLUME  IS  AFFECTIONATELY   INSCRIBED. 


A  FABLE  FOR  CRITICS. 
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It  betnff  the  oommonest  mode  of  proced- 
ure, I  premise  a  few  candid  remarks 

To  THE  Reader  :  — 

This  trifle,  begun  to  please  only  myself 
and  my  own  private  fancy,  was  laid  on  the 
shelf.  But  some  friends,  who  had  seen  H. 
induced  me,  b^  dint  of  saying  they  likea 
it,  to  put  it  in  print  That  is,  naving 
cume  to  that  yerv  conclasion,  I  asked  their 
advice  when  'twould  make  no  confusion. 
For  though  (in  the  gentlest  of  ways)  they 
had  hinted  It  was  scarce  worth  the  while, 
1  should  doubtless  liave  printed  it. 

I  t>egan  it,  intending  a  Fable,  a  frail, 
slender  thing,  rhyme-y winged,  with  a  sting 
in  its  tail.  But.'^by  addings^  and  alterings 
not  previously  planned,  digressions  chance- 
hatcned,  like  birds*  eggs  in  the  sand,  and 
dawdlings  to  suit  every  whimsey's  demand 
(always  freeine  the  bird  which  I  held  in 
niv  hand,  for  the  two  perched,  perhaps  out 
of  reach,  in  the  tree),  —  it  grew  by  degrees 
to  the  size  which  you  see.  I  was  like  the 
old  woman  that  carried  the  calf,  and  my 
neighbors,  like  hers,  no  doubt,  wonder  and 
lau^h;  and  when,  mv  strained  arms  with 
their  p-own  burthen  ^11, 1  call  it  my  Fable, 
they  call  it  a  bull. 

Having  scrawled  at  full  gallop  (as  far  as 
that  goes)  in  a  style  that  is  neither  good 
verse  nor  bad  prose,  and  being  a  person 
wliom  nobody  knows,  some  people  w^ill 
say  I  am  rather  more  free  with  my  readers 
than  it  is  becoming  to  be,  that  I  seem  to 
expect  them  to  wait  on  my  leisure  in  fol- 
lowing wherever  I  wander  at  pleasure, 
that,  m  short,  I  take  more  than  a  young 
author's  lawful  ease,  and  laugh  in  a  queer 
way  so  like  Mephistopheles,  that  the  Pub- 
lic will  doubt,  as  they  gro])e  through  my 
rhythm,  if  in  truth  I  am  making  fun  o/* 
them  or  toilh  them. 

So  the  excellent  Public  is  hereby  as- 
sured that  the  sale  of  my  book  is  already 
secui-ed.  For  there  is  not  a  poet  through- 
out the  whole  land  but  will  purchase  a 
copy  or  two  out  of  hand,  in  the  fond  ex- 
pectation of  being  amused  in  it,  by  seeing 
his  betters  cut  up  and  abused  in  it.  Now, 
I  find,  by  a  pretty  exact  calculation,  there 
are  something  like  ten  thousand  bards  in 


the  nation,  of  that  special  variety  whom 
the  Review  and  Magazine  critics  call  lofty 
and  true,  and  about  thirty  thousand  {this 
tribe  is  increasing)  of  the  kinds  who  are 
termed  full  qf  promise  and  pleasing.  The 
Public  will  see  by  a  glance  at  this  sched- 
ule, that  they  cannot  expect  me  to  be  over- 
sedulous  about  oourtmg  them^  since  it 
seems  I  have  got  enough  fuel  nuule  sure  of 
for  boiling  my  pot 

As  for  snch  of  our  poets  as  find  not 
their  names  mentioned  once  in  my  pages, 
with  praises  or  blames,  let  them  send  in 
THEIR  CARDS,  without  farther  dblat,  to 
my  friend  O.  P.  Putnam,  Esquire,  in 
Broadway,  where  a  list  will  be  kept  with 
the  strictest  regard  to  the  day  and  the 
hour  of  receiving  the  card.  Then,  taking 
them  up  as  I  chance  to  have  time  (that  is, 
if  their  names  can  be  twisted  in  riiyme), 
I  will  honestly  give  each  his  proper  po- 
sition, at  the  rate  of  one  author  to  each 
new  EDITION.  Thus  a  PREMIUM  is  of- 
fered sufficiently  high  (as  the  magazines 
say  when  they  tell  their  best  lie)  to  induce 
bards  to  CLUB  their  resources  and  buy  the 
balance  of  every  edition,  until  they  have 
all  of  them  fairly  been  run  through  the 
mill. 

One  word  to  such  readers  (judicious  and 
wise)  as  read  books  with  something  l)ehind 
the  mere  eyes,  of  whom  in  the  country, 
(terhaps,  there  are  two,  including  myself, 
gentle  reader,  and  you.  All  the  characters 
sketchetl  in  this  alight  jeud^esprity  though, 
it  may  be,  they  seem,  here  and  there, 
rather  free,  and  drawn  from  a  somewhat 
too  cynical  standpoint,  are  meant  to  be 
faithful,  for  that  is  the  grand  point,  and 
none  but  an  owl  would  feel  sore  at  a  rub 
from  a  jester  who  tells  vou,  without  any 
subterfuge,  that  he  sits  in  Diogenes'  tub. 


A    PRELIMINARY    NOTE    TO   THE 
SECOND  EDITION, 

though  it  well  maybe  reckoned,  of  all  com- 
position, the  species  at  once  most  delight- 
ful and  healthy,  is  a  thing  which  an  au- 
thor, unless  he  be  wealthy  and  willing  to 
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pay  for  that  kind  of  delight,  is  not,  in  all 
instancea,  called  on  to  write,  though 
there  are,  it  is  sai«l,  who,  their  spirits  to 
cheer,  slip  in  a  new  title-pa^e  three  times 
a  }'ear,  and  in  this  way  snut!  up  an  imagi- 
nary savor  of  that  sweetest  of  dishes,  the 
popular  favor,  —  much  n»  if  a  starved 
pamter  should  fall  to  and  treat  the  Ugo- 
fino  inside  to  a  picture  of  meat. 

You  remember  (if  not,  pray  turn  back- 
ward and  lofik)  that,  in  writing  the  preface 
wlitch  u.^hered  my  book,  I  treated  you.  ex- 
cellent i'ultlic,  not  merely  with  a  cool  di:K- 
regard,  but  downright  cavalierly.  Now  I 
would  not  take  back  th<'  ha.<st  ih'ing  I  then 
said,  thoTigh  1  thereby  couhl  butter  both 
sidas  of  my  bread,  for  1  never  could  see 
that  an  author  owed  aught  to  the  people 
he  solaced,  diverted,  or  taught ;  and,  as 
for  mere  fame,  I  have  long  ago  learned 
that  the  persons  by  whom  it  is  finally 
earned  are  those  with  whom  yaur  verdict 
weighed  not  a  pin,  unsustained  by  the 
higher  court  sittmg  within. 

But  I  wander  from  what  I  intended  to 
say,  —  that  you  have,  namely,  shown  such 
a  liberal  way  of  thinking,  and  so  much 
aesthetic  perception  of  anonymous  worth 
in  the  handsome  reception  you  gave  to  my 
book,  spite  of  some  private  piques  (having 
;ht  the  first  thousand  ni  barely  two 


bough 

weeks),  that  I  think,  past  a  doubt,  if  you 

measured  the  phiz  of  yours  most  devotedly. 

Wonderful  Quiz,  you  would  find  that  its 

vertical  section  was  shorter,  by  an  inch 

and    two  tenths,   or  'twixt    that  and  a 

quarter. 

You  have  watched  a  child  playing  — in 
those  wondrous  years  when  belief  is  not 
bound  to  the  eyeis  and  the  ears,  and  the 
vision  divine  is  so  clear  and  unmarred, 
that  each  baker  of  pies  in  the  dirt  is  a 
bard  ?  Give  a  knife  and  a  shingle,  he  fits 
out  a  fleet,  and,  on  that  little  mud-puddle 
over  the  street,  his  fancy,  in  purest  ^ood 
faith,  will  make  uil  round  the  globe  with  a 

Cuff  of  his  breath  for  a  gale,  will  visit  in 
arely  ten  minutes  all  climea,  and  do  the 
Col uiii bus-feat  hundreds  of  times.  Or,  sup- 
nose  the  young  poet  fresh  stored  with  de- 
lights from  that  Bible  of  childhood,  the 
Arabian  Nigbta,  be  will  turn  to  a  crony 
and  crv,  "Jack,  let 's  play  that  I  am  *a 
Genius'!  **  Jacky  straightway  makes  Alad- 
din's lamp  out  of  a  stone,  and,  for  hours, 
they  enjoy  each  his  own  supernatural 
powers.  This  is  all  very  pretty  and  pleas- 
ant, but  then  suppose  our  two  urchins  have 
grown  into  men,  and  both  have  turned 
authors, — one  says  to  his  brother,  *' Let's 
play  we're  the  American  somethings  or 
other,  —  say  Homer  or  Sophocles,  G'leliie 
or  Scott  (only  let  them  be  big  enough,  no 


matter  what).  Com",  you  ^hall  be  Bvron 
or  Pope,  which  you  choose:  I'll  be  Cole- 
ridge, and  both  Hhall  write  mutual  reviews." 
So  they  both  (as  mere  >»traiiper«)  before 
many  days  send  each  othf*r  a  cord  of  anony- 
mous bays.  Each,  piling  his  epithets, 
smiles  in  his  sleeve  to  see  what  his  friena 
can  be  made  to  believe  ;  each,  reading  the 
other's  unbiased  review,  thinks  —  Here's 
pretty  high  praise,  but  no  more  than  my 
due.  Well,  we  laugh  at  them  both,  and 
yet  make  no  great  fuss  when  the  same  farce 
IS  acted  to  oeiieHt  us.  Even  I,  who,  if 
asked,  scarce  a  month  since,  what  Fudge 
meant,  should  have  answered,  the  dear 
Public's  critical  judgment,  begin  to  think 
sharp-witted  Horace  tipoke  sooth  ^hen  he 
said,  that  the  Public  tometimei  hit  the 
truth. 

In  reading  these  lines,  yon  perhaps  have 
a  vision  of  a  person  in  pretty  good  health 
and  condition ;  and  yet,  since  I  put  forth 
my  primary  edition,  i  have  been  cnished, 
scorched,  withered,  used  up  and  put  down 
(by  Smith  with  the  cotxiial  assistance  of 
Brown),  in  all,  if  you  put  any  faith  in  my 
rhymes,  to  the  number  of  ninety-five  sev- 
eral times,  and,  while  I  am  writing,  —  I 
tremble  to  think  of  it,  'for  I  may  at  this 
moment  be  just  on  the  brink  of  it,  —  Mo- 
lybdostom,  angry  at  being  omitted,  has 
b^un  a  critique,  —  ani  I  not  to  be 
pitied?* 

Now  I  shall  not  crush  them  since,  in- 
deed,  for  that  matter,  no  pressure  I  know 
of  could  render  them  flatter ;  nor  wither, 
nor  scorch  them,  —  no  action  of  fire  could 
make  either  them  or  their  articles  drier ; 
nor  waste  time  in  putting  them  down  — 
I  am  thinking  not  their  own  self-inflation 
will  keep  them  from  sinking  :  for  there 's 
this  contradiction  about  the  whole  bevy,  — 
though  without  the  least  weight,  they  are 
awfully  heavy.  No,  my  dear  libnest  Sore, 
gurdo  fabulam  narras,  they  are  no  more 
to  me  than  a  rat  in  the  arras.  I  can  walk 
with  the  Doctor,  get  facts  from  the  Don, 
or  draw  out  the  Lambish  quintessence  of 
John,  and  feel  nothing  more  than  a  half- 
romic  sorrow,  to  think  that  they  all  will 
l>e  lying  to-morrow  tossed  carelessly  up  on 
the  waste-paper  shelves,  and  foreotten  by 
all  but  their  half-dozen  selves.  Once  snug 
in  my  attic,  my  fire  in  a  roar,  I  leave  the 
[whole  pack  of  thera  outside  the  door. 
With  Hakluvt  or  Purchas  I  wander  away 
to  the  black  northern  seas  or  barbaric 
Cathay  ;  get/ow  with  O'Shanter,  and  sober 
\  me  then  with  that  builder  of  brick-kiluish 

*  The  wise  Scandinavlana  probably  called 
i  their  bards  by  the  queer-looking  title  of  Scald, 
in  a  delicate  way.  as  it  were.  Just  to  liiut  to  th» 
world  the  hot  water  they  always  get  into. 
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dramas,  rare  Ben ;  snulF  Herbert,  as  holy 
as  a  flower  on  a  gmve ;  ¥rith  Fletcher  wax 
tender,  o'er  Chapman  grow  brave ;  with 
Marlowe  or  Kyd  take  a  ftne  poet-rave ;  in 
Very,  most  Hebrew  of  Saxons,  find  peace ; 
with  Lycidas  welter  on  vext  Irish  seas; 
with  Webster  grow  wild,  and  climb  earth- 
ward again,  down  by  mystical  Browne's 
Jacob's-ladder-like  brain,  to  that  spiritual 
Pepys  (Cotton's  version)  Montaigne ;  find 
a  new  depth  in  Wordsworth,  undreamed 
of  before,  that  marvel,  a  poet  divine  who 
can  bfire.  Or.  oat  of  my  study,  the  scholar 
thrown  off,  Nature  holds  up  her  shield 
'gainst  the  sneer  and  the  scoff;  the  land- 
scape, forever  consoling  and  kind,  pours  her 
wine  and  her  oil  on  the  smarts  of  the  mind. 
The  waterfall,  scattering  its  vanishing 
gems;  the  tall  grove  of  hemlocks,  with  moss 
on  their  stems,  like  plashes  of  sunlight  ; 
the  pond  in  the  woods,  where  no  foot  but 
mine  and  the  bittern's  intrudes,  where 
pitcher-plants  purple  and  gentians  hard  by 
recall  to  September  the  blue  of  June's  sky; 
these  are  all  my  kind  neighbors,  and  leave 
me  no  wish  to  sav  aught  to  you  all,  my  poor 
critics,  but  —  pish !  I  've  buried  the  hatcnet : 
I  'm  twisting  an  allumette  out  of  one  of  you 
now,  and  relighting  my  calumet  In  your 
nrivate  capaaties,  come  when  you  please, 
I  will  give  you  my  hand  and  a  fresn  pipe 
apiece. 

As  I  ran  through  the  leaves  of  mv  poor 
little  book,  to  take  a  fond  author  s  Arst 
tremulous  look,  it  was  quite  an  excitement 
to  hunt  the  errcUa,  sprawled  in  as  birds' 
tracks  are  in  some  kinds  of  strata  (only 
these  made  things  crookeder).  Fancy  an 
heir  that  a  father  had  seen  bom  well-fea- 
tured and  fair,  turning  suddenly  wry-nosed, 
club-footed,  squint-eyed,  hair-lipped,  wap- 
per-jawed,  carrot-haired,  from  a  priae  be- 
come an  aversion, — my  case  was  yet  worse. 
A  club-foot  (by  way  of  a  change)  m  a  verse, 


I  might  have  forgiven,  an  o's  being  wry, 
a  limp  in  an  e,  or  a  cock  in  an  »,  —  but  to 
have  the  sweet  babe  of  my  brain  served  in 
pi/  I  am  not  queasy-stomached,  but  such 
a  Thyestean  banquet  as  that  was  quite  out 
of  the  question. 

In  the  edition  now  issued  no  pains  are 
neglected,  and  my  verses,  as  orators  say, 
stand  corrected.  Yet  some  blunders  re- 
main of  the  Public's  own  make,  which  I 
wish  to  correct  for  my  personal  sake. 
For  instance,  a  character  drawn  in  pure 
fun  and  condensing  the  traits  of  a  dozen 
in  one,  has  been,  as  I  hear,  by  some  per- 
sons applied  to  a  good  friend  of  mme. 
whom  to  stab  in  the  side,  as  we  walked 
along  chatting  and  joking  together,  would 
not  be  my  way.  I  can  hardly  tell  whether 
a  question  will  ever  arise  in  which  he  and 
I  should  by  any  strange  fortune  agree, 
but  meanwhile  my  esteem  for  him  grows 
as  I  know  him,  and,  though  not  the  best 
judge  on  earth  of  a  poem,  he  knows  what 
It  is  he  is  saying  and  why,  and  is  honest 
and  fearless,  two  good  points  which  I 
have  not  foimd  so  rile  I  can  easily  smother 
my  love  for  them,  whether  on  my  side  or 
t'  other. 

For  my  other  anonymi,  you  may  be  sure 
that  I  know  what  ia  meant  by  a  carica- 
ture, and  what  by  a  portrait  There  are 
those  who  think  it  is  capital  fun  to  be 
spattering  their  ink  on  ^uiet,  unquarrel- 
soroe  folk,  but  the  minute  the  game 
changes  siaes  and  the  others  begjin  it,  they 
see  something  savage  and  horrible  in  it 
As  for  me  I  respect  neither  women  nor 
men  for  their  gender,  nor  own  any  sex  in 
a  pen.  I  choose  just  to  hint  to  some 
causeless  unfriends  that,  as  far  as  I  know, 
there  are  always  two  ends  (and  one  of 
them  heaviest,  too)  to  a  staff,  and  two 
parties  also  to  every  good  laugh. 
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PatsBtTB,  fittting  one  day  in  a  Unrel- 

Not  to  say  that  the  thought  would  for- 

iteBS ^hadfij 

ever  intrude 

Waa  remindtid  of  Daphne,  of  whom  it 

That  you  've  less  chance  to  win  her  the 

wtt3  made^ 

moi^  ahe  h  wood  ? 

, 

For  the  cod  being  ooe  day  too  warm  in 

Ah  I  it  went  to  my  heart,  and  the  mem- 

htJ9 wociLng^ 

ory  still  grieves, 
To  »ee  those  loved  graces  all   taking 

She  took  to  the  ue&  to  esoape  his  pnr- 

!»umg  ; 

their  leaves ; 

Be  ths  cause  what  it  mighty  from  his 

Those  charms   beyond  speech^  so  en- 

1 

aftun  ahe  shrunk. 

chanting  hut  now, 

And,  Glnevm-Uka,  sbat  hatself  up  in 

As  they  left  me  forever,  each  making 

a  trunk  j 

its  bough! 

And,  though  't  was  a  st<!p  into  which  he 

If  her  tongue  Aod  a  tang  sometimes 

had  driven  her^ 

more  than  was  rif^ht. 

He  somehow  ^r  othtjr  had  nevar  for- 

Her new  bark  is  wor^  than  ten  times 

given  her ; 

her  old  bite." 

Her  memory  he   nursed   aa  a  kind  of 

a  totde, 

Now,  Daphne  —  before  she  wm  hap- 

8omething bitter  to  chew  when  ho*d 

pily  treeified  — 

play  the  Byronic, 
And  I  can  t  count  the  obstinate  nynipha 

Over  all  other  blossoms   the  lily  hnd 

deilied. 

1 

that  he  brought  over 

And  when  ahe  expected  the  god  on  a 

By  a  strange  kind  of  amile  he  put  on 

visit 

when  he  thought  of  her. 
**  My  case  b  like  Dido's,"  he  sometimes 

{T  was  before  he  had  msde  his  inten- 

tions explicit), 

remarked  ; 

Some  buda  sbu  arranged  with  a  vast 

'^Whuii  I  last  flaw  my  love,  she  was 

deal  of  care, 

fairly  emharked 

To  look  aM  if  artlessly  twined  in  her  hair, 

In  a  lauri:!^  tts  the  thought  «-*  bnt  (ah, 

Where  they  seemed,  as  he  said,  when 

1 

how  Fate  mocks!) 

he  paid  his  addreisses. 

She  lia^i  found  it  by  this  time  a  very 

Like  the  day  breaking  through  the  long 

bad  box  J 

night  of  her  tresses  ; 

, 

Let  hunters  from  me  take  this  saw  when 

So  whenever  he  wished  to  be  quite  irre- 

; 

they  nt?ed  it,  — 

sistible. 

You're  not  alwayfi  sure  of  your  game 

Like  a  man  with  eight  trumps  in  his 

when  you've  trued  iL 

hand  at  a  whi^t-tAble 

Just  conceive  such  a  change  taking  place 

(I  feared  me  at  first  that  the  rhyme  was 

tu  oae*s  mistress  ! 

untw^istable, 

What  romance  would  be   left!  —  who 

Though  I  might  have  lugged  in  an  allu- 

can flatter  or  kiss  trees  T 

sion  to  Cristabel),  — 

And,  for  mercy's  sake,  how  conld  one 

He  would  take  up  a  lily,  and  gloomily 

1 

keep  up  a  dialogue 
With  a  dull  womlcn  tiling  that  will  live 

look  tn  it. 

1 

As  I  shall  at  the ,  when  they  cut 

and  will  die  a  log,  —                                    up  my  buok  in  ic 
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Well,  here,  after  all  the  bad  rhyme 

1  've  Wii  apinuing, 
rve  gQt  hack  ftt  lB3t  to  my  etoiy'l  bftgin- 

Ding  \ 
Sitting  there,  as  1  bay,  in  the  ihode  of 

bia  TiibtredS, 
As  dull  as  a  volume  of  M  Cheater  myfi- 

t  cries. 
Or  OS  tha^  puzzling  specimens  ;i'hicfa, 

ID  oltl  hiiitories, 
We   read   of  his  verstis  —  the  Oracle^j 

uaniely,  — 
(I  wouder  the  Greeks  ahauld  have  swal- 

lowetl  them  tanic4y, 
For  one  might  bet  safely  wKatever  Ixe 

has  to  rif^k, 
They  werf    laid   nt  his  door  by  some 

aticieut  MLsa  A&teriak, 
Attd  so  dull  that  the  ineu  who  Tetiuled 

them  out'dopra 
Got  the  ill   name  of  augury   beeauiie 

they  were  hores^  — ) 
Firsts  be  tnu^ied  what  the  auimal  sub- 
stance ov  herb  is 
Would    induce    a   umstache,   for    you 

know  he  'iJ  inibcrhijt ; 
Then  he  shuddered  to  think  how  his 

ymithful  position 
Was  assailetl  by  the  age  of  his  mn  the 

physician  ; 
At  some  poetns  he  glanced,  hid  been 

sent  tt>  hiiii  lately, 
And  the  metre  and  sentiment  puiczled 

him  greatly  ; 
'VMehericle  !     I  'cl  nuike  such  proceeil- 

ing  feloniouEt  — 
Have  they  all  of  them  slept  in  the  cave 

of  Trophoniua  ? 
Look  well  to  your  seat,  't  ia  like  taking 

an  airing 
On  a  coniuroy  road,  and  that  out  of  re- 
pairing ; 
It  leacH   one,    ^t  i$  true,  through   the 

primirive  forei?t, 
Grand  natural  features,  but  then  one 

has  no  rest ; 
You  just  catch  a  glitnpsa  of  some  rnr* 

ishing  distance^ 
When  a  jolt  puts  the  whole  of  it  out  of 

existence,  ^- 
Why  not  use  their  ears,  if  they  happen 

to  have  any  1  ^* 
—  Here  the  laurel-leaver  murmured  the 

name  of  iwor  Daphne. 

'*0t   weep   with    me,    Dn]ihne,"  he 
sig^fti,  "for  you  know  it 'a 


A   terrible  thttig  to  be  pestered  with 

poets  ? 
But,  elm^  she  ih  dumb,  and  the  proverb 

holds  good, 
She  never  wiu  cry  till  she  ^s  out  of  the 

wood  1 
What  would  n't  1  give  if  I  never  had 

known  of  her  1 
"T  were  a  kind  of  relief  had  1  eome thing 

to  groan  over  ^ 
HI  had  but  some  letters  of  hersj  now, 

to  toss  over, 
I  might  turn  for  the  nonce  a  Byronic 

philoi^pher, 
And  bewitch  all  the  flats  hy  bemoaning 

the  lo8»  of  her* 
One  neeiis  fiouKthing  taugiblp,  though, 

to  begin  on,  — 
A  lootn^  an  it  were,   for  the  fancy  to 

spin  on  ; 
What  boots  all  yoar  grist  t  it  can  never 

be  ground 
Till  a  breeze   makes  th{^   amis  of  the 

windmill  go  round, 
(Or^  if 't  is  a  water-mill^  alter  the  meta- 
phor. 
And  say  it  won*t  stir^  save  the  wheei]  be 

w^ell  wet  afore. 
Or  lag  in  some  stuff  about  irater  '*so 

dreamily/'  — 
It  is  not   a  njetafihor,  though,    't  is  a 

simile)  ; 
A    lily»    perhajis,    would  set  my   mill 

a-going. 
For  ju^t  at  this  season,  I  thinks  they 

are  blowing. 
Here,   some  body »  fetch  one;  not  very 

far  hence 
They  're  in  hloom  by  the  score,  't  is  but 

climbing  a  [eiw.f. ; 
There  '»  a  poet  hanl  by,  who  does  noth- 
ing out  fill  his 
Whole  garden,  from  one  end  to  t'  other, 

with  lilies  ; 
A  very  good  plan,  were  it  not  for  sati- 

*?ty. 
One  longs  for  a  we«d  here  and  there, 

for  variety ; 
Though  a  weeii  is  no  more  than  a  flower 

in  disguise, 
Which  is  seen  through  at  once,  if  love 

give  a  man  eyes/* 

Now   there   happened   to   be  among 
Phf chub's  followers, 
A  gcntlRUmn,    otie   of  the  onmivoroUB 
twallowei^ 


A  FABLE   FOR   CRITICS. 


121 


Who  bolt  every  book  that  conies  out  of 
the  press. 

Without  the  least  question  of  larger  or 
less. 

Whose  stomachs  are  strong  at  the  ex- 
pense of  their  head,  — 

For  reading  new  books  is  like  eating 
new  oread, 

One  can  bear  it  at  first,  but  by  gradual 
steps  he 

Is  brought  to  death's  door  of  a  mental 
dyspepsy. 

On  a  previous  stage  of  existence,  our 
Hero 

Had  ridden  outside,  with  the  glass  be- 
low zero ; 

He  had  been,  *t  is  a  fact  you  may  safely 
rely  on, 

Of  a  very  old  stock  a  most  eminent 
scion,  — 

A  stock  all  fresh  quacks  their  fierce 
boluses  ply  on. 

Who  stretch  the  new  boots  Earth  's  un- 
willing to  try  on, 

Whom  humbugs  of  all  shapes  and  sorts 
keep  their  eye  on 

Whose  hair  *s  in  the  mortar  of  every 
new  Ziou, 

Who,  when  whistles  are  dear,  go  directly 
and  buy  one, 

Who  think  slavery  a  crime  that  we 
must  not  say  fie  on. 

Who  hunt,  if  they  e*er  hunt  at  all,  with 
the  lion 

(Though  they  hunt  lions  also,  whenever 
they  spy  one), 

Who  contrive  to  make  every  good  for- 
tune a  wry  one. 

And  at  last  choose  the  hard  bed  of  honor 
to  die  on. 

Whose  pedigree,  traced  to  earth's  earli- 
est years. 

Is  longer  than  anything  else  but  their 
ears; — 

In  short,  he  was  sent  into  life  with  the 
wrong  key. 

He  unlocked  the  door,  and  stept  forth 
a  poor  donkev. 

Though  kicked  and  abused  by  his  bi- 
pedal betters 

Yet  he  filled  no  mean  place  in  the  king- 
dom of  letters ; 

Far  happier  than  many  a  literary  hack, 

He  bore  only  paper-mill  rags  on  his 
back 

(For  it  makes  a  vast  difference  which 
side  the  mill 


One  expends  on  the  paper  his  labor  and 

skill) ; 
So,  when  his  soul  waited  a  new  trans- 

mi^tion. 
And  Destiny  balanced  'twixt  this  and 

that  station. 
Not  havinff  much  time  to  expend  upon 

bothers. 
Remembering  he  'd  had  some  connec- 
tion with  authors. 
And  considering  bis  four  legs  had  grown 

paralytic,  — 
She  set  him  on  two,  and  he  came  forth 

a  critic. 

Through  his    babyhood  no  kind  of 

pleasure  he  took 
In  any  amusement  but  tearing  a  book ; 
For  him  there  was  no  intermediate  stage 
From  babyhood  up    to    straight-laced 

middle  age ; 
There  were  years  when  he  did  n't  wear 

coat-tails  behind. 
But  a  boy  he  could  never  be  rightly  de- 
fined; 
Like  the  Iri^h  Good  Folk,  though  in 

length  scarce  a  span, 
From  the  womb  he  came  gravely,  a  lit- 
tle old  man ; 
While  other  boys'  trousers  demanded 

the  toil 
Of  the  motherly  fingers  on  all  kinds  of 

soil. 
Red,     yellow,    brown,    black,    clayey, 

gravelly,  loamy, 
He*  sat  in  the  comer  and  read    Yiri 

Rome. 
He  never  was  known  to  unbend  or  to 

revel  once 
In  base,  marbles,  hockey,  or  kick  up 

the  devil  once ; 
He  was  just  one  of  those  who  excite  the 

oenevolence 
Of  your  old  pri^  who  sound  the  soul's 

depths  with  a  ledjo^r, 
And  are  on  the  lookout  for  some  young 

men  to  "edger- 
cate,"  as  they  call  it,  who  won't  be  too 

costly, 
And  who  '11  afterward  take  to  the  min- 
istry mostly ; 
Who   always  wear   spectacles,    always 

look  bilious, 
Always  keep  on  good  terms  with  each 

maUr-famUiaa 
Throughout  the  whole  parish,  and  man* 

age  to  r^r 
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Ten  boys  like  themaelves,  on  four  Imn- 

When  he  left  Alma  Mater,  he  practised 

1 
! 

dred  a  year : 

his  wits 

Who,  fulfilling  in  turn  the  same  fearful 

In    compiling  the   joumals*  historical 

conditions, 

bits,— 

Either  pneach  through  their  noses,  or  go 

Of  shops  broken  open,  men  falling  in 

upon  missions. 

fits. 
Great  fortunes  in  England  bequeathed 

In  this  way  our  Hezogot  safely  to  col- 

to poor  printers, 

lege, 

And  cold  siiells,  the  coldest  for  many 

1 

Where  he  bolted  alike  both  his  com- 

past winters,  — 

mons  and  knowledge ; 

Then,  rising  by  industry,  knack,  and 

A  reading-machine,  always  wound   up 

and  goin^, 
He  mastered  whatever  was  not  worth 

address, 

Got  notices  up  for  an  unbiased  press, 

With  a  mind  so  well  poised,  it  seemed 

the  knowing, 

etiually  made  for 

1 
1 

Appeared  in  a  gown,  and  a  vest  of  black 

Applause  or  abuse,  just  which  chanced 

t 

satin, 

to  lie  iwdd  for : 

To  spout  such  a  Gothic  oration  in  Latin 

From  this  point  his  progress  was  rapid 

That  TuUy  could  never  have  made  out  a 

and  sure. 

word  in  it 

To  the  post  of  a  regular  heavy  reviewer. 

(Though  himself  was  the  model  the  au- 

thor prefeiTed  in  it), 

And  here  1  must  say  he  wrote  excel- 

And grasping  the  parchment  which  gave 

lent  articles 

him  in  fee 

On   Hebraical  points,  or  the  force  of 

All  the  mystic  and-so-forths  contained 

Greek  particles; 

in  A.  B., 

They  filled  up  the  space  nothing  else 

He  was  kunched  (\ite  is  always  com- 

was prepared  for, 
And  nobody  read  that  which  nobody 

pared  to  a  sea) 

With  just  enough  learning,  and  skill 

cared  for; 

for  the  usmg  it, 

If  any  old  book  reached  a  fiftieth  edi- 

To  prove  he  'd  a  brain,  by  forever  con- 

tion. 

fusing  it 
So  worthy  St.  Benedict,  piously  burn- 

He could  fill  forty  pages  with  safe  eni- 

dition: 

ing 

He  could  gauge  the  old  books  by  the  old 

With  the  holiest  zeal  against  secular 

set  of  rules, 

learning, 

And  his  very  old  nothings  pleased  very 

Neteienaque  acUnter,  as  writers  express 

old  fools ; 

it. 

But  give  him  a  new  book,  fresh  out  of 

Indoctuaque  aapienter  a  Roma  r^cesait. 

the  heart, 
And  you  put  him  at  sea  without  com- 

'T would  be  endless  to  tell  you  the 

pass  or  chart,  — 

things  that  he  knew, 

His  blunders  aspired  to  the  rank  of  an 

Each  a  separate  fact,  undeniably  true, 

art; 

But  with  him  or  each  other  they  'd 

For  his  lore  was  engraft,  something  for- 

nothing to  do; 

eign  that  grew  in  him. 

No  power  of  combining,  arranging,  dis- 

Exhausting the  sap  of  the  native  and 

cerning, 

true  in  him, 

Digested  the  masses   he  learned  into 

So  that  when  a  man  came  with  a  soul 

learning ; 

that  was  new  in  him, 

There  was  one  thins  in  life  he  had  prac- 
tical knowledge  for 
(And  this,  you  will  think,  he  need  scarce 

Carving  new  forms  of  truth  out  of  Na- 

ture's old  granite. 

New  and  old  at   their  birth,  like  Le 

go  to  college  for),  — 
Not  a  deed  would  he  do,  nor  a  word 

Verrier's  planet. 

Which,  to  get  a  true  judgment,  them- 

would he  utter. 

selves  must  create 

Till  he  'd  weighed  its  relations  to  plain 

In  the  soul  of  their  critic  the  measure 

bread  and  butter.-                                        and  weight, 

1 
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Being  rather  themselves  a  fresh  stand- 
ard of  grace. 
To  compute  their  own  judge,  and  assign 

him  his  place, 
Our  reviewer  would  crawl  all  about  it 

and  round  it, 
And,  reportiug  each  circumstance  just 

as  he  found  it, 
Without  the  least  malice,  —  his  record 

would  be 
Profoundly  sesthetic  as  that  of  a  flea. 
Which,  supping  on  Wordsworth,  should 

print,  for  our  sakes, 
Recollections  of  nights  with  the  Bard  of 

the  Lakes, 
Or,  lodged  by  an  Arab  guide,  ventured 

to  render  a 
Comprehensive  account  of  the  ruins  at 

Denderah. 

Ab  I  said,  he  was  never  precisely  un- 
kind, 

The  defect  in  his  brain  was  just  absence 
of  mind ; 

If  he  boasted,  't  was  simply  that  he  was 
self-made, 

A  position  which  I,  -for  one,  never  gain- 
said. 

My  respect  for  my  Maker  supposing  a 
skill 

In  His  works  which  our  Hero  would  an- 
swer  but  ill ; 

And  I  trust  that  the  mould  which  he 
used  may  be  cracked,  or  he, 

Made  bold  by  success,  may  enlarge  his 
phylactery, 

And  set  up  a  kind  of  a  man-manufac- 
tory,— 

An  event  which  I  shudder  to  think 
about,  seeinff 

That  Man  is  a  mor^,  accountable  being. 

He  meant  well  enough,  but  was  still 
in  the  way, 

Ab  dunces  htill  are,  let  them  be  where 
they  may ; 

Indeed,  they  appear  to  come  into  exist- 
ence 

To  impede  other  folks  with  their  awk- 
ward assistance  ; 

If  you  set  up  a  dimce  on  the  very  North 
pole 

All  alone  with  himself,  I  believe,  on  my 
soul. 

He  'd  manage  to  get  betwixt  somebody's 
shins, 

And  pitch  him  down  bodily,  all  in  his 
sins, 


To  the  grave  polar  bears  sitting  round 
on  the  ice. 

All  shortening  their  grace,  to  be  in  for 
a  slice ; 

Or,  if  he  found  nobody  else  there  to 
pother, 

Why,  one  of  his  1^  would  just  trip  up 
the  other. 

For  there 's  nothing  we  read  of  in  tor- 
ture's inventions. 

Like  a  well-meaning  dunce,  with  the 
best  of  intentions. 

A  terrible  fellow  to  meet  in  soci- 
ety. 

Not  the  toast  that  he  buttered  was  ever 
so  dry  at  tea  ; 

There  he  'd  sit  at  the  table  and  stir  in 
his  sugar, 

Crouching  close  for  a  spring,  all  the 
while,  like  a  cougar ; 

Be  sure  of  your  facts,  of  your  measures 
and  weights, 

Of  your  time,  —  he 's  as  foud  as  an  Arab 
of  dates  ; 

You  '11  be  telling,  perhaps,  in  your  com- 
ical way. 

Of  something  you  've  seen  in  the  course 
of  the  day ; 

And,  just  as  you  're  tapering  out  the 
conclusion, 

You  venture  an  ill-fated  classic  allu- 
sion, — 

The  girls  have  all  got  their  laughs  ready, 
when,  whack  1 

The  cougar  comes  down  on  your  thun- 
derstruck back  ! 

You  had  left  out  a  comma,  — your 
Greek  's  put  in  joint. 

And  pointed  at  cost  of  your   story's 

whole  point- 
In  the  course  of  the  evening  you  find 
chance  for  certain 

Soft  speeches  to  Anne,  in  the  shade  of 
the  curtain  : 

Yon  tell  her  your  heart  can  be  likened 
to  one  flower, 

"And  that,  0  most  charming  of  wo- 
men's the  sunflower, 

Which  turns  "  —  here  a  clear  nasal  voice, 
to  your  terror, 

From  outside  the  curtain,  says,  **  That  *s 
all  an  error." 

As  for  him,  he 's  —  no  matter,  he  never 
grew  tender. 

Sitting  after  a  ball,  with  his  feet  on  the 
fender, 
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Shaping  somebody's  sweet  featoi'es  out 

of  cigar  smoke 
(Though  he  'd  willingly  grant  you  that 

such  doings  are  smoke) ; 
All  women  he  damns  with    mtUoMle 

atmper. 
And  if  ever  he  felt  something  like  love's 

distemper, 
'T  was  tow'ros  a  young  lady  who  spoke 

ancient  Mexican, 
And  assisted  her  father  in  making  a  lex- 
icon ; 
Though   I   recollect  hearing    him    get 

Quite  ferocious 
About  Mai7  Clausum,  the  mistress  of 

Grotius, 
Or  something  of  that  sort,  —  but,   no 

more  to  bore  ye 
With   character-painting,  I  '11  turn    to 

my  story. 

Now,  Apollo,  who  finds  it  conven- 
ient sometimes  . 

To  get  his  court  clear  of  the  makers  of 
rhymes, 

The  genuSf  I  think  it  is  called,  vrrUabiUy 

£very  one  of  whom  thinks  himself 
treated  most  shabbily,      ' 

And  nurses  a  —  what  is  it?  —  immedi- 
cabikf 

Which  keeps  him  at  boiling-point,  hot 
for  a  quarrel. 

As  bitter  as  wormwood,  and  sourer  than 
sorrel. 

If  any  poor  devil  but  look  at  a  laurel ;  — 

Apollo,  I  say,  being  sick  of  their  riot- 
ing 

(Though  he  sometimes  acknowledged 
their  verse  had  a  quieting 

Effect  after  dinner,  and  seemed  to  sug- 

•  gest  a 

Retreat  to  the  shrine  of  a  tranquil 
siesta), 

Kept  our  Hero  at  hand,  who,  by  means 
of  a  bray. 

Which  he  gave  to  the  life,  drove  the 
rabble  away  ; 

And  if  that  would  n't  do,  he  was  sure 
to  succeed, 

If  he  took  his  review  out  and  offered  to 
read ; 

Or,  failing  in  plans  of  this  milder  de- 
scription, 

He  would  ask  for  their  aid  to  get  up  a 
subscription. 

Considering  tnat  authorship  wasn't  a 
rich  craft, 


To  print  the  "American  drama  of 
Witchcraft." 

"  Stay,  I  *11  read  you  a  scene,"  —  but  he 
hardly  began. 

Ere  Apollo  shrieked  "  Help  !  "  and  the 
authors  all  ran  : 

And  once,  when  these  purgatives  acted 
with  less  spirit. 

And  the  desperate  case  asked  a  remedy 
desperate. 

He  drew  from  Ms  pocket  a  foolscap 
epistle 

As  calmly  as  if  't  were  a  nine-barrelled 
pistol, 

And  threatened  them  all  with  the  judg- 
ment to  come. 

Of  "A  wandering  Star's  first  impressions 
of  Rome.' 

"  Stop  !  stop  ! "  with  their  hands  o'er 
their  ears,  screamed  the  Muses, 

"  He  may  go  off  and  mui-der  himself,  if 
he  chooses, 

'T  was  a  means  self-defence  only  sanc- 
tioned his  trying, 

'Tis  mere  massacre  now  that  the  ene- 
my 's  flying ; . 

If  he 's  forced  to  t  again,  and  we  hap- 
pen to  be  there. 

Give  us  each  a  large  handkerchief  soaked 
in  strong  ether." 

I  called  this  a  "  Fable  for  Critics  "  ; 

you  think  it 's 
More  like  a  display  of  my  rhythmical 

trinkets ; 
My  plot,  like  an  icicle,  's  slender  and 

slippery, 
Every  moment  more  slender,  and  likely 

to  slip  awry. 
And  the  reader  unwilling  in  loco  desipere 
Is  fi'ee  to  jump  over  as  much  of  my 

frippery 
As  he  fancies,  and,  if  he  *s  a  prevident 

skipper,  he 
May  have  like  Odysseus  control  of  the 

gales, 
And  get  safe  to  port,  ere  his  patience 

quite  fails ; 
Moreover,  although  *t  is  a  slender  return 
For  your  toil  and  expense,  yet  my  paper 

will  bum, 
And,  if  you  have  manfully  struggled 

thus  far  with  me. 
You  may  e'en  twist  me  up,  and  just 

light  your  cigar  with  me: 
If  too  angry  for  that,  you  can  tear  me  in 

pieces. 


A  FABLE  FOR  CRITICS. 


125 


And  my  membra  disjecta  consign  to  the 

oreezes, 
A  fate  like  great  Ratzau'e,  whom  one  of 

those  bores, 
Who  beflead  with  bad  verses  poor  Louis 

Quatorze, 
Describes  (the  fii-st  verse  somehow  ends 

with  vidoire), 
As  dispersant  partout  et  see  meinJbres  et 

aa  gloire  ; 
Or,  if  I  were  over-desirous  of  earning 
A  repute  among  noodles  for  classical 

learning, 
I  could  pick  you  a  score  of  allusions,  I 

wis. 
As  new  as  the  jests  ot  DidaskcUoa  tie; 
Better  still,  I  could  make  out  a  good 

solid  list 
From  aathore  recondite  who  do  not  ex- 
ist,— 
But  that  would  be  naughty :  at  least,  I 

could  twist 
Something  out   of   Absyrtus,   or  turn 

your  inquiries 
After  Milton's  prose  metaphor,  drawn 

from  Osins ;  — 
But,  as  Cicero  says  he  won't  say  this  or 

that 
(A  fetch,  I  must  say,  most  transparent 

and  flat), 
After  savine  whate'er  he  could  possibly 

think  of,  — 
I  simply  will  state  that  I  pause  on  the 

brink  of 
A  mire,  ankle-deep,  of  deliberate  con- 
fusion. 
Made  up  of  old  jumbles  of  classic  allu- 
sion : 
So,  when  vou  were  thinking  yourselves 

to  be  pitied, 
Just  conceive  how  much  harder  your 

teeth  you'd  have  gritted. 
An  'twere  not  for    the  dulness  I've 

kindly  omitted. 

I  'd  apologize  here  for  my  many  di- 
gressions. 

Were  it  not  that  I  'm  certain  to  trip  into 
fresh  ones 

CTis  so  hard  to  escape  if  you  get  in 
their  mesh  once) ; 

Just  reflect,  if  you  please,  how  't  is  said 
by  Horatius, 

That  Mseonides  nods  now  and  then,  and, 
my  gracious ! 

It  certainly  does  look  a  little  bit  omi- 
nous 


When   he   gets   under  way  with   ton 

cT  apatneibomenoa. 
(Here  a  something  occui-s  which  I  '11  just 

clap  a  rhyme  to, 
And  say  it  myself,  ere  a  Zoilns  have 

time  to, — 
Any  author  a  nap  like  Van  Winkle's 

may  take, 
If  he  onlv  contrive  to   keep  readers 

awake, 
But  he  'U  very  soon  find  himself  laid  on 

the  shelf. 
If  they  fall  a-nodding  when  he  nods 

himself.) 

Once  for  all,  to  return,  and  to  stay, 

wiUI,  nilll  — 
When  Phoebus  expressed  his  desire  for 

a  lily, 
Our  hero,  whose  homoeopathic  sanity 
With  an  ocean  of  zeal  mixed  his  drop 

of  capacity. 
Set  off  for  the  garden  as  fast  as  the 

wind 
(Or,  to  take  a  comparison  more  to  my 

mind, 
As  a  sound  politician  leaves  conscience 

behind). 
And  leaped  the  low  fence,  as  a  party 

hack  jumps 
O'er  his  principles,  when  something  else 

turns  up  trumps. 

He  was  gone  a  long  time,  and  Apollo, 

meanwhile. 
Went  over  some  sonnets  of  his  with  a 

file. 
For,   of  all  compositions,   he  thought 

that  the  sonnet 
Best   repaid  all  the  toll  you  expended 

upon  it ; 
It  should  reach  with  one  impulse  the 

end  of  its  course. 
And  for  one  final  blow  collect  all  of  its 

force ; 
Not  a  verse  should  be  salient,  but  each 

one  should  tend 
With  a  wave-like  up-gathering  to  break 

at  the  end  ; 
So,  condensing  the  strength  here,  there 

smoothing  a  wry  kink. 
He  was  killing  the  time,  when  up  walked 

Mr.  D ; 

At  a  few  steps  behind  him,  a  small  man 

in  glasses 
Went  dodging  about,  muttering,  "  Mur* 

derers!  asses!" 
From  out  of  his  pocket  a  paper  he'd  take. 
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With  a  proud  look  of  zDartyrdoui  tied  to 
its  stake. 

And,  reading  a  squib  at  himself,  he'd 
say,  **  Here  1  see 

'Gainst  American  letters  a  bloody  con- 
spiracy. 

They  are  all  by  my  personal  enemies 
written ; 

I  must  ^st  an  anonymous  letter  to 
Britain, 

And  show  that  this  gall  is  the  merest 
suggestion 

Of  spite  at  my  zeal  on  the  Copyright 
question, 

For,  on  this  side  the  water,  't  is  prudent 
to  pull 

O'er  the  eyes  of  the  public  their  national 
wool, 

By  accusing  of  slayish  respect  to  Jolm 
Bull 

All  American  authors  who  have  more  or 
less 

Of  that  anti- American  humbug  —  suc- 
cess, 

While  in  priyate  we're  always  em- 
bracing the  knees 

Of  some  twopenny  editor  over  the  seas, 

And  licking  his  critical  shoes,  for  you 
know  't  is 

The  whole  aim  of  our  lives  to  get  one 
English  notice ; 

My  American  puffs  I  would  willingly 
bum  all 

(They  *re  all  from  one  source,  monthly, 
weekly,  diurnal) 

To  get  but  a  kick  from  a  transmarine 
journal  1 " 

So,  culling  the  gibes  of  each  critical 

scomer 
As  if  they  were  plums,  and  himself  were 

Jack  Homer, 
He  came  cautiously  on,  peeping  round 

every  comer, 
And  into  each  hole  where  a  weasel  might 

pass  in. 
Expecting  the  knife  of  some  critic  as- 


Who  stabs  to  the  heart  with  a  caHcarore, 
Not  so  bad  as  those  daubs  of  the  Sun, 

to  be  sure. 
Yet  done  with  a  dagger-o*-type,  whose 

vile  portraits 
Disperse  all  one'n  good  and  condense  all 

one's  poor  traits. 
Apollo  loosed  up,  hearing  footsteps 

approaching, 


I  And  slipped  out  of  si^ht  the  new  rhymes 
I             he  was  broaching,  — 
"  Good  day,  Mr.  D ,  I  'm  happy  to 

meet. 
With  a  scholar  so  ripe,  and  a  critic  so 

neat, 
Who  throiKh  Grub  Street  the  soul  of  a 

gentleman  carries ; 
What  news  from  that  suburb  of  London 

and  Paris 
Which  latterly  makes  such  shrill  claims 

to  monopolize 
The  credit  of  being  the  New  World's 

metropolis  ? ' 

"  Whv,  nothing  of  consequence,  save 

this  attack 
On  my  friend  there,  behind,  by  some 

pitiful  hack. 
Who  thinks  every  national  author  a  poor 

one, 
That  is  n't  a  copy  of  something  that 's 

foreign. 
And  assaults  the  American  Dick — " 

"  Nay,  't  is  clear 
That  your  Damon  there 's  fond  of  a  flea 

in  his  ear, 
And,  if  no  one  else  furnished  them  gra- 
tis, on  tick 
He  would  buy  some  himself,  just  to  hear 

the  old  click ; 
Why,  I  honestly  think,  if  some  fool  in 

Japan 
Should  turn  up  his  nose  at  the  '  Poems 

on  Man,' 
(Which  contain  many  verses  as  fine,  by 

the  bye, 
As  any  that  lately  came  under  my  eye.) 
Your  friend  there  by  some  inwai-d  in- 
stinct would  know  it. 
Would  get  it  translated,  reprinted,  and 

aBow  it ; 
As  a  man  might  take  off  a  high  stock  to 

exhibit 
The  autograph  round  his  own  neck  of 

the  cibbet; 
Nor  would  let  it  rest  so,  but  fire  column 

after  column. 
Signed  Cato,  or  Brutus,  or  something  as 

solemn. 
By  way  of  displaying  his  critical  crosses. 
And  tweaking  that  poor  transatlantic 

proboscis. 
His  broadsides  resulting  (this  last  then  *s 

no  doubt  of) 
In  successively  sinking  the  craft  they  're 

fired  out  of. 
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Notr  nobody  knows  when  nn  author  la 

Were  set  off  bj  itselfi  like  the  seaa  frotu 

hit. 

the  dry  lands, 

If  he  hare  not  r  public  hT«ttri<'Bl  fit ; 

Marked    LH^ratarc   mtttcd    to   tkiolaU 

J^t   him    only    kei^p  close  lu    Wiv.  attug' 

^lajidSf 

parroi^f!  dim  ether, 

And  filled  with   anch  booka  u  could 

And  nobody  ^d  tbtuk  of  bia  foes  '-or  of 

never  b«  reaul 

him  either ; 

Sflva  by  remlera  of  proofs^  forced  to  do  it 

If  an  author    have  any  least   fibre   of 

for  bread,  — 

worth  in  him^ 

Abuse  would  but   tickle  the   orgoji.  of 

conn  try -taverns, 

Tnirth  in  hJTn ; 

Such  &&  hermits  mijjht  mortify  over  in 

All  the  critical  on   earth  cannot  crush 

CTVerus, 

with  their  ban 

3uch  as  Satjin,  if  printing  had  then  been 

One  word  that  '^h\  tune  with  the  nature 

invented^ 

of  ajaa. " 

Aa  the  climax  of  woe,  would  to  Joh  have 

presented, 
3uch  mi  Crusoe  might  dip  in,  although 

"  WeU,  perhajja  so  ]  meati while  I  hare 

brought  you  a  book. 

there  are  few  &q 

Into  which  if  you  '11  juat  Iiave  the  good- 

Outrageously  cornered  by  fate  aa  poor 

ness  to  look, 

Crusoe ; 

You  may  feijl  bo  deltshted  (when  once 

vou  are  througli  it) 
Aa  to  acent  it  not  un worth  your  whih* 

Andaince  the  ]ihnanthmpist9  jmst  now 

are  banginif 
And  gibbytiiig  all  who  're  in  favor  of 

to  review  it, 

banging 
(Thotigh  Cneever  has  proved  that  the 

And  I  thiiik  I  can  promise  yoar  thoughts. 

if  you  do, 

Bible  and  Altar 

A  place  in  the  next  Democratic  R&viewJ* 

Were  let  tlown  from  Heaven  at  the  end 
of  a  hul  ter^ 

**  The  most  thankless  of  gods  you  must 

And  that  vitxtl  religion  would  dull  and 

surely  have  thought  inei 

grosv  callous. 

For  this  is  the  forty -fourth  copy  you  've 

Unrefreabyd,  now  and  then,  with  a  sniff 

brought  me. 

of  the  gal  Iowa),  — 

I  have  ^ven  them  away,  or  at  least  I 

And  folks  are  beginning  to  think  it  looks 

nave  tried, 

odd. 

But  I  've  forty-two  left,  Ktanding  nXl  dde 

by  aide 
(The  man  who  accepted  that  one  copy 

To  choke  a  poor  scamp  for  the  glory  of 

Gotl ; 
And  that  He  wlio  esteems  the  Virginia  n^el 

died),  - 

A  bait  to  draw  saints  from  their  fipintual 

From  one  end  of  a  i^helf  to  the  other 

weal. 

they  reach, 

And  re^arda  the  quadrille  an  a  far  greater 
knavery 

'With    the    author's    respects*    neatly 

written  in  each. 

Than    cnishing    His   African    children 

The  puhlisber,  sure,  will  proclaim  a  Te 

with  slavery,  — 

Deimi, 

Since  all  who  take  jiart  in  a  waltz  or 

When  he  hears  of  that  order  the  British 

cotillon 

Museum 

Are  mounted  for  hell  on  the  DeviVa  own 

Has  sent  for  ons  set  of  what  books  were 

pi  11  ton. 

first  printed 

Wlio,  as  every  true  orthodo:c  Christian 

In   America,  little    or  biff,  -^  for  *t  is 

well  knows. 

hinted 

Approaches  the  heart  through  the  door 

That  thia  U  the  first  truly  tangible  hope 

of  the  toes,  — 

he 

That  He,  1  was  sayings  whose  judgments 

Has  ev^r  h^d  mis^  for  the  sale  of  a  copy. 

are  stored 

1                      IVe  thought  very  often  't  would  be  a 

For  such  as  take  steps  in  despite  of  Hi^ 

-                      good  thin^ 

1            la  all  pithlic  coUectiona  of  boolu,  if  n 

word, 

Should  look  with  delight  on  the  ago- 

1 

i 

wing                                               J 

nized  prancing 
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Of  a  wretch  who  has  not  the  least  ground 

for  his  dancing. 
While  the  State,  standing  by,  sings  a 

verse  from  the  Psalter 
About  offeiing  to  God  on  His  favorite 

halter, 
And,  when  the  legs  droop  from  their 

twitching  divergence, 
Sells  the  clothes  to  a  Jew,   and    the 

corpse  to  the  suigeons;  — 
Now,  instead  of  all  this,  L  think  I  can 

dii-ect  you  all 
To  a  criminal  code  both  humane  and 

effectual ;  — 
I  propose  to  shut    up  every  doer   of 

wrong 
With  these  desperate  books,  for  such 

term,  short  or  long. 
As  by  statute  in  such  cases  made  and 

provided. 
Shall  be  by  your  wise  legislators  de- 
cided : 
Thus :  Let  murderers  be  shut,  to  grow 

wiser  and  cooler. 
At  hard  labor  for  life  on  the  works  of 

Miss ; 

Petty    thieves,    kept     from    flagranter 

crimes  by  their  fears. 
Shall  penise  Yankee  Doodle  a  blank 

term  of  years,  — 
That  American  Punch,  like  the  English, 

no  doubt,  — 
Just  the  sugar  and  lemons  and  spirit 

left  out. 

"  But  stay,  here  comes  Tityrus  Gris- 
wold,  and  leads  on 

The  flocks  whom  he  first  plucks  alive, 
and  then  feeds  on,  — 

A  loud-cackling  swarm,  in  whose  feath- 
ers warm-drest. 

He  goes  for  as  perfect  a  —  swan  as  the 
rest 

"There  comes  Emerson  first,  whose 

rich  words,  every  one, 
Are  like  gold  naUs  in  temples  to  hang 

trophies  on, 
Whose  prose  is  grand  verse,  while  his 

verse,  the  Lord  knows. 
Is  some  of  it  pr —  No,  't  is  not  even 

prose ; 
I  'm  speaking  of  metres ;  some  poems 

have  welled 
From  those  rare  depths  of  soul  that  have 

ne'er  been  excelled ; 


They're  not  epics,   but    that  doesn't 

matter  a  pin. 
In  creating,  the  only  hard  thing's  to 

begin; 
A  grass-blade  's  no  easier  to  make  than 

an  oak ; 
If  you  've  once  found  the  way,  you've 

achieved  the  grand  stroke  ; 
In  the  worst  of  his  poems  are  mines  of 

rich  matter. 
But  thrown  in  a  heap  with  a  crush  and 

a  clatter; 
Now  it  is  not  one  thing  nor  another  alone 
Makes  a  poem,  but  rather  the  general 

tone, 
The  something  pervading,  uniting  the 

whole. 
The  before  unconceived,  unconceivable 

soul, 
So  that  just  in  removing  tliis  trifle  or 

that,  you 
Take  away,  as  it  were,  a  chief  limb  of 

the  statue ; 
Roots,  wood,  bark,  and  leaves  singly 

IJcVfect  may  be, 
But,  clapt  hodge-i)odge  together,  they 

don't  make  a  tree. 

*  *  But,  to  come  back  to  Emerson  (whom, 
by  the  way, 

I  believe  we  left  waiting),  —  his  is,  we 
may  say, 

A  Greek  head'  on  right  Yankee  shoul- 
ders, whose  range 

Has  Olympus  for  one  pole,  for  t'  other 
the  Exchange; 

He  seems,  to  my  thinking  (although  I'm 
afraid 

The  comparison  must,  long  ere  this,  have 
been  made), 

A  Plotinus-Montaigne,  where  the  Egyp* 
tian's  gold  mist 

And  the  Gascon's  shrewd  wit  cheek-by- 
jowl  coexist, 

All  adniiii;,  and  yet  scarcely  six  convert* 
he's  got 

To  I  don't  (nor  they  either)  exactlj 
know  what ; 

For  though  he  builds  glorious  temples, 
't  IS  odd 

He  leaves  never  a  doorway  to  get  in  s 
Kod. 

'T  is  refreshing  to  old-fashioned  people 
like  me 

To  meet  such  a  primitive  Pagan  as  he, 

In  whose  mind  all  creation  is  duly  re- 
spected 
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As  parts  of  himself — j list  a  little  pro- 
jected ; 
And  who  s  willing  to  worship  the  stars 

and  the  sun, 
A  convert  to  —  nothing  but  Emerson. 
So    perfect    a  balance  there  is  in  his 

head, 
That  he  talks  of  things  sometimes  as  if 

they  were  dead  ; 
Life,  nuture,  love,  God,  and  affairs  of 

that  sort, 
He  looks  at  as  merely  ideas;  in  short. 
As  if  they  were  fossils  stuck  round  in  a 

cabinet, 
Of  such  vast  extent  that  our  earth 's  a 

mere  dab  in  it ; 
Composed  just  as  he  is  inclined  to  con- 
jecture her. 
Namely,  one  part  pure  earth,  ninety-nine 

iwrts  pure  lecturer ; 
You  are  filled  with  delight  at  his  clear 

demonstration, 
Each  figure,  word,  gesture,  just  fits  the 

occasion, 
With  the  quiet  precision  of  science  he'll 

sort  'em 
But  you  can't  help  suspecting  the  whole 

a  post  mortem, 

"There  are  persons,  mole-blind  to  the 

soul's  make  and  style, 
Who  insist  on  a  likeness  'twixt  him  and 

Carlyle ; 
To  compare  him  with  Plato  would  be 

vastly  fairer, 
Carlyle 's  the  more  burly,  but  E.  is  the 

rarer; 
He  sees  fewer  objects,  but  clearlier,  true- 

lier. 
If  C.'s  as  original,  E.'s  more  peculiar ; 
That  he's  more  of  a  man  you  might  say 

of  the  one. 
Of  the  other  he 's  more  of  an  Emerson ; 
C/s  the  Titan,  as  shaggy  of  mind  as  of 

limb,  — 
E.  the  clear-eyed  Olympian,  rapid  and 

slim  ; 
The  one's  two  thirds  Norseman,   the 

other  half  Greek, 
Where  the  one 's  most  abounding,  the 

other 's  to  seek ; 
C.'s  generals  require  to  be  seen  in  the 


£.*8  specialties  gain  if  enlarged  by  the 

glass ; 
C.  gives  nature  and  God  his  own  fits  of 

the  blues, 


And   rims    common-sense  things  with 

mystical  hues, — 
E.  sits  in  a  mystery  calm  and  intense. 
And  looks  coolly  around  him  with  shai'p 

common-sense ; 
C.  shows  you   how  every-day  matters 

unite 
With  the  dim  transdiumal  recesses  of 

night,  — 
While  £.,  in  a  plain,  preternatural  way. 
Makes  mysteries  matters  of  mere  every 

day; 
C.  draws  all  his  characters  quite  d  la 

Fuseli,  — 
Not  sketching  their  bundles  of  muf)cles 

and  thews  illy, 
He  paints  with  a  brush  so  nntaroed  and 

profuse. 
They  seem  nothing  but  bundles  of  mus- 
cles and  thews ; 
E.  is  rather  like  Flazman,  lines  strait 

and  severe, 
And  a  colorless  outline,  but  full,  round, 

and  clear ;  — 
To  the  men  he  thinks  worthy  he  frankly 

accords 
The  design  of  a  white  marble  statue  in 

wonls. 
C.   labors    to  get  at  the  centre,   and 

then 
Take  a  reckoning  from  there  of  his  ac- 
tions and  men ; 
£.   calmly  assumes  the  said  centre  as 

granted. 
And,  given    himself,   has  whatever   is 

wanted. 

"  He  has  imitators  in  scores,  who  omit 
No  part  of  the  man  but  his  wisdom  and 

wit, — 
Who  go  carefully  o'er  the  sky-blue  of 

his  brain. 
And  when   he   has  skimmed   it  once, 

skim  it  again  ; 
If  at  all  they  resemble  him,  you  may  be 

sure  it  is 
Because   their  shoals  mirror  his  mists 

and  obscurities. 
As  a  mud-puddle  seems  deep  as  heaven 

for  a  minute, 
While  a  cloud  that  floats  o'er  is  reflected 

within  it. 

**  There  comes ,  for  instance ;  to 

see  him  *s  rare  sjwrt, 
Tread  in  Eniprson's  tracks  with  legs  pain- 

\  fully  short ; 
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How  he  jumps,  how  he  strains,  and  gets 
red  in  the  face. 

To  keep  sten  nith  the  mystagogne's 
natural  pace  ! 

He  follows  as  close  as  a  stick  to  a  rock- 
et. 

His  fingers  exploring  the  prophet's  each 
pocket. 

Fie,  for  shame,  brother  bard  ;  with  good 
fruit  of  your  own. 

Can't  you  let  I^eighbor  Emerson's  or- 
chards alone  ? 

Besides,  *t  is  no  use,  you  '11  not  find  e'en 
a  core, — 

has  picked  up  all  the  windfalls  be- 
fore. 

They  might  strip  every  tree,  and  E, 
never  would  catch  'em. 

His  Hesperides  have  no  rude  dragon  to 
watch  'em  ; 

When  they  send  him  a  dishful,  and  ask 
him  to  try  'em, 

He  never  suspects  how  the  sly  rogues 
came  by  'em ; 

He  wonders  why  't  is  there  are  none 
such  his  trees  on. 

And  thinks  'em  the  best  he  has  tasted 
this  season. 

"Yonder,  calm  as  a  cloud,    Alcott 

stalks  in  a  dream. 
And  fancies  himself  in  thy  groves,  Aca- 
deme, 
With  the  Parthenon  nigh,  and  the  olive- 
trees  o'er  him. 
And  never  a  fact  to  perplex  him  or  bore 

him. 
With  a  snug  room  at  Plato's  when  night 

comes,  to  walk  to, 
And  people  from  morning  till  midnight 

to  talk  to. 
And   from  midnight  till  morning,  nor 

snore  in  their  listening  ;  — 
So  he  muses,  his  face  with  the  joy  of  it 

glistening, 
For  his  highest  conceit  of  a  happiest 

state  is 
Where  they  'd  live  upon  acorns,  and  hear 

him  talk  gratis ; 
And  indeed,  I  believe,   no  man  ever 

talked  better, — 
Each  sentence  hangs  perfectly  poised  to 

a  letter ; 
He  seems  piling  words,  but  there 's  royal 

dust  hid 
In  the  heart  of  each  sky-piercing  pyra- 

inid. 


While  he  talks  he  is  great,  but  goes  out 

like  a  taper. 
If  you  shut  him  up  closely  with  pen,  ink, 

and  paper ; 
Yet  his  fingers  itch  for  'em  from  morning 

till  night. 
And  he  thinks  he  does  wrong  if  he  don't 

always  write ; 
In  this,  as  in  all  things,  a  lamb  among 

men. 
He  goes  to  sure  death  when  he  goes  to 

his  pen. 

"Close  behind  him  is  Brownson,  his 

mouth  very  full 
With  attempting  to  gulp  a  Gregorian 

bull  ; 
Who  contrives,  spite  of  that,  to  pour  out 

as  he  goes 
A  stream  of  transparent  and  forcible 


He  shifts  quite  about,  then  proceeds  to 
expound 

That 't  is  merely  the  earth,  not  himself, 
that  turns  round, 

And  wishes  it  clearly  impressed  on  your 
mind 

That  the  weathercock  rules  and  not  fol- 
lows the  wind ; 

Proving  first,  then  as  deftly  confuting 
each  side. 

With  no  doctrine  pleased  that's  not 
somewhere  denied, 

He     lays    the    denier    away    on    the 
shelf. 

And  then — down  beside  him  lies  gravely 
himself. 

He's  the  Salt  River  boatman,  who  al- 
ways stands  willing 

To  convey  friend  or  foe  without  charging 
a  shilling, 
"  of  t 


And  so  fond  of  the  trip  that,  when  lei- 
sure *s  to  spare. 
He  '11  row  himself  up,  if  he  can't  get  a 


The  worst  of  it  is,  that  his  logic  's  so 

strong. 
That  of  two  sides  he  commonly  chooses 

the  wrong; 
If  there  is  only  one,  why,  he'll  split  it 

in  two, 
And  first  pummel  this  half,  then  that, 

black  and  blue. 
That  white  *s  white  needs  no  proof,  but 

it  takes  a  deep  fellow 
To  prove  it  jet-black,  and  that  jet-black 


3ve  It  jet- oil 
is  yellow. 
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He  offers  the  tnie  faith  to  drink  in  a 

sieve,  — 
When  it  reaches  your  lips  there 's  naught 

left  to  believe 
But  a  few  silly-  (svUo-,  I  mean,)  -gisms 

that  sqaat  em 
like  tadpoles,  o'erjoyed  with  the  mud  at 

the  bottom. 

"There  is  Willis,  all  naUy  and  jaunty 
and  gay, 

Who  says  his  best  things  in  so  foppish 
away. 

With  conceits  and  pet  phrases  so  thickly 
o'erlaying  'em, 

That  one  hardly  knows  whether  to  thank 
him  for  saying  'em ; 

Over-ornament  ruins  both  poem  and 
prose. 

Just  conceive  of  a  Muse  with  a  ring  in 
her  nose ! 

His  prose  had  a  natural  grace  of  its 
own, 

And  enough  of  it,  too,  if  he  'd  let  it 
alone ; 

But  he  twitches  and  jerks  so,  one  fairly 
gets  tired. 

And  is  forced  to  foi^ve  where  one  might 
have  admired ; 

Tet  whenever  it  slips  away  free  and  un- 
laced, 

It  runs  like  a  stream  with  a  musical 
waste. 

And  guigles  along  with  the  liquidest 
sweep ;  — 

T  is  not  deep  as  a  river,  but  who  *d 
have  it  deep? 

In  a  country  where  scarcely  a  village  is 
found 

That  has  not  its  author  sublime  and  pro- 
found, 

For  some  one  to  be  slightly  shallow 's  a 
duty, 

And  Willis's  shallowness  makes  half  his 
beauty. 

His  prose  winds  along  with  a  blithe, 
gurgling  error. 

And  reflects  afl  of  Heaven  it  can  see  in 
its  mirror : 

T  is  a  narrow!^  strip,  but  it  is  not  an 
artifice; 

T  is  the  true  out-of-doors  with  its  genu- 
ine hearty  phiz ; 

It  is  Nature  herself,  and  there 's  some- 
thing in  that, 

Since  most  brains  reflect  but  the  crown 
of  a  hat. 


Few  volumes  I  know  to  read  under  a  tree. 
More  truly  delightful  than  his  A  rAbri, 
With  the  shadows  of  leaves  flowing  over 

your  book, 
Like  npple-shades  netting  the  bed  of  a 

brook; 
With  June  coming  softly  your  shoulder 

to  look  over. 
Breezes  waiting  to  turn  every  leaf  of 

your  book  over. 
And  Mature  to  criticise  still  as  you 

read, — 
The  psjge  t^t  bears  that  is  a  rare  one 

indeed. 

"He 's  so  innate  a  cockney,  that  ha4 

he  been  bom 
Where  plain  bare-skin's  the  only  full 

dress  that  is  worn. 
He  'd  have  given  his  own  such  an  air  that 

you  d  say 
'T  had  been  made  by  a  tailor  to  lounge* 

in  Broadway. 
His  nature  's  a  glass  of  champagne  with 

the  foam  on 't, 
As  tender  as  Fletcher,  as  witty  as  Beau- 
mont; 
So  his  best  things  are  done  in  the  flush 

of  the  moment; 
If  he  wait,  all  is  spoiled ;  he  may  stir  it 

and  shake  it, 
But,  the  fixed  air  once  gone,  he  can  never 

remake  it 
He  might  be  a  marvel  of  easy  delightful- 

ness, 
If  he  would  not  sometimes  leave  the  r  out 

of  sprightfulness ; 
And  he  ought  to  let  Scripture  alone  — 

't  is  self-slaughter. 
For  nobody  likes  inspiration-and-water. 
He  'd  have  been  just  the  fellow  to  sup  at 

the  Mermaid, 
Crackiu^  jokes  at  rare  Ben,  with  an  eye 

to  the  barmaid, 
His  wit   running    up   as   Canary   ran 

down,  — 
The  topmost  bright  bubble  on  the  wave 

of  The  Town. 

"Here  comes  Parker,  the  Orson  of  par- 
sons, a  man 

Whom  the  Church  undertook  to  put  un- 
der her  ban 

(The  Church  of  Socinua,  I  mean), —  his 
opinions 

Being  So-  (ultra)  -cinian,  they  shocked 
the  Socinians; 
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They  believed  —  faith,  I  'm  puzzled— I 

But  the  ban  was  too  small  or  the  man 

think  I  may  call 
Their  belief  a  belieying  in  nothing  at 

was  too  big,                                                       1 1 

For  he  recks  not  their  bells,  books,  and 

1 

# 

all. 

candles  a  fig 

1 

Or  something  of  that  sort ;  I  know  they 

(He  scarce  looks  like  n  man  who  would 

1 

all  went 

stay  treated  shabbily,                                    || 

For  a  general  union  of  total  dissent : 

Sophroniscus'  son's  head  o'er  the  fea- 

He went  a  step  farther ;  without  cough 

tures  of  Rabelais)  ;— 

1 

or  hem, 

He  bangs  and  bethwacks  them,  —  their 

1 

He  frankly  avowed  he  believed  not  in 

backs  he  salutes                                               1 1 

them  ; 

With  the  whole  tree  of  knowledge  torn 

And,  before  he  could  be  jumbled  up  or 

up  by  the  roots ; 

prevented. 
From  tneir  orthodox  kind  of  dissent  he 

His  sermons  with  satire  are  plenteously 

vequiced. 

dissented. 

And  he  talks  in  one  breath  of  Confut- 

There  was  heresy  here,  you  perceive,  for 

zee,  Cass,  Zerduscht, 

the  right 

Jack  Robinson,  Peter  the  Hermit,  Strap, 

Of  privately  judging  means  simply  that 

Dathan, 

light 

Cush,    Pitt  (not  the  bottomless,   thai 

1 

Has  been  granted  to  rne,  for  deciding  on 

he's  no  faith  in). 

you; 

Pan,-  Pillicock,      Shakespeare,     Paul, 

And  in  happier  times,  before  Atheism 

Toots,  Monsieur  Touson, 

grew, 

Aldebaran,  Alcander,  Ben  Khorat,  Ben 

The  deed  contained  clauses  for  cooking 

Jonson, 

you  too : 

Thoth,  Richter,  Joe  Smith,  Father  Paul, 

Now  at  Xerxes  and  Knut  we  all  laugh, 

Judah  Monis, 

yet  our  foot 
With  the  same  wave  is  wet  that  mocked 

Musaeus,   Muretus,   hem^  —  /*  Scorpio- 

1 

nia,                                                               II 

Xerxes  and  Knut, 

Maccabee,  Maccaboy,  Mac — Mac  —  ah  ! 

And  we  all  enteitain  a  secure  private 

Machiavelli, 

notion, 

Condorcet,  Count  d'Orsay,  Conder,  Say, 

That  our  Thus  far  !  will  have  a  great 
weight  with  the  ocean. 

Ganganelli, 

Orion,  O'Connell,  the  Chevalier  D'O, 

T  was  so  with  our  liberal  Christiana  : 

(See  the  Memoirs  of  Sully,)  ro  wop,  the 

they  bore 

great  toe 

With  sincerest  conviction  their  chairs  to 

Of  the  statue  of  Jupiter,  now  made  to 

the  shore  ; 

pass 

They  brandished  their  worn  theological 

birches, 
Bade  natural  progress  keep  out  of  the 

For  that  of  Jew  Peter  by  good  Romish 

brass, 
(You  may  add  for  yourselves,  for  I  find 

Churches, 

it  a  bore,                                               ■        1 1 

And  expected  the  lines  they  had  drawn 

All  the  names  you  have  ever,  or  not. 

to  prevail 
With  the  fast-rising  tide  to  keep  out  of 

heard  before. 

And  when  you  've  done  that  —  why,  in- 

their pale ; 

vent  a  few  more.) 

They  had  formerly  dammed  the  Pontifi- 

His hearers  can't  tell  you  on  Sunday 

cal  See, 

beforehand. 

And  the    same    thing,   they  thought, 
would  do  nicely  for  P.  ; 

If  in   that  day's  discourse  they  '11  be 

Bibled  or  Koraned, 

But  he  tnmed  up  hi8  nose  »t  their  mum- 

For he  's  seized  the  idea  (by  his  mar- 

ming and  shauiiiiiug, 

tyrdom  fired) 
That  all  men  (not  orthodox)  may  U 

And  cared  (shall  I  say  ?)  not  a  d for 

their  damming ; 
So  they  first  read  nim  out  of   their 

inspired ; 

Yet  though  wisdom  profane  with  his 

church,  and  next  -minute 

creed  he  may  weave  in. 
He  makes  it  quite  clear  what  he  does  fCi 

Turned  round  and  declared  he  had  never 

been  in  it. 

believe  in. 
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While  some,  who  decry  him,  think  all  |  Your  topmost  Parnassus  he  may  set  his 

Kingdom  Come 

heel  on. 

li  a  sort  of  a,   kind  of  a,  species  of 

But  no  warm  applauses  come,  peal  fol- 

Hum, 

lowing  peal  on,  — 

Of  which,  as  it  were,  so  to  speak,  not  a 

He  's  too  smooth  and  too  polished  to 

crumb 

hang  any  zeal  on  : 
Unqualified  merits,  I  '11  grant,  if  you 

Would  be  left,  if  we  did  n't  keep  care- 

fully mum, 

choose,  he  has  'em, 

And,  to  make  a  clean  breast,  that  't  is 

But  he  lacks  the  one  merit  of  kindling 

perfectly  plain 
That  all  kinds  of  wisdom  are  somewhat 

If  he  stir  you  at  all,  it  is  just,  on  my 

profane ; 
Now  P.'s  creed  than  this  may  be  lighter 

soul. 

Like  being  stirred  up  with  the  very 

or  darker 

North  Pole. 

But  in  one  thing,  't  is  clear,  he  has 

faith,  namely  —  Parker ; 

"He  is  very  nice  reading  in  summer. 

And  this  is  what  makes  him  the  crowd- 

but  ifUer 

drawing  preacher, 
There  *s  a  background  of  god  to  each 

No8,  we  don't  want  extra  freezing  in 

winter ; 

hard-workiug  feature, 
Every  word  that  he  speaks  has  been 

Take  him  up  in  the  depth  of  July,  my 

advice  is. 

fierily  fumaced 

When  you  feel  an  Egyptian  devotion  to 
ices. 

In  the  blast  of  a  life  that  has  struggled 

in  earnest : 

But,  deduct  all  you  can,  there  's  enough 

There  he  stands,  looking  more  like  a 

that 's  right  good  in  him, 

nlouffhman  than  priest. 
If  not  areadfully  awkward,  not  graceful 

He  has  a  true  soul  for  field,  river,  and 

wood  in  him ; 

at  least. 

And  his  heart,  in  the  midst  of  brick 

His  gestures  all  down^ght  and  same,  if 

walls,  or  where'er  it  is. 

you  will, 

Glows,  softens,  and  thrills  with  the  ten- 

Ab  of  brown-fisted  Hobnail  in  hoeing  a 

derest  charities  — 

4pu. 

To  yon  mortals  that  delve  in  this  trade- 

But  his  periods  fall  on  you,  stroke  after 

ridden  planet? 

stroke, 

No,  to  old  Berkshire's  hills,  with  their 

like  the  blows  of  a  lumberer  felling  an 

limestone  and  granite. 

oak. 

If  you're  one  who  in  loco  (add  foco 

You  foreet  the  man  wholly,   you  're 

here)  degipis, 

1                    thankfal  to  meet 

You  will  get  of  his  outermost  heart  (as 

With  a  preacher  who  smacks  of  the 
field  and  the  street. 

I  guess)  a  piece  ; 
But  you  d  get  deeper  down  if  you  came 

And  to  hear,  you  're  not  over-particular 

as  a  precipice, 
And  would  break  the  last  seal  of  its  m- 

whence, 

Almost  Taylor's  profusion,  quite  Lati- 

wardest fountain. 

mer's  sense. 

If  you  only  could  palm  yourself  oflf  for 
a  mountain. 

"There  is  Bryant,  as  quiet,  as  cool, 

Mr.  Qttivis,  or  somebody  quite  as  dis- 

and as  dignified. 
As  a  smooth,  silent  iceberg,  that  never 

cerning. 
Some  scholar  who  's  hourly  expecting 

is  ignified. 

his  learning, 

Save  when  by  reflection  't  is  kindled  o' 

Calls  B.   the    American  Wordsworth; 

nights 

but  Wordsworth 

With  a  semblance  of  flame  by  the  chill 

May  be  rated  at  more  than  your  whole 

Northern  Lights. 
He  may  rank  (Griswold  says  so)  first 

tuneful  herd  's  worth. 

No,  don't  be  absurd,  he  's  an  excellent 

bard  of  your  nation 

Bryant ; 

(There  'a  no  doubt  that  he  stands  in 

But,  my  friends,  you  '11  endanger  the 

1 

supreme  ice-olation), 

life  of  your  client, 
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By  attempting  to  stretch  him  up  into  a 

giant : 
If  you  choose  to  compare  him,  I  think 

there  are  two  per- 
-sons  fit  for  a  parallel — Thompson  and 

Cowper;  • 
I  don't  mean  exactly, — there  's  some- 
thing of  each, 
There  *8  T.  s  love  of  nature,  C.'s  pen- 
chant to  preach; 
Just  mix  up  their  minds  so  that  C.'s 

spice  of  craziness 
Shall  balance  a^d  neutralize  T.'s  turn 

for  laziness, 
And  it  avea  you  a  brain  cool,  quite 

fnctionless,  quiet. 
Whose  internal  police  nips  the  buds  of 

all  riot, — 
A  brain  like  a  permanent  strait-jacket 

put  on 
The  heart  that  strives  vainly  to  burst 

off  a  button, — 
A  brain  which,  without  being  slow  or 

mechanic. 
Does  more  than  a  larger  less  drilled, 

more  volcanic ; 
He's   a  Cowper    condensed,   with  no 

craziness  bitten. 
And  the  advantage  that  Wordsworth 

before  him  had  written. 

"  But,  my  dear  little  bardlings,  don't 
prick  up  your  ears 

Nor  suppose  I  would  rank  you  and  Bry- 
ant as  peers ; 

If  I  call  him  an  icebei^,  I  don't  mean 
to  say 

There  is  nothing  in  that  which  is  grand 
in  ite  way ; 

He  is  almost  the  one  of  your  poeto  that 
knows 

How  much  grace,  strength,  and  dignity 
lie  in  Repose ; 

If  he  sometimes  fall  short,  he  is  too 
wise  to  mar 

His  thought's  modest  fulness  by  going 
too  far; 

'T  would  be  well  if  your  authors  should 
all  make  a  trial 

Of  what  virtue  thero  is  in  severe  self- 
denial, 

*  To  demonttnite  quickly  and  easily  how  per- 
-▼enely  sbsord  ^U  to  soond  this  name 

Coumer, 
As  people  in  general  call  him  named  super, 
I  lemark  that  he  rhymes  it  himself  with 

horse-trooper. 


And  measure  their  writings  by  Heaiod's 

steff, 
Which  teaches  that  all  has  less  value 
than  half. 

"  There  is  Whittier,  whose  swelling 

and  vehement  heart 
Strains  the  strait- breasted  drab  of  the 

Quaker  apart. 
And  reveals  the  live  Man,  still  supreme 

and  erect, 
Underneath  the  bemummying  wrappers 

of  sect ; 
There  was  ne'er  a  man  bom  who  had 

more  of  the  swing 
Of  the  true  lyric  bard  and  all  that  kind 

of  thing ; 
And  his  failures  arise  (though  he  seem 

not  to  know  it) 
From  the  very  same    cause  that  has 

made  him  a  poet,  — 
A  fervor  of  mind  which  knows  no  sep- 
aration 
'Twixt  simple  excitement  and  pure  in- 
spiration, 
As  my  rythoness  erst  sometimes  erred 

*  from  not  knowing 
If 'twere  I  or  mere  wind  through  her 

tripod  was  blowing ; 
Let  his  mind  once  get  head  in  ite  fa- 
vorite direction 
And  the  torrent  of  verse  burste  the  dams 

of  reflection. 
While,  borne  with  the  rush  of  the  metre 

along. 
The  poet  may  chance  to  go  right  or  go 

wrong, 
Content  with  the  whirl  and  delirium  of 

song; 
Then  his  grammar's  not  always  correct, 

nor  his  rhymes. 
And  he 's  prone  to  repeat  his  own  lyrics 

sometimes. 
Not  his  best,   though,   for   those  are 

struck  off  at  white-heato 
When  the  heart  in  his  breast  like  a  trip- 
hammer beats, 
And  can  ne'er  be  repeated  again  any 

more 
Than  they  could  have  been  carefuUy 

plotted  before : 
Like  old  what's-his-name  there  at  the 

battle  of  Hastings 
(Who,  however,  gave  more  than  mcrs 

rhythmical  bastings). 
Our     Quaker    leads    oil   metaphorical 

fights 
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For  roform  and  whatever  they  call  hu 

man  rights, 
Both  singing  and  striking  in  front  of 

the  war, 
And  hitting  his  foes  with  the  mallet  of 

Thor; 
Anne  haee,  one  exclaims,  on  beholding 

his  knocks, 
VeslisJUii  tui,  O  leather-clad  Fox  ? 
Can  that  be  thy  son,  in  the  battle's  mid 

din, 
Preaching  brotherly  love  and  then  driv- 
ing it  in 
To  the  brain  of  the  tough  old  Goliath  of 

sin, 
With  the  smoothest  of  pebbles  from 

Castaly's  spring 
Impressed  on  his  nard  moral  sense  with 

a  sling  ? 

"All  honor  and  praise  to  the  right- 
hearted  bard 

Who  was  true  to  The  Voice  when  such 
service  was  hard, 

Who  himself  was  so  free  he  dared  sing 
for  the  slave 

When  to  look  but  a  protest  in  silence 
was  brave ; 

All  honor  and  praise  to  the  women  and 
men 

Who  spoke  out  for  the  dumb  and  the 
down-trodden  then  1 

It  needs  not  to  name  chem,already  for  each 

I  see  History  preparing  the  statue  and 
niche ; 

They  were  harsh,  but  shall  you  be  so 
shocked  at  hard  words 

Who  have  beaten  your  pruniug-hooks 
up  into  swords, 

Whose  rewards  and  hurralis  men  are 
surer  to  gain 

By  the  reaping  of  men  and  of  women 
than  grain? 

Why  should  you  stand  aghast  at  their 
fierce  wordy  war,  if 

You  scalp  one  another  for  Bank  or  for 
Tariff? 

Tour  calling  them  cut -throats  and 
knaves  all  day  long 

Doesn't  prove  that  the  use  of  hard  lan- 
guage is  wrong ; 

While  the  World's  heart  beats  quicker 
to  think  of  such  men 

As  signed  Tyranny's  doom  with  a  bloody 
steel-pen, 

While  on  Fourth -of- Julys  beardless  ora- 
tors fright  one 


With  hints  at  Harmodius  and  Aristo- 
geiton, 

You  need  not  look  shy  at  your  sisters 
and  brothers 

Who  stab  with  sharp  words  for  the  free- 
dom of  others ;  — 

No,  a  wreath,  twine  a  wreath  for  the 
loyal  and  true 

Who,  for  sake  of  the  many,  dared  stand 
with  the  few. 

Not  of  blood-spattered  laurel  for  ene- 
mies braved, 

But  of  broad,  peaceful  oak -leaves  for 
citizens  saved  I 

*'  Here  comes  Dana,  abstractedly  loi- 
tering along, 

Involved  in  a  paulo-post-f\iture  of  song. 

Who  '11  be  going  to  write  what  '11  never 
be  written 

Till  the  Muse,  ere  he  think  of  it,  gives 
him  the  mitten,  — 

Who  ia  so  well  aware  of  how  things 
should  be  done, 

That  his  own  works  displease  him  before 
they  're  begun,  — 

Who  so  well  all  that  makes  up  good 
poetry  knows, 

That  the  best  of  his  poems  is  written  in 

J}rose; 
died  and  bridled  stood  Pegasus 

waitiuff. 
He  was  booted  and  spurred,  but  he  loi- 
tered debating ; 
In  a  very  grave  question  his  soul  was 

immersed,  — 
Which  foot  in  the  stirrup  he  ought  to 

put  first ; 
And,  wnile  this  noint  and  that  he  judi- 
cially dwelt  on, 
He,   somehow    or    other,   had  written 

Paul  Felton, 
Whose  beauties  or  faults,  whichsoever 

you  see  there, 
You  '11  allow  only  genius  could  hit  upon 

either. 
That  he  once  was  the  Idle  Man  none 

will  deplore, 
But  I  fear  he  will  never  be  anything  more  -, 
The  ocean  of  song  heaves  and  glitters 

before  him, 
The  depth  and  the  vastness  and  longing 

sweep  o'er  him. 
He  knows  every  breaker  and  shoal  on 

the  chart,. 
He  has  the  Coast  Pilot  and  so  on  by 

heart, 
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Yet  he  gpends  his  whole  life,  like  the 
man  in  the  fable, 

In  learning  to  swim  on  Ida  library- 
table. 

**  There  swa^rs  John  Neal,  who  has 

wasted  in  Maine 
The  sinews   and   cords  of  bis  pugilist 

brain, 
Who  might  have  been  poet,  but  that, 

in  its  stead,  he 
Preferred    to  believe  that  he  was    so 

already ; 
Too  hasty  to  wait  till  Art's  ripe  fruit 

should  drop, 
He  must    pelt   down    an    unripe  and 

colicky  crop; 
Who  took  to  the  law,   and  had  this 

sterling  plea  for  it, 
It  required  him  to  quarrel,  and  paid 

him  a  fee  for  it ; 
A  man  who  *s  made  less  than  he  might 

have,  because 
He  always  has  thought  himself  more 

than  he  was, — 
Who,  with  very  good  natural  gifts  as  a 

bard, 
Broke  the  strings  of  his  lyre  out  by 

striking  too  hard. 
And  cracked  half  the  notes  of  a  truly 

fine  voice. 
Because  song  drew  less  instant  attention 

than  noise. 
Ah,  men  do  not  know  how  much  strength 

is  in  poise, 
That  he  goes  the  farthest  who  goes  far 

enoueh, 
And  that  all  Wond  that  is  just  bother 

and  stun. 
No  vain  man  matures,  he  makes  too 

much  new  wood ; 
His  blooms  arfi  too  thick  for  the  fruit 

to  be  good ; 
Tis  the  modest   man  ripens,  'tis  he 

that  achieves, 
Just  what's  needed  of  sunshine  and 

shade  he  receives ; 
Grapes,  to  mellow,  require  the  cool  dark 

of  their  leaves  ; 
Neal  wants  balance ;  he  throws  his  mind 

always  too  far. 
Whisking  out  flocks  of  comets,  but  never 

a  star; 
He  has  so  much  muscle,  and  loves  so  to 

show  it. 
That  he  strips  himself  naked  to  prove 

he's  a  poet, 


And,  to  show  he  could  leap  Art's  widt 

ditch,  if  he  tried. 
Jumps  clean  o'er  it,  and  into  the  hedge 

t'  other  side. 
He  has  strength,  but  there's  nothing 

about  him  in  keeping ; 
One  gets  surelier  onwara  by  walking 

than  leaping  ; 
He  has  used  his  own  sinews  himself  to 


And  had  done  vastly  more  had  he  done 

vastly  less  ; 
In  letters,  too  soon  is  as  bad  as  too  late  ; 
Could  he  only  have  waited  he  might 

have  been  great ; 
But  he  plumped  into  Helicon  up  to  the 

waist, 
And  muddied  the  stream  ere  he  took  his 

first  taste. 

"There  is  Hawthorne,  with  genius 

so  shrinking  and  rare 
That  you  hardlv  at  firat  see  the  strength 

that  is  there ; 
A  frame  so  robust,  with  a  natare  so  sweet. 
So  earnest,  so  graceful,  so  lithe,  and  so 

fleet, 
Is  worth  a  descent  from  Olympus  to 

meet ; 
'T  is  as  if  a  rough  oak  that  for  ages  had 

stood. 
With  his  gnarled  bony  branches  like 

ribs  of  the  wood. 
Should  bloom,  after  cycles  of  struggle 

and  scathe,^ 
With  a  single  anemone  trembly  and 

rathe; 
His  strength  is  so  tender,  his  wildnesa 

so  meek. 
That  a  suitable   parallel    sets  one  tr 

seek, — 
He  's  a  John  Bunyan  Fouqud,  a  Puritan 

Tieck; 
When  Nature  was  shaping  him,  clay  was 

not  granted 
For  making  so  full-sized  a  man  as  she 

wanted. 
So,  to  fill  out  her  model,  a  little  she 

sjiared 
From    some    finer-grained  stuff   for  a 

woman  prepared, 
And  she  could  not  have  hit  a  more  ex- 
cellent plan 
For  making  him  fully  and    perfectly 

man. 
The  success  of  her  scheme  gave  her  lo 

much  delight, 
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That  she  tried  it  again,  shortly  after,  in 
Dwight ; 

Only,  while  she  was  kneading  and  shap- 
ing the  clay, 

She  sang  to  her  work  in  her  sweet  child- 
ish way. 

And  found,  when  she^d  put  the  last 
touch  to  his  soul. 

That  the  music  had  somehow  got  mixed 
with  the  whole. 

"Here's  CJooper,  who's  written  six 

volumes  to  show 
He 's  as  good  as  a  lord  :  well,   let 's 

grant  that  he 's  so  ; 
If  a  person  prefer  that  description  of 

praise, 
Why,  a  coronet 's  certainly  cheaper  than 

bays; 
But  he  need  take  no  pains  to  convince 

UB  he's  not 
(As  his  enemies  say)  the  American  Scott. 
Choose  any  twelve  men,  and  let  C.  read 

aloud 
That  one  of  his  novels  of  which  he 's 

most  proud, 
And  I  *d  lay  any  b«t  that,  without  ever 

quitting 
Their  box,  they  'd  be  all,  to  a  man,  for 

acquitting. 
He  has  drawn  you  one  character,  though, 

that  is  new. 
One  wildflower  he 's  plucked  that  is  wet 

with  the  dew 
Of  this  fresh  Western  world,  and,  the 

thing  not  to  mince. 
He  has  done  naught  but  copy  it  ill  ever 

since; 
His  Indians,  with  proper  respect  be  it 

said, 
Are  just  Natty  Bumpo,  daubed  over 

with  red.. 
And  his  very  Long  Toms  are  the  same 

useful  Nat, 
Kigged  up  in  duck  pants  and  a  sou'- 
wester hat 
(Though  once  in  a  Coffin,  a  good  chance 

was  found 
To  have  slipped  the  old  fellow  away 

underground). 
All  his  other  men-figures  are  clothes 

upon  sticks, 
The  demitre  chemise  of  a  man  in  a  fix 
(As  a  captain  besieged,  when  his  garri- 
son 's  small. 
Bets  up  caps  upon  poles  to  be  seen  o'er 

the  wall) ; 


And  the  women  he  draws  from  one 
model  don't  vary, 

All  sappy  as  maples  and  fiat  as  a  prai- 
rie. 

When  a  character 's  wanted,  he  goes  to 
the  task 

As  a  cooper  would  do  in  composing  a 
ca^k; 

He  picks  out  the  staves,  of  their  quali- 
ties heedful. 

Just  hoops  them  together  as  tight  as  Is 
needful. 

And,  if  the  best  fortune  should  crown 
the  attempt,  he 

Has  made  at  the  most  something 
wooden  and  empty. 

1  "Don't  suppose  I  would  underrate 
Coopers  abilities ; 

If  I  thought  you  'd  do  that,  I  should 
feel  very  ill  at  ease ; 

The  men  who  have  given*  to  one  charac- 
ter life 

And  objective  existence  are  not  very 
nfe  ; 

You  may  number  them  all,  both  prose- 
writers  and  singers, 

Without  overrunning  the  bounds  of 
your  fingers. 

And  Natty  won  t  go  to  oblivion  quicker 

Than  Adams  the  parson  or  Primrose  the 
vicar. 

"  There  is  one  thing  in  Cooper  I  like, 
too,  and  that  is 

That  on  manners  he  lectures  his  coun- 
trymen gratis ; 

Not  precisely  so  either,  because,  for  a 
rarity. 

He  is  paid  for  his  tickets  in  unpopu- 
larity. 

Now  he  may  overcharge  his  American 
pictures. 

But  you  '11  grant  there 's  a  good  deal  of 
truth  in  his  strictures ; 

And  I  honor  the  man  who  is  willing  to 
sink 

Half  his  present  repute  for  the  freedom 
to  think, 

And,  when  he  has  thought,  be  his  cause 
strong  or  weak, 

Will  risk  t'  other  half  for  the  freedom  to 
speak. 

Caring  naught  for  what  vengeance  the 
mob  has  in  store. 

Let  that  mob  be  the  upper  ten  thousand 
or  lower. 
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"There  arc   truths  you   Americans 

need  to  be  told, 
And  it  never  '11  refute  them  to  swagger 

and  scold ; 
John  Bull,  looking  o'er  the  Atlantic,  in 

choler 
At  your  aptness  for  trade,  says  you  wor- 
ship the  dollar ; 
But  to  scorn  such  eye-dollar-try 's  what 

very  few  do, 
And  John  goes  to  that  church  as  often 

as  you  do. 
No  matter  what  John  says,  don't  try  to 

outcrow  him, 
'T  is  enough  to  go  quietly  on  and  out- 

gi-ow  him; 
Like  most  fathers.   Bull    hates  to  see 

Number  One 
Displacing  himself  in  the  mind  of  his  son. 
Ana  detests  the  same  faults  in  himself 

he  'd  neglected 
When  he  sees  them  again  in  his  child's 

glass  reflected ; 
To  love  one  another  you  're  too  like  by 

half; 
If  he  is  a  bull,  you  're  a  pretty  stout  calf, 
And  tear  your  own  pasture  for  naught 

but  to  show 
What  a  nice  pair  of  horns  you  're  begin- 
ning to  grow. 

*'  There  are  one  or  two,  things  I  should 

just  like  to  hint, 
For  you  don't  often  get  the  truth  told 

you  in  print ; 
The  most  of  vou  (tbis  is  what  strikes  all 

beholders) 
Have  a  mental  and  physical  stoop  in  the 

shoulders ; 
Though  you  ought  to  be  free  as  the 

winds  and  the  waves. 
You've  the  gait   and  the  manners  of 

runaway  slaves ; 
Though  you  brag  of  your  New  World, 

you  don't  half  believe  in  it ; 
And  as  much  of  the  Old  as  is  possible 

weave  in  it ; 
Your  goddess  of  freedom,  a  tight,  buxom 

girl, 
With  lips  Hke  a  cherry  and  teeth  like  a 

pearl, 
With  eyes  bold  as  Here's,  and  hair  float- 
ing free, 
And  full  of  the  sun  as  the  spray  of  the 

sea, 
Who  can  sing  at  a  husking  or  romp  at  a 

shearing. 


Who  can  trip  through  the  forests  alont 

without  fearing, 
Who  can  drive  home  the  cows  with  a 

song  thix)ugh  the  grass. 
Keeps    glancing    aside    into    Europe's 

cracked  glass, 
Hides  her  red  hands  in  gloves,  pinches 

up  her  lithe  waist, 
And  makes  herself  wretched  with  trans- 
marine taste ; 
She  loses  her  fresh  country  charm  when 

she  takes 
Any  mirror  except  her  own  rivers  and 

lakes. 

"You  steal  Englishmen's  books  and 
think  Englishmen's  thought, 

With  their  salt  on  her  tail  your  wild 
eagle  is  caught ; 

Your  literature  suits  its  each  whisper 
and  motion 

To  what  will  be  thought  of  it  over  the 
ocean ; 

The  cast  clothes  of  Europe  your  states- 
manship tries 

And  mumbles  again  the  old  blarneys  and 
lies ;  — 

Forget  Europe  wholly,  your  veins  throb 
with  blood, 

To  which  the  dull  current  in  hers  is  but 
mud ; 

Let  her  sneer,  let  her  say  your  experi- 
ment fails, 

In  her  voice  there 's  a  tremble  e'en  now 
while  she  rails, 

And  your  shore  will  soon  be  in  the  na- 
ture of  things 

Covered  thick  with  gilt  drift-wood  of 
castaway  kings, 

Where  alone,  as  it  were  in  a  Longfellow's 
Waif, 

Her  fugitive  pieces  will  find  themselves 
safe. 

0  my  friends,  thank  your  god,  if  you 
have  one,  that  he 

'Twixt  the  Old  World  and  you  set  the 
gulf  of  a  sea  ; 

Be  strong -backed,  brown-handed,  up- 
right as  your  pines, 

By  the  scale  of  a  hemisphere  shape  your 
designs, 

Be  true  to  3''ourselves  and  this  new  nine- 
teenth age. 

As  a  statue  by  Powers,  or  a  picture  by 
Page, 

Plough,  sail,  forge,  build,  carve,  painty 
make  all  over  new, 
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To  your  own  New-World  instincts  con- 
trive to  be  tnie. 

Keep  your  ears  open  wide  to  the  Future's 
first  call, 

Be  whatever  you  will,  *bttt  yourselres 
first  of  all, 

Stand  fronting  the  dawn  on  Toil's 
heaven-scaling  yeakB, 

And  hecome  my  new  race  of  more  prac- 
tical Greeks. 

Hem !  your  likeness  at  present,  I  shud- 
der to  tell  o't. 

Is  that  you  have  your  slaves,  and  the 
Greek  had  his  helot." 

Here  a  gentleman  present,  who  had 
in  lus  attic 

More  pepper  than  brains,  shrieked,  **  The 
man  'a  a  fanatic, 

I  'm  a  capital  tailor  with  warm  tar  and 
feathers, 

And  will  make  him  a  suit  that'll  serve 
in  all  weathers ; 

But  we'll  argue  the  point  first,  I'm 
willing  to  reason  't, 

Palaver  before  condemnation  's  but  de- 
cent; 

So,  through  my  humble  person,  Hu- 
manitv  begs 

Of  the  friends  of  true  freedom  a  loan  of 
bad  eegs." 

But  Apollo  let  one  such  a  look  of  his 
show  forth 

As  when  If'ie  vdicn,  iotK(if$f  and  so  forth. 

And  the  gentleman  somehow  slunk  out 
of  the  way, 

But,  as  he  was  going,  gained  courage  to 
say,— 

"At  slavery  in  the  abstract  my  whole 
soul  rebels, 

I  am  as  strongly  opposed  to  't  as  any  one 
else." 

"  Ay,  no  doubt,  but  whenever  I  've  hap- 
pened to  meet 

With  a  wrong  or  a  crime,  it  is  always 
concrete," 

Answered  Phcebus  severely ;  then  turn- 
ing to  us, 

"The  mistake  of  such  fellows  as  just 
made  the  fuss 

Is  only  in  taking  a  great  busy  nation 

For  a  part  of  their  pitiful  cotton-plan- 
tation. — 

But  there  comes  Miranda,  Zeus !  where 
shall  I  flee  to? 

She  has  such  a  penchant  for  bothering 
me  too ! 


She  always  keeps  asking  if  I  don't  ob- 
serve a 

Particular  likeness  'twizt  her  and  Mi- 
nerva; 

She  tells  me  my  efforts  in  verse  are  quite 
clever ; — 

She 's  been  travelling  now,  and  will  bo 
worse  than  ever ; 

One  would  think,  though,  a  sharp- 
sighted  uoter  she  'd  be 

Of  all  that 's  worth  mentioning  over  the 
sea. 

For  a  woman  must  surely  see  well,  if 
she  try. 

The  whole  of  whose  being's  a  cap- 
ital I: 

She  will  take  an  old  notion,  and  make 
it  her  own. 

By  saying  it  o'er  in  her  Sibylline 
tone, 

Or  persuade  you  't  is  something  tremen- 
dously deep. 

By  repeating  it  so  as  to  put  you  to 
sleep; 

And  she  well  may  defy  any  mortal  to 
see  through  it, 

When  once  she  has  mixed  up  her. in- 
finite me  through  it. 

There  is  one  thing  she  owns  in  her  own 
single  ri^h^ 

It  is  native  and  genuine  —  namely,  her 


Though,   when   acting  as    censor,   she 

privately  blows 
A   censer  of  vanity   'neath  her   own 

nose." 

Here  Miranda    came  up,   and  said, 

"Phoebus!  you  know 
That  the  infinite  Soul  has  its  infinite  woe, 
As  I  ought  to  know,  having  lived  cheek 

hy  jowl. 
Since  the  day  I  was  bom,  with  the  In- 
finite Soul ; 
I  myself  introduced,  I  mjrself,  I  alone, 
To  my  Land's  better  life  authors  solely 

my  own, 
Who  the  sad  heart  of  earth  on  their 

shoulders  have  taken. 
Whose  works  sound  a  depth  by  Life's 

quiet  unshaken. 
Such  as  Shakespeare,  for  instance,  the 

Bible,  and  Bacon, 
Not  to  mention  my  own  works  ;  Time's 

nadir  is  fieet. 
And,   as  for  myself,  I  'm  quite  out  of 

conceit  —  " 
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"  Quite   out   of   conceit  1    I  *m   en- 

clianted  to  hear  it," 
Cried  Apollo    aside.      "Who'd  have 

thought  she  was  near  it  ? 
To  be  sure,  one  is  apt  to  exhaust  those 

commodities 
One  uses  too  fast,  yet  in  this  case  as  odd 

it  is 
As  if  Neptune  should  say  to  his  turbots 

and  whitings, 
'  I  'm  as  much  out  of  salt  as  Miranda's 

own  writings  * 
(  Which,  as  she  in  her  own  happy  man- 
ner has  said, 
Sound  a  depth,  for  't  is  one  of  the  func- 
tions of  lead). 
She  often  has  asked  me  if  I  could  not 

find 
A  place  somewhere  near  me  that  suited 

her  mind ; 
I  know  but  a  single  one  vacant,  which 

she 
With  her  rare  talent  that  way,  would  fit 

toaT. 
And  it  would  not  imply  any  pause  or 

cessation 
In  the  work  she  esteems  her  peculiar 

vocation,  — 
She  may  enter  on  duty  to-day,  if  she 

chooses, 
And  remain  Tiiing-woman  for  life  to 

the  Muses.'* 

Miranda  meanwhile  has  succeeded  in 

driving 
Up  into  a  comer,   in  spite  of   their 

striving, 
A  small  flock  of  terrified  victims,  and 

there. 
With    an    I-tum-the-crank-of-the-Uni- 

verse  air 
And  a  tone  which,  at  least  to  my  fancy, 

appears 
Not  so  much  to  be  entering  as  boxing 

your  ears, 
Is  unfolding  a  tale  (of  herself,  I  sur- 
mise, 
For  't  is  dotted  as  thick  as  a  peacock's 

with  I's). 
Apropos  of  Miranda,  I  '11  rest  on  my 

oars 
And  drift  through  a  trifling  digression 

on  bores. 
For,  though  not  wearing    ear-rings  in 

more  tnajorum. 
Our  ears  are  kept  bored  just  as  if  we  still 

wore  em. 


There  was  one  feudal  custom  worth 
keeping,  at  least. 

Roasted  bores  made  a  part  of  each  well- 
ordered  feast. 

And  of  all  quiet  pleasures  the  very  V4 
plus 

Was  in  hunting  wild  bores  as  the  tame 
ones  hunt  us. 

Archsologians,  I  know,  who  have  per- 
sonal fears 

Of  this  wise  application  of  hounds  and 
of  spears. 

Have  tried  to  make  out,  with  a  zeal 
more  than  wonted, 

'T  was  a  kind  of  wild  swine  that  our 
ancestors  hunted ; 

But  I  '11  never  believe  that  the  age  which 
has  strewn 

Europe  o'er  with  cathedrals,  and  other- 
wise shown 

That  it  knew  what  was  what,  could  by 
chance  not  have  known 

(Spending,  too,  its  chief  time  with  its  buff 
on,  no  doubt). 

Which  beast 't  would  improve  the  world 
most  to  thin  out. 

I  divide  bores  myself,  in  the  manner  of 
rifles, 

Into  two  great  divisions,  regardless  of 
trifles ;  — 

There's  your  smooth-bore  and  screw- 
bore,  who  do  not  much  vary 

In  the  weight  of  cold  lead  they  respec- 
tively carry. 

The  smooth-bore  is  one  in  whose  essence 
the  mind 

Not  a  comer  nor  cranny  to  cling  by  can 
find ; 

You  feel  as  in  nightmares  sometimes, 
when  you  slip 

Down  a  steep  slated  roof,  where  there 's 
nothing  to  grip ; 

You  slide  and  you  sliae,  the  blank  hor- 
ror increases, — 

You  had  rather  by  far  be  at  once  smashed 
to  pieces ; 

You  fancy  a  whirlpool  below  white  and 
frothing. 

And  finally  drop  off  and  Ught  upon  — 
nothing. 

The  screw-bore  has  twists  in  him,  faint 
predilections 

For  going  just  w^rong  in  the  tritost  di- 
rections ; 

When  he 's  wrong  he  is  flat,  when  he's 
right  he  can't  show  it. 
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He  'II  tell  you  what  Snooka  said  about  i  'Kt'ath  what    Fourier  nicknauies    Ihti                   I 

the  new  poet,* 

iJtjrual  ctoWQ  i                                        j 

Or  how  Fognim  was  outraged  by  Ten- 

Only   think   wh&t   that   infinite   bore-         ' 

nysoirs  I^rineess; 

pow'r  could  do 

He  haji  ijpoat  all  hh  spate  time  and  in- 

If apphed  with  ti  utilitarian  view  ; 

tellect  aiiJi.Hi  his 

isupjKifii/,    fur  ifxatuple,    we   shipped  it          j 

Birth  in  pemdrig,    on  each    art    and 

with  cjiri^ 

science;. 

To  Sahara  Eh  greiit  dtmeri  and  let  it  bore 

Jufft  the  books  in  which  no  one  puts  way 

there ;                                                        |          , 

reliance, 

If  tbey  held  oue  short  Aeaiiiou  fLT^d  did         ' 

And   tbough  nsmoj   wb  're   iotd^   korU 

nothing  ebe, 

onuilbiis  mpU^ 

They'd  itll  the  whole  waste  with  Arte^ 

The  rale  will  not  lit  hinaj  however  you 

fliiLQ  welLs^ 

ahnp«i  itj 

But  't  is  time  now  mth  pen   phouo* 

For  he  haa  a  peniUnifil  foiaon  of  sappi* 

mnaphic  to  follow 
Through  arjim'  more  of  his  sketches  our 
kugliing  Apollo  :  — 

nt?s^  ; 

He  has  JiiM  euough  fortse  to  spoil  half 

your  day 'a  happiness. 

And  to  make  him  a  sort  of  mostjuito  to 

"There  eomcs  Harry  Franco,  and,  is 

be  with, 

be  draws  n^r. 

But  just  not  enough  to  dispute  or  agree 

Ton  flttd  that  a  a  smile  which  you  took 

with. 

for  a  sneer ; 
One  Iiolf  of  liim  contradicts  t'  other  ; 

his  wont 

ejcplicit) 

U  to  sav  very  dharp  thin^  and  do  very 

From  two  honest  fellows  who  made  me 

^lunt  ; 

a  vidt^ 

His  mamier  a  aa  hiutl  as  bU  feeliuga  are 

And  broke,  like*  the  tale  of  the  Bear  and 

tander, 

th(?  Fiddle, 

And  a  sorfk  hu  '11  make  when  he  mcn-na 

My  reflections  on  Halleck  short  oiT  by 

to  surrender ; 

the  middle  - 

Hc*ii  in  joke  half  the  time  when  ho 

I  aha*  n't  now  go  into  the  aubyect  more 

seems  to  be  atemcst, 

deeply. 

When  lie  seciaa  to  be  joking,  be  sure 

For  I  notice  that  some  of  my  readers  look 

he  's  in  earnest ; 

sleeply; 
I  will  barely  remark  that,  'mongst  ciyi- 

He  has  common  sense  in  a  way  that 's 

uncommon, 

lized  nations, 

Hates    humbug    and   cant,    loves    his 
friends  like  a  woman, 

There 's  none  that  displays  more  exem- 

plary patience 

Builds  his  dislikes  of   cards  and  his 

Under  all  sorts  of  boring,  at  all  sorts  of 

friendships  of  oak. 

hours, 

Loves  a  prejudice  better  than  aught  but 

From  all  sorts  of  desperate  persons,  than 

a  joke. 

ours. 

Is  half  upright  Quaker,  half  downright 

Not  to  speak  of  our  papers,  our  State 

Come-outer, 

legislatures, 

Loves  Freedom  too  well  to  go  stark  mad 

And  other  such  trials  for  sensitive  na- 

about her. 

tures, 

Quite  artless  himself,  is  a  lover  of  Art, 

Ju«t  look  for  a  moment  at  Congress,  — 

Shuts  you  out  of  his  secrets  and  into  his 

appalled. 

heart. 

My  fancy  shrinks  back  from  the  phan- 

And though  not  a  poet,  yet  all  must 

tom  it  called ; 

admire 

Why,  there's  scarcely  a  member  un- 

In his  lettersof  Pinto  his  skill  on  the  liar. 

worthy  to  frown 

• 
"There  comes  Poe,  with  his  raven. 

*(If  you  call  Snooks  an  owl,  he  will  show  by 

like  Bamaby  Rudge, 

That^heTmorally  certain  yoQ-™  Jealous  of   "^^  ^Jths   of    hiin   genius    and  two 
Snooks.)                                                             fifths  sheer  fudge, 
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Who  talks  like  a  book  of  iambs  and 
pentameters. 

In  a  way  to  make  people  of  common 
sense  damn  metres. 

Who  has  written  some  things  qnite  the 
best  of  their  kind. 

But  the  heart  somehow  seems  all 
squeezed  out  by  the  mind. 

Who  —  But  hey-day  !  What 's  this  I 
Messieurs  Mathews  and  Poe, 

Tou  must  n't  fling  mud-balls  at  Long- 
fellow so. 

Does  it  make  a  man  worse  that  his  char- 
acter's such 

As  to  make  his  friends  love  him  (as  you 
think)  too  much  ? 

Why,  there  is  not  a  bard  at  this  mo- 
ment alive 

More  willing  than  he  that  his  fellows 
should  thrive ; 

While  you  are  abusing  him  thus,  even 
now 

He  would  help  either  one  of  you  out  of 
a  slough ; 

You  mav  say  that  he  *s  smooth  and  all 
that  till  YOU  're  hoarse, 

But  remember  tnat  elegance  also  is  force ; 

After  polishing  granite  as  much  as  you 
will, 

The  heart  keeps  its  tough  old  persis- 
tency still ; 

Deduct  all  you  can,  that  still  keeps  you 
at  bay; 

Why,  he'll  live  till  men  weary  of 
Collins  and  Gray. 

I  'm*  not  over-fond  of  Greek  metres  in 
English, 

To  me  rhyme 's  a  gain,  so  it  be  not  too 
jinglish, 

And  your  modem  hexameter  verses  are 
no  more 

Like  Greek  ones  than  sleek  Mr.  Pope  is 
like  Homer ; 

As  the  roar  of  the  sea  to  the  coo  of  a 
pigeon  is, 

So,  compared  to  your  modems,  sounds 
old  Melesigenes ; 

I  may  be  too  partial,  the  reason,  per- 
haps, o*t  is 

That  I  *ve  heard  the  old  blind  man  re- 
cite his  own  rhapsodies, 

And  my  ear  with  that  music  impreg- 
nate may  be,' 

Like  the  poor  exiled  shell  with  the  soul 
of  the  sea. 

Or  as  one  can't  bear  Strauss  when  his 
nature  is  cloven 


To  its  deem  within  deeps  by  the  stroka 

of  Beethoven  ; 
But,  set  that  aside,  and  *tis  truth  that 

I  speak, 
Had  Theocritus  written  in  English,  not 

Greek, 
I  believe  that  his  exquisite  sense  would 

scarce  change  a  line 
In  that  rare,  tender,  viigin-like  pastoral 

Evangeline. 
That's  not   ancient   nor  modern,  its 

place  is  apart 
Where  time  has  no  sway,  in  the  realm 

of  pure  Art, 
'Tis  a  shrine  of  retreat  from  Earth's 

hubbub  and  strife 
As  quiet  and  chaste  as  the  author's  own 

life. 

"  There  comes  Philothea,  her  fieice  all 
aglow, 

She  has  just  been  dividing  some  poor 
creature's  woe. 

And  can't  tell  which  pleases  her  most, 
to  relieve 

His  want,  or  his  story  to  hear  and  be- 
lieve; 

Ko  doubt  a^nst  many  deep  griefs  she 
prevails, 

For  her  ear  is  the  refuge  of  destitute 
tales; 

She  knows  well  that  dlence  is  sorrow's 
best  food. 

And  that  talking  draws  off  from  the 
heart  its  black  blood, 

So  she'll  listen  with  patience  and  let 
you  unfold 

Your  bundle  of  rags  as 't  were  pure  cloth 
of  gold. 

Which,  indeed,  it  all  turns  to  as  soon 
as  she 's  touched  it, 

And  (to  borrow  a  phrase  from  the  nur- 
sery) muehed  it ; 

She  has  such  a  musical  taste,  she  will 

go 
Any  distance  to  hear  one  who  draws  a 

long  bow ; 
She  will  swallow  a  wonder  by  mere 

might  and  main. 
And  thinks  it  Geometry's  fault  if  she  'a 

fain 
To  consider  thinp  flat,  insamuch  as 

they  *re  plain ; 
Facts  with  her  are    accomplished,   as 

Frenchmen  would  say  — 
They  will  prove  all  she  wishes  them  to 

either  way,  — 
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Three  yetis  and  ten   days  thee«  dark 
words  he  had  studied 

raiiat  tTYi 
If  we'rt<   seeking   the   truth,    to    fttjd 
wluTO  It  3oTi't  lie  ; 

When  the  daOfihter  was  missed,  and  the 
aloe  had  buddeil ; 

I  wu  ti*]iiiig  h«r  onoe  of  a  uiarYelloiiB 

I  told  how  he  watched  it  grow  larg«i  and 

flloe 

more  larve, 
And  wondewd  how  much  for  the  show 

That  for  thftuaanda  of  yuATt  had  ItKiked 

apiUhlHtig  and  nallow, 

he  should  charge,  — 

Andf  though  nur^d  by  the  fruitful  lent 

She  had  listened  with  utter  indifferettce 

powera  of  mud, 

to  this,  till 

HrU  nevi^r  vouchsafed  e*en  »o  rnueli  as  a 

I  told  how  it  bloomed,  and,  discharging 

bud, 

its  pistil 

Till  its  owner  remaTked  (as  it  sailor,  you 

With  aiL  uim  the  Eumenides  dictated. 

kiiow^ 

shot 

Often  will  in  a  calm)  that  tt  never  would 

The  botanical  ftUcide  dead  on  the  spot ; 

blow, 

It  had  blown,   but  he  reaped  not  hit 

For  he  wuihed  to  exhibit  the  plant,  aad 

horrible  caius, 
For  it  blew  ivitli  such  force  as  to  blow 

designed 
That  its  Inowing  should  help  him  iii 

1 

out  his  brains, 

mining  the  wind ; 

And  the  crime  wad  blown  a1^,  because 

At  laat  it  wtiA  told  him  that  if  he  should 

ou  the  wad. 

Wfltf^r 

Which  woa  paper,  was  writ  '  Visitation 
of  God,^ 

Its  TOotsv  'with  the  hlood  of  Ma  unmar- 

ried daughter 

Aa  well  as  a  thrilling  account  of  the  deed 
Which  the  coroner  kindly  allowed  me  to 

(Who  woj  boniT  as  her  mother,  a  Cal- 

Tinifltp  said, 

read. 

With  William   Law's  serious  caul  on 

J  * 

'* 

bar  head), 

**  Well,  my  friend  took  thii  story  up 

It  would  blow  AS  the  obstinate  brp^^e 

juat,  to  be  sure, 

did  when  hy  a 

As  one  might  a  poor  foundling  that 's 
laid  at  one  s  door  - 

Like  deeiiee  of  her  father  died  Iphigenia ; 
At  liret  he  declared  he  himBelf  would  be 

She  combed  it  and  washed  it  and  clothed 

blowed 

it  and  fed  it, 

Ere  hi9   coaaeience  with   such  &  foul 

And  as  if  't  were  her  own  child  most 

cdme  he  would  load. 

tenderly  bred  it. 

But  the  thought,  coming  oft,  grew  lesa 

Laid  the  scene  (of  the  legend,  I  mean) 

dark  than  Iwfore, 

far  away  a^ 

And  hemu.<H*d,  as  each  creditor  knocked 

-nionff  the  irreen  vales  underneath  Hima- 

at  bis  door. 

LajH, 

If  thd  were  but  done  they  wonld  dun 

And  by  artist'like  touches,  Jald  on  here 

me  no  more; 

and  there, 

I    told    Philothea    his   struggles    and 

Made    the  whole  thing  so  touching,  I 

doubts, 

frankly  declare 

Aod  how  he  considered  the  ins  and  the 

1  have  read  it  all  thrice,  and,  perhaps  I 

outs 

am  weak. 

Of  the  visions  he  had,  and  the  dreadful 

But  I  found  every  time  there  were  teari 

dyapepsy, 

on  my  cheek. 

How  he  went  to  the  seer  that  avts  at 

Po'kcepsie, 

*'  The  pole^  aciifncc  tells  us»  the  mag- 

How the  aeer  advised  him  to  sleep  on  it 

net  controls, 

first. 

Rut  she  h  a  magnet  to  emigmnt  Poles, 

And  to  Tf^d  his  big  volume  in  case  of 

And  folks  with  a  mission  that  nobody 

the  worst. 

knows. 

And  firrther  adWsfd  he  should  pay  him 

Throng  thickly  about  her  na  bees  round 

five  dollara 

a  rose; 

for  wKting  j^um,  Sum,  on  his  wrist- 
bands and  oollo]:!; 

She  can  fill  up  the  oartU  in  such,  make 
thdr  Bcopc 
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Convei^  to  some  focus  of  rational  hope, 

And,  with  sympathies  fresh  as  the  morn- 
ing, their  gall 

Can  transmute  into  honey, —  but  this  is 
not  all  ; 

Not  only  for  those  she  has  solace,  O,  say, 

Vice's  desperate  nursling  adrift  in  Broad- 
way, 

Who  clingest,  with  all  that  is  left  of  thee 
human. 

To  the  last  slender  spar  from  the  wreck 
of  the  woman, 

Hast  thou  not  found  one  shore  where 
those  tired  drooping  feet 

Could  reach  flnn  mother-earth,  one  full 
heart  on  whose  beat 

The  soothed  head  in  silence  reposing 
could  hear 

The  chimes  of  far  childhood  throb  back 
on  the  earl 

Ah,  there's  many  a  beam  from  the  foun- 
tain of  day 

That,  to  reach  us  unclouded,  must  pass, 
on  its  way, 

Through  the  soul  of  a  woman,  and  hers 
is  wide  ope 

To  the  influence  of  Heaven  as  the  blue 
eyes  of  Hopje  ; 

Yes,  a  great  heart  is  hers,  one  that  dares 
to|B;oin 

To  the  prison,  the  slave-hut,  the  alleys 
of  sin. 

And  to  bring  into  each,  or  to  find  there, 
some  line 

Of  the  never  completely  ont-trampled 
divine ; 

If  her  heart  at  high  floods  swamps  her 
brain  now  and  then, 

'T  is  but  richer  for  that  when  the  tide 
ebbs  agen. 

As,  after  old  Nile  has  subsided,  his 
plain 

Overflows  with  a  second  broad  deluge  of 
grain; 

What  a  wealth  would  it  bring  to  the 
narrow  and  sour 

Could  they  be  as  a  Child  but  for  one  lit- 
tle hour ! 

''What!    Irving?    thrice   welcome, 

warm  heart  and  fine  brain, 
Ton  bring  back  the  happiest  spirit  from 

Spain, 
And  the  gravest  sweet  humor,  that  ever 

were  tliere 
Since  C'ervantes  met  death  in  his  gentle 

despair; 


Nay,  don't  be  embarrsssbo,  nor  look  so 

beseeching,  — 
I  sha*  n't  run  airectly  against  my  own 

preaching. 
And,  having  just  laughed  at  their  Raph- 
aels aud  Dantes, 
Go  to  setting  you  up  beside  matchless 

Cervantes ; 
But  allow  ine  to  speak  what  I  honestly 

fecl,- 
To  a  true  poet-heart  add  the  fun  of  Dick 

Steele, 
Throw  in  all  of  Addison,  fmnus  the 

chill. 
With  the  whole  of  that  paitnership's 

stock  and  gooii-will, 
Mix  well,  and  while  stirring,  hum  o'er, 

as  asnell. 
The  fine  old  finslish  Gentleman,  sim- 
mer it  wel^ 
Sweeten  just  to  ^our  oiah  private  liking, 

then  strain, 
That  only  the  finest  and  clearest  remain. 
Let  it  stand  out  of  doors  till  a  soul  it 

receives 
From  the  warm  lazy  sun  loitering  down 

through  green  leaves. 
And  you'll  fina  a  choice  nature,  not 

wholly  deserving 
A  name  either  Engliw  or  Yankee,  — 

just  Irving. 

"  There  goes,  —  but  $Ut  nomtnts  um- 

bra,  —  his  name 
You'll  be  glad  enough,  some  day  or 

other,  to  claim, 
Aiid  will  all  crowd  about  him  and  swear 

that  you  knew  him 
If  some  English  critic  should  chance  to 

review  him. 
The  old  jyorcos  aiUe  ne  yrqficicUiB 
Margaritas,  for  him  you  have  verified 

gratis ; 
What  matters  his  name  ?    Why,  it  may 

be  Sylvester, 
Jndd,  Junior,   or  Junius,  Ulysses,  or 

Nestor, 
For  aught  /  know  or  care ;  't  is  enough 

that  I  look 
On  the  author  of  'Margaret,'  the  first 

Yankee  book 
With  the  9oul  of  Down  East  in  't,  and 

things  farther  East, 
As  far  as  the  threshold  of  morning,  at 

least, 
Where  awaits  the  fair  dawn  of  the  siin* 

pie  and  true. 
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Of  the  dfiy  that  comps  slowly  to  malce 

all  things  new. 
'T  Ijas  n  sumek  of  pine  wooda,  of  bare 

Held  and  b!€ak  hill, 
Such  tin  only  the  bn^  of  the  Mayflower 

t;ould  till  I 
The  pDritao  'a  shown  in  it,  tough  to  the 

core. 
Such  *is  pmyed,   smiting  Agag  on  red 

Miii^ton  Moor: 
With  £11]  unwilling  huniorj  half  chokf^d 

by  the  drouth 
In  brown  hollows  about  the  inhosijitable 

mouth ; 
With  «  34inl  full  of  poetry,  though  it  baa 

quBlma 
About  findii^g  a  bnpptneas  ont  of  the 

Psalnifl  ; 
Fulloftuudemes-s  too,  thongh  it  shrinks 

iu  the  dark, 
Hamadryad-like,  underthe  coarse,  ahaggy 

btfirk ; 
That  sees  visions,  knows  wrestlings  of 

God  with  the  Will, 
And  has  iU  own  Sinais  and  thunderinga 

Btill." 

Here,  —  "  Forgive    me,     Apollo,     I 

cried,   *'  while  I  pour 
My  hetirt  out  to  my  birthplace :  O  lored 

more  and  tnoro 
Dear  Bayatate,  from  whose  roeky  bosom 

thy  flons 
Should   suck  milk,    atrong-will-giving, 

brave,  such  as  runs 
In  the  veins  of  old  G  my  lock  — who  is  it 

that  darea 
Call  thee  j^dler,  a  soul  wrapped  in  bank- 
books and  shares  7 
It  ifl  false  I    She  's  a  Poet !     I  iee,  as  1 

write, 
Along  tho  far  railroad  the  steani-snake 

glide  white, 
The  cataract- throb  of  her  roiUn^hearta  I 

hear, 
Tlie  awift  Rtmk*?a  of  trip-hammers  weary 

my  ear, 
Slerlges  ring  upon  anvils,  through  logs 

the  saw  screams, 
Blocks   swing   to    their    place,    beetles 

drive  home  the  b^ams  :  — 
It  Is  longs  such  as  tbe^  that  she  croons 

to  Ihe  din 
Of  her  fast- Hying  shuttles,  year  oiit  and 

year  in. 
While  frora  earth's  farthest  oorner  there 

comes  not  a  bn^eju 

10 


But  wafts  her  the  hntz  of  her  gold- 

deaning  bees  t 
What  tnough  thoi^e  horn  hands  have  tia 

jft  found  small  tinm 
For  painting  and  ficnlptnre  and  music 

and  rhyme  I 
These  will  come  in  due  order;  the  Deed 

that  presaed  sorest 
Was  to  vanquish  the  seasons,  the  ocean, 

the  forest, 
To  bridle  and  harness   the   rivers,  the 

steam, 
Making  that  whirl  her  mill-wheLds,  tliif 

tn^  in  her  team, 
Tn  vassal tze  old  tyrant  Winter,  and  iiake 
Him  delve  surlily  for  her  on  river  and 

lake;  — 
WTien  this  New  World  was  parted,  she 

strove  not  tn  shirk 
Her  lot  in  the  heirdomj  the  tough,  si- 
lent Work, 
The  hero-share  ever,  tram  Herakles  ilown 
To  CNiin,  the  Earth's  iron  sceptre  and 

erowii  : 
Yes,  thou  dear,  noble  Mother!  if  ever 

men's  praifie 
Could  be  claimed  for  ciieftting  heroical 

In^ys, 
Thou  hast  won  it ;  if  ever  the  laurel  di- 
vine 
Crowned  the  Maker  and  Builder,  that 

glory  is  thine  \ 
Thy  songs  are  right  epic,  they  tell  how 

this  rude 
Rock -rib  of  OUT  earth  here  was  tamed  and 

subdued ; 
Thou  hast  written  them  plain  on  thu 

face  of  the  planet 
In  brave,   deathless  letters  of  iron  and 

ffranite  ; 
Thou   liaat  printed   them  deep  for   all 

time ;  they  are  set 
From   tlie  same   runic   typp- fount  a.tM 

alphabet 
With  thy  ^^tout  Berkshire  hills  and  the 

arnis  of  thy  Bsy,  — 
They  ai'e  staves  {mm  the  burly  old  May» 

flower  lay. 
If  the  drones  of  the  Old  World,  in  qaem- 

lous  ease, 
AsIc  thy    Alt  and  thy  Letters,   point 

proudly  to  these. 
Or,  if  they  deny  these  are  LfBtters  and  Art, 
Toil  on  with   the  aamu  old  invincible 

heart ; 
Thou  art  rearing  the  pedestal  brtwAl- 

bMsed  and  grand 
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Whereon  the  fan  shapes  of  the  Artist 
shall  stand, 

And  creating,  thit>iigh  labors  undaunted 
and  long, 

The  theme  for  all  Sculpture  and  Faint- 
ing and  Song ! 

**  But  my  ^ood  mother  Baystate  wants 

no  praise  of  mine, 
She  learned  from  her  mother  a  precept 

divine 
About  something  that  butters  no  pars- 
nips, her/or^ 
In  another  direction  lies,  work  is  her  sport 
(Though  she  '11  courtesy  and  set  her  cap 

straight,  that  she  will, 
If  you  talk  about  Plymouth  and  red 

Bunker^s  hill). 
Dear,  notable  goodwife !  by  this  time  of 

night, 
Her  hearth  is  swept  neatly,  her  fire 

burning  bright, 
And  she  sits  in  a  chair  (of  home  plan  and 

make)  rocking, 
Musing  much,  all  the  while,  as  she  dams 

on  a  stocking, 
Whether  turkeys  will  come  pretty  high 

next  Thanksgiving, 
Whether  flour  '11  be  so  dear,  for,  as  sure 

as  she 's  living, 
She  will  use  rye-and-injun  then,  whether 

the  pig 
By  this  time  ain't  got  pretty  tolerable  big. 
And  whether  to  sell  it  outright  will  be  best, 
Or  to  smoke  hams  and  shoulders  and 

salt  down  the  rest,  — 
At  this  minute,  she  'dswop  all  my  verses, 

ah,  cruel ! 
For  the  last  patent  stove  that  is  saving 

of  fuel ; 
So  I  '11  just  let  Apollo  go  on,  for  his  phiz 
Shows  I  've  kept  him  awaiting  too  long 

as  it  is." 

"If  our  friend,  there,  who  seems  a 

reporter,  is  done 
With  his  burst  of  emotion,  why,  I  will 

go  on," 
Said  Apollo ;  some  smiled,  and,  indeed, 

I  roust  own 
Thtre  was  something  sarcastic,  perhaps, 

in  his  tone ; — 

"There's  Holmes,  who  Ib  matchless 
among  you  for  wit ; 
A  Leyden-jar  always  full-charged,  from 
which  flit 


The    electrical    tingles    of    hit    aftex 

hit; 
In  long  poems  't  is  painful  sometimes. 

and  invites 
A  thought  of  the  way  the  new  Telegraph 

writes. 
Which  pricks  down  its  little  sharp  sen- 
tences spitefully 
As  if  you  got  more  than  you  'd  title  to 

rightfully, 
And  you  find  yourself  hoping  its  wild 

father  Lightning 
Would  flame  in  for  a  second  and  give 

you  a  fright'ning. 
He  has  perfect  sway  of  what  J  call  a 

sham  metre. 
But  many  admire  it,  the  English  pen- 
tameter. 
And  Campbell,  I  think,  wrote  most  com- 
monly worse. 
With  le^  nerve,  swing,  and  fire  in  the 

same  kind  of  verse. 
Nor  e'er  achieved  aught  in  't  so  worthy 

of  praise 
As  the  tribute  of  Holmes  to  the  grand 

Marseillaise. 
You  went  crazy  last  year  over  Bulwer's 

New  Timon;  — 
Why,  if  B.,  to  the  day  of  his  dying, 

should  rhyme  on. 
Heaping  verses   on  verses  and  tomes 

upn  tomes, 
He  could  n^'er  reach  the  best  point  and 

vi^r  of  Holmes. 
HIb  are  just  the  fine  hands,  too,   to 

weave  you  a  lyric 
Full  of  fancy^   fun,  feeling,  or  spiced 

with  satyric 
In  a  measure  so  kindly,  you  doubt  if 

the  toes 
That  are  trodden  upon  are  your  own  or 

your  foes'. 

"There  is    Lowell,   who's    striving 

Parnassus  to  climb 
With  a  whole  bale  of  isms  tied  together 

with  rhyme, 
He  might  get  on  alone,  spite  of  bram- 
bles and  boulders, 
But  he  can't  with  that  bundle  he  has  on 

his  shouldei-s, 
The  top  of  the  hill  he  will  ne'er  come 

niffh  reaching 
Till  he  Teams    the  distinction  *twixt 

singing  and  preaching ; 
His  lyre  has  some  chords  that  would 

ring  pretty  well. 
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Bat  ha  'd  rather  by  half  make  a  dmm 

of  the  shell. 
And  rattle  awfty  lill  he's  old  as  Me- 

thusalem, 
At  the  head  of  a  mawh  to  the  last  new 

Jerusalem. 

"  There  goes  Halleck,  whose  Fanny  'a 
a  pseudo  Don  Juan, 

With  the  wickedness  out  that  gave  salt 
to  the  true  one, 

He  *s  a  wit,  though,  I  hear,  of  the  very 
first  order, 

And  once  made  a  pun  on  the  words  soft 
Recorder; 

More  than  this,  he 's  a  rery  irreat  poet, 
I'm  told. 

And  has  had  his  works  published  in 
crimson  and  gold. 

With  something  they  call  'Illustra- 
tions,' to  wit. 

Like  those  with  which  Chapman  ob- 
scured Holy  Writ,* 

Which  are  said  to  illustrate,  because,  as 
I  view  it. 

Like  lue%i8  a  non,  they  precisely  don't  do 

Let  a  man  who  can  write  what  himself 

understands 
Keep  clear,  if  he  can,  of  designing  men's 

hands. 
Who  bury  the  sense,  if  there's  any 

worth  having. 
And  then  very  honestly  call  it  engrav- 
ing. 
But,  to  quit  badinage,  which  there's  n't 

much  wit  in, 
Halleck  's  better,  I  doubt  not,  than  all 

he  has  written ; 
In  his  verse  a  clear  glimpse  you  will 

frequently  find. 
If  not  of  a  great,  of  a  fortunate  mind. 
Which  contrives  to  be  true  to  its  natural 

loves 
In  a  world  of  back-offices,  ledgers,  and 

stoves. 
When  his  heart  breaks  away  from  the 

brokers  and  banks. 
And  kneels  in  his  own  private  shrine  to 

give  thanks, 
There 's  a  genial  manliness  in  him  that 

earns 
Oar  sinoerest  respect  (read,  for  instance, 

his '  Bums '), 

•  (Cuts  rightly  oalled  wooden,  ba   all   must 
admit) 


And  we  can't  bat  regret  (seek  excnse 
where  we  may) 

That  so  maeh  of  a  man  has  been  ped- 
dled away. 

"  But  what 's  that  I  a  maaa-meeting  f 
No,  there  come  in  lots. 
The  Amedean  Bulwera,  Disraelis,  and 

Scotts, 
And  in  short  the  American  everything- 

elses. 
Each  chaimn^  theothera  with  envies  and 

jealousies ;  — 
By  the  way,  'tis  a  (act  that  displays 

what  profoaions 
Of  all  Mnda  of  greatness  bless  free  insti- 
tutions, 
That  while  the  Old  World  has  prodnoed 

hardy  eight 
Of  such  poets  as  all  men  agree  to  call 

great, 
And  of  other  great  chaxacters  hardly  a 

score 
(One  might  safely  say  leas  than  that 

rather  than  more), 
With  yon  every  year  a  whole  crop  is 

begotten, 
Tliey  're  as  much  of  a  staple  as  com  is, 

or  cotton; 
Why,  there 's  scarcely  a  huddle  of  log- 

huts  and  shanties 
That  has  not  brought  forth  its  own  Mil. 

tons  and  Dantes ; 
I  myself  know  ten  Byrons,  one  Cole- 
ridge, three  Shelleys, 
Two  Raphaels,  six  Titians,  (I  think)  one 

Apelles, 
Leonardos   and    Rabenaea    plenty   as 

lichens. 
One  (but  that  one  is  plenty)  American 

Dickens, 
A  whole  flock  of  Lambs,  any  number  of 

Tennysons,  — 
In  short,  if  a  man  haa  the  lack  to  hare 

any  sons. 
He  may  feel  pretty  certain  that  one  out 

of  twain 
Will  be  some  very  great  person  over  again. 
There  is  one  inconvenience  in  all  this, 

which  lies 
In  the  fact  that  by  contrast  we  estimate 

size,* 

•  That  is  in  most  cases  we  do,  but  not  all. 
Past  A  doabt,  then  are  men  who  are  innately 

small, 
Saoh  as  Blank,vho,  without  being  'miniiyKft^ 

a  tittle. 
Might  stand  for  a  type  of  the  Absolute  little. 
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And,  where  Uiere  are  uone  except  Ti- 
tans, great  stature 
Is  only  the  normal  prooeeding  of  natare. 
What  putif  the  strained  sa&s  of  yoar 

praise  will  you  furl  at,  if 
The  calmest  degree  that  you  know  is 

superlative  ? 
At  Rome,  all  whom  Charon  took  into 

his  wheriy  must, 
As  a  matter  of  oonrse,  be  well  ianmtut 

and  errimust, 
A  Greek,  too,  could  feel,  while  in  that 

famous  boat  he  tost. 
That  his  friends  would  take  care  he  was 

Mrroft  and  wrarott, 
And  formerly  we,   as   through  grave- 
yards we  past. 
Thought  the  world  went  from  bad  to 

worst  fearfully  fast ; 
Let  us  glance  for  a  moment,  'tis  well 

worth  the  pains, 
And  note  what  an  ayerage  graveyard 

contains ; 
There  lie  levellers  levelled,  duns  done 

up  themselves, 
There  are  booksellers  iinaUy  laid  on  their 

shelves. 
Horizontally  there  lie  upright  politi- 
cians, 
Dose-a-dose  with  their  patients  sleep 

faultless  phjrsicians, 
There  are  slave^invers  quietly  whipped 

undeivround. 
There  bookbinders,  done  up  in  boards, 

are  fast  bound, 
There  card-players  wait  till  the   last 

trump  be  played, 
There  all  the  choice  spirits  get  finally 

laid. 
There  the  babe  that  *s  unborn  is  supplied 

with  a  berth, 
There  men  without  legs  get  their  six 

feet  of  earth, 
There  lawyers  repose,  each  wrappeil  up 

in  his  case, 
There  seekers  of  office  are  sure  of  a 

place. 
There  defendant  and  plaintiff  get  equally 

cast. 
There  shoemakers  quietly  stick  to  the 

hist. 
There  brokers  at  length  become  silent 

as  stocks, 
There  stage-driven  sleep  without  quit- 
ting their  box, 
And  so  forth  and  so  forth  and  so  forth 

and  so  on. 


With  this  kind  of  stuff  one  might  end- 
lessly go  on ; 

To  come  to  ^e  point,  1  may  safely  as- 
sert you 

Will  find  in  each  yard  every  cardinal 
virtue ;  • 

Each  has  six  truest  patriots  :  four  dis- 
coverers of  ether, 

Who  never  had  thought  on  *t  nor  men- 
tioned it  either; 

Ten  poets,  the  greatest  who  ever  wrote 
rhyme : 

Two  hundred  and  forty  iirst  men  of 
their  time : 

One  person  whose  portrait  just  gave  the 
least  hint 

Its  original  had  a  most  horrible  squint : 

One  critic,  most  (what  do  they  call 
it  t)  reflective. 

Who  never  had  used  the  phrase  ob-  or 
subjective  : 

Forty  fatners  of  Freedom,  of  whom 
twenty  bred 

Their  sons  for  the  rice-swamps,  at  so 
much  a  head. 

And  their  daughters  for —  faugh  !  thirty 
mothers  of  Gracchi : 

Kon-resistants  who  gave  many  a  spirit- 
ual black -eye  : 

Flight  true  friends  of  their  kind,  one  of 
whom  was  a  jailer : 

Four  captains  almost  as  astounding  as 
Taylor  r 

Two  dozen  of  Italy's  exiles  who  shoot 
us  his 

Eaisership  daily,  stem  pen-and-ink 
Brutuses, 

Who,  in  Yankee  back-parlors,  «ith 
crucified  8mile,t 

Mount  serenely  their  country's  funereal 
pile  : 

Ninety-nine  Irish  heroea,  ferocious  re- 
bellers 

'Gainst  the  Saxon  in  cis-marine  garrets 
and  cellars. 

Who  shake  their  dread  fists  o'er  the  sea 
and  all  that,  — 

As  long  as  a  copper  drops  into  the  hat : 

Nine  nundred  Teutonic  repubUcani 
stark 

From  Yaterland's  battles  just  won — in 
the  Park, 

*  (And  at  this  Jost  conoluslon  will  nrely  ar- 
rive, 
That  the  goodneM  of  earth  is  more  dead  thaa 
alive.) 

t  Not  forgetting  their  tea  and  their  toast 
though ,  the  while. 
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Who  the  happy  profession  of  martyrdom 

take 
Whenerer  it  gives  them  a  chance  at  a 

steak  : 
Sixty-two  second  Washingtons  :  two  or 

three  Jacksons : 
And  so  many  everythings-else  that  it 

racks  one's 
Poor  memory  too  much  to  continue  the 

list. 
Especially  now  they  no  longer  exist ;  — 
(  would  merely  obserre  that  you've 

taken  to  giving 
The  puffs  that  belong  to  the  dead  to  the 

living, 
And  that  somehow  your  tmmp-of-con- 

temporary-doom's  tones 
Is  tuned  after  old  dedications  and  tomb- 
stones." 

Here  the  critic  came  in  and  a  thistle 

presented  —  * 
From  a  frown  to  a  smile  the  god's  fea- 
tures relented, 
As  he  stared  at  his  envoy,  who,  swelling 

with  pride. 
To    the    god's   asking   look,    nothing 

daunted,  repliM, — 
'^You're  surprised,  I  suppose,  I  was 

absent  so  long, 
But  your  godship  respecting  the  lilies 

was  wrong ; 
I  hunted  the  garden  from  one  end  to 

t'  other, 
And  got  no  reward  but  vexation  and 

bother. 
Till,  tossed  out  with  weeds  in  a  comer 

to  wither, 
This  one  lily  I  found  and  made  haste  to 

bring  hither." 

"  Did  he  think  I  had  given  him  a  book 
to  review! 

I  ought  to  have  known  what  the  fellow 
would  do," 

Muttered  Phoebus  aside,  "for  a  thistle, 
will  pass 

Beyond  doubt  for  the  queen  of  all  flow- 
ers with  an  ass ; 

He  has  chosen  in  just  the  same  way  as 
he  'd  choose 

His  specimens  out  of  the  books  he  re- 
views; 

•  Turn   back   now  to  page  — goodness  only 
knows  what. 
And  take  a  flnesh  hold  on  the  tliread  of  my 
plot 


And  now,  as  this  offers  an  excellent  text, 
I  '11  give  'em  some  brief  hints  on  criti' 

dsm  next." 
So,  musing  a  moment,  he  turned  to  the 

crowd, 
And,  clearing  his  voice,  spoke  as  follows 

aloud :  — 

"My  friends,  in  the  happier  days  of 

the  muse. 
We  were  luckily  free  from  such  things 

as  reviews  j 
Then  naught  came  between  with  its  fog 

to  make  clearer 
The  heart  of  the  poet  to  that  of  his 

hearer; 
Then  the  poet  brought  heaven  to  the 

people,  and  they 
Felt  that  they,  too,  were  poets  in  hear- 
ing his  lay ; 
Then  the  poet  was  prophet,  the  past  in 

his  soul 
Precreated  the  future,  both  parts  of  one 

whole ; 
Then  for  him  there  was  nothing  too  great 

or  too  small, 
For  one  natural  deity  sanctified  all ; 
Then  the  bard  owned  no  clipper  and 

meter  of  moods 
Save  the  spirit  of  silence  that  hovers  and 

broods 
O'er  the  seas  and  the  mountains,  the 

rivers  and  woods ; 
He  asked  not  earth's  verdict,  forgetting 

the  clods, 
His  soul  soared  and  sang  to  an  audience 

of  gods ; 
'T  was  for  them  that  he  measured  the 

thought  and  the  line. 
And  shaped  for  their  vision  the  perfect 

design,  t 

With  as  glorious  a  foresight,  a  balance 

as  true, 
As  swung  out  the  worlds  in  the  infinite 

blue ; 
Then  a  glory  and  greatness   invested 

man's  heart. 
The  universal,   which  now  stands  es- 
tranged and  apart. 
In   the   free  individual  moulded,   was 

Art; 
Then  the  forms  of  the  Artist  seemed 

thrilled  with  desire 
For  something  as  yet  unattained,  fuller, 

higher. 
As  once  with  her  lips,  lifted  hands,  and 

eyes  listening, 
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Of  the  gns^  of  the  soul  after  things  more 
ivine; 


And  her  whole  upward  soul  iu  her  coun- 
tenance glistening, 
£ur^dice  stood  —  liko  a  beacon  unfired. 
Which,  once  touched  with  flame,  will 

leap  heav'nward  inspired  — 
And  waited  with  answering  kindle  to 

mark 
The  first  gleam  of  Orpheus  that  pained 

the  red  Dark. 
Then  painting,  song,  sculpture  did  more 

than  relieve 
The  need  that  men  feel  to  create  and 

believe. 
And  as,  in  all  beauty,  who  listens  with 

love 
Hears  these  words  oft  repeated  — '  be- 
yond and  above,' 
So  these  seemed  to  be  but  the  visible 

sign 

gras] 

divi] 
They  were  ladders  the  Artist  erected  to 

climb 
0*er  the  narrow  horizon  of  space  and  of 

time. 
And  we  see  there  the  footsteps  by  which 

men  had  gained 
To  the  one  rapturous  glimpse  of  the 

never-attained. 
As  shepherds  could  erst  sometimes  trace 

m  the  sod 
The  last  spuming  print  of  a  sky-cleaving 

god. 

"But  now,  on  the  poet's  dis-plfivacied 
moods 

With  do  this  and  do  that  the  pert  critic 
intrudes ; 

While  he  thinks  he 's  been  barely  fulfill- 
ing his  duty 

To  interpret  'twixt  men  and  their  own 
sense  of  beauty. 

And  has  striven,  while  others  sought 
honor  or  pelf, 

To  make  his  kind  happy  as  he  was  him- 
self, 

He  finds  he's  been  guilty  of  horrid 
offences 

In  all  kinds  of  moods,  numbers,  genders, 
and  tenses ; 

He 's  been  6b  and  wij ective,  what  Kettle 
calls  Pot, 

Precisely,  at  all  events,  what  he  ought  not. 

You  have  done  this,  says  one  judge ; 
done  thalt  says  another ; 

Tou  shmUd  have  done  this,  grumbles 
out, ;  tfuxt,  says  't  other  ; 


Never  mind  what  he  touches,  one  shrieks 

out  Taboo! 
And  while  he  is  wondering  what  he  shall 

do. 
Since  each  suggests  opposite  topics  for 

song. 
They  all  shout  together  jfou*re  right/ 

and  you're  wrong  I 

'*  Nature  fits  all  her  children  with 
something  to  do. 

He  who  would  write  and  can't  write,  can 
surely  review, 

Can  set  up  a  small  booth  as  critic  and  sell 
us  his 

Petty  conceit  and  his  pettier  jealousies ; 

Thus  a  lawyer's  apprentice,  just  out  of 
his  teens, 

Will  do  for  the  Jeffrey  of  six  maga- 
rines; 

Having  read  Johnson's  lives  of  the  poets 
naif  through. 

There's  nothing  on  earth  he 's  not  com- 
petent to ; 

He  reviews  with  as  much  nonchalance  as 
he  whistles,  — 

He  goes  through  a  book  and  just  picks 
out  the  thistles ; 

It  matters  not  whether  he  blame  or  com- 
mend. 

If  he 's  bad  as  a  foe,  he 's  far  worse  as  a 
friend : 

Let  an  author  but  write  what 's  above  his 
poor  scope. 

He  goes  to  work  gravely  and  twists  up  a 
rope, 

And,  invitinff  the  world  to  see  punish- 
ment done, 

Hangs  himself  up  to  bleach  in  the  wind 
and  the  sun  ; 

'T  is  delightful  to  see,  when  a  man  comes 
along 

Who  has  anything  in  him  peculiar  and 
strong, 

Every  cockboat  that  swims  clear  its  fierce 


(pop)  gundeck  at  him, 
lake  as' 


And  make  as  he  jxisses  its  ludicrous  Peck 
at  him  —  " 

Here  Miranda  came  up  and  began, 

"As  to  that—" 
Apollo  at  once  seized  his  gloves,  cane, 

and  hat. 
And,  seeing  the  place  getting  rapidly 

cleared, 
I,  too,  snatched  my  notes  and  forthwith 

disappeared. 
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DicttnbtTy  loMw 

With  her  swift  eyes  of  clear  steel-blue, 

Dbab  M. * 

The  coiled-up  mainspring  of  the  Fair, 

By  way  of  saviug  time, 

Originating  everywhere 

I  Ml  do  thU  letter  up  in  rhyme, 

The  expaniqve  force  without  a  sound 
That  whirls  a  hundred  wheels  around, 

Whotie  nlim  stream  through  four  pages 

flows 

Herself  meanwhile  as  calm  and  still 

Ere  one  is  packed  with  tight-screwed 

prose. 
Threading  the  tabe  of  an  epistle. 

Art  the  bare  crown  of  Prospect  Hill ; 
A  noble  woman,  brave  ana  apt, 

CumsBan  bibyl  not  more  rapt, 

Smooth  ns  a  child's  breath  through  a 

Who  might,  with  those  fair  tresses  shorn,       , 

whistle. 

The  Maid  of  Orleans'  casque  have  worn. 
Herself  the  Joan  of  our  Ark, 

The  great  attraction  now  of  all 

For  every  shaft  a  shining  mark. 

> 

Im  the  "  Bazaar  "  at  Faneuil  Hall, 

Where  swarm  the  anti-slavery  folks 

And  there,  too,  was  Eliza  Follbw, 

As  thick,  dear  Miller,  as  yoar  jokes. 

Who  scatters  fruit^creating  pollen 

There 's  Oabrisok,  his  features  yery 

Where'er  a  blossom  she  can  find 

Benizn  for  an  incendiary. 

Hardy  enough  for  Truth's  north  wind, 

Beaming   forth   sunshine   through   hts 
glasses 

Each  several  point  of  all  her  face 

Tremblingly   bright   with   the   inward 

On  the  surronnding  lads  and  lasses, 

As  if  all  motion  gave  it  light 

(No  bee  conld  blither  be,  or  brisker,)  — 

A  Pickwick  somehow  turned  John  Ziska, 

like  phosphorescent  seas  at  night. 

His  bump  of  firmness  swelling  up 

Like  a  rye  cupcake  from  its  cup. 

And  there,  too,  was  his  Enjrlish  tea^Mt, 

There  jokes  our  Edmund,!  plainly  son 

Of  him  who  bearded  Jefferson, 

Which  in  his  ear  a  kind  of  flea  set, 

A  non-resistant  by  conviction. 

His  Uncle  Samuel  for  its  beauty 

But  with  a  bump  in  contradiction, 

Demanding  sixty  dollars  duty, 

('Twas  natural  Sam  should  serre  his 

So  that  whene'er  it  gets  a  chance 

His  pen  delights  to  play  the  lance, 

trunk  ill. 

And  — you  may  doubt  it,  or  believe  it  — 

For  0.,  you  know,  has  cut  his  uncle,) 

Full  at  the  head  of  Joshua  Leavitt 

Whereas,  had  he  but  once  made  tea  in  % 

The  very  calumet  he  'd  launch. 

His  uncle's  ear  had  had  the  flea  in  't^ 

And  seourge  him  with  the  olive  branch. 
A  master  with  the  foils  of  wit, 

There  being  not  a  cent  of  duty 

On  any  pot  that  ever  drew  tea.t 

'T  is  natural  he  should  love  a  hit ; 

- 

A  gentleman,  withal,  and  scholar, 
Only  base  things  excite  his  choler. 

There  was  Mabia  Chapmax,  too, 

•  Mr.  Jmam  HOkut  MeKim. 

been  bdd  on  ft  MendlrBrttiih  tribute  to  an  emt 

MBt  American. 

(EdnumdQuinev. 

wooU  bKV  been  remitted  if  the  artldee  bad 
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And  then  his  satire 's  keen  and  thin 
As  the  lithe  blade  of  Saladin. 
Qood  letters  are  a  gift  apart, 
And  his  are  gems  S  Flemish  art, 
True  offspring  of  the  fireside  Mnse, 
Not  a  lag-gathering  of  news 
Like  a  new  hopfield  which  is  all  poles, 
But  of  one  blood  with  Horace  Walpole's. 

There,  with  one  hand  behind  his  back,    • 
Stands  Phillips  buttoned  in  a  sack. 
Our  Attic  orator,  our  Chatham  ; 
Old  fogies,  when  he  lightens  at  'em, 
Shrivel  like  leaves ;  to  him  't  is  granted- 
Always  to  say  the  word  that 's  wanted, 
So  that  he  seems  but  speaking  clearer 
The  tiptop  thought  of  every  hearer ; 
Each  flash  his  brooding  heart  lets  fall 
Fires  what 's  combustible  in  all, 
And  sends  the  applauses  bursting  in 
Like  an  exploded  magaziiie. 
His  eloquence  no  frothy  show. 
The  gutter's  street-polluted  flow, 
No  Mississippi's  yellow  flood 
Whose    shoalness   can't    be   seen    for 

mud;  — 
So  simply  clear,  serenely  deep. 
So  silent-strong  its  graceful  sweep, 
Noae  measures  its  nn  rippling  force 
Who  has  not  striven  to  stem  its  course; 
How  fare  their  barques  who  think  to 

play 
With  smooth  Niagara's  mane  of  spray, 
Let  Austin's  total  shipwreck  say.* 
He  never  spoke  a  worn  too  much  — 
Except  of  Story,  or  some  such, 
Whom,  though   condemned    by  ethics 

strict, 
The  heart  refuses  to  convict 

Beyond,  a  crater  in  each  eye, 

Sways  brown,  broad-shouldered  PiLLa- 

BUST, 

Who  tears  up  words  like  trees  by  the 

roots, 
A  Theseus  in  stout  cow-hide  boots. 
The  wager  of  eternal  war 
Against  that  loathsome  Minotaur 
To  whom  we  sacrifice  each  year 
The  best  blood  of  our  Athens  here, 
(Dear  M.,  pray  brush  up  your  Lem- 

priere.) 

•  On  the  ooouion  of  the  mnrdor  of  Bev,  Eli- 
jah P.  Lovcjoy,  editor  of  en  aatl-alaverj  news- 
pAper  at  Alton,  niinois,  an  indignation  meeting 
was  held  In  Boston,  at  which  Mr.  Austin,  Attor- 
ney-Oeneral  of  Maiiaohaeetts,  made  a  violent 


A  teiTible  denouncer  he, 
Old  Sinai  bums  unquenchably 
Upon  his  lips ;  he  well  might  be  a 
Hot-blazing  soul  from  fierce  Jndea, 
Habakkuk,  Ezra,  or  Hosea. 
His  words  are  red-hot  iron  searers. 
And  nightmare-like  he  monnts  his  hear- 
ers. 
Spurring  them  like  avenging  Fate,  or 
As  Waterton  his  alligator. 

Hard  by,  as  calm  as  summer  even. 
Smiles  the  reviled  and  pelted  STEPHBN,t 
The  unappeasable  Boaneiges 
To  all  the  Churches  and  the  Clergies, 
The  grim  aavamt  who,  to  complete 
His  own  peculiar  cabinet, 
Coutrivea  to  label  'mong  his  kicks 
One  from  the  followers  of  Hicks; 
Who  studied  mineralogy 
Not  with  soft  book  upon  the  knee. 
But  learned  the  properties  of  stones 
By  contact  sharp  of  flesh  and  bones, 
And  made  the  experimentum  crucis 
With  his  own  body's  vital  juices ; 
A  man  with  caoutchouc  endurance, 
A  perfect  gem  for  life  insurance, 
A  kind   oi   maddened  John  the  Bap- 
tist, 
To  whom  the  harshest  word  comes  apt- 

esi, 
Who,  struck  by  stone  or  brick  ill-starred. 
Hurls  back  an'epithet  as  hard. 
Which,  deadlier  than  stone  or  brick, 
Has  a  propensity  to  stick. 
His  oratory  is  like  the  scream 
Of  the  iron-horse's  frenzied  steam 
Which  warns  the  world  to  leave  wide 

space 
For  the  black  engine*s  swerveless  race. 
Ye  men  with  neckdoths  white,  I  warn 

you  — 
Hahet  a  whole  haymow  in  comu, 

A  Judith  there,  turned  Quakeress* 

Sits  Abbt  in  her  modest  dress^ 

Ser\ing  a  table  quietly. 

As  if  that  mild  and  downcast  eye 

Flashed  never,  with  its  scorn  intense, 

More  than  Medea's  eloquence. 

So  the  same  force  which  shakes  its  dread 

Far-blazing  locks  o'er  .Etna's  head, 

mo-elAvery  speech,  which  ealled  forth  a  omah- 
ing  reply  from  Wendell  PhiUipa,  who  theneef orth 
became  a  main  plUar  of  aboUtionim. 

t  Stephen  8.  roster. 

X  Abby  Kellqr. 
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Along  the  wires  in  silence  fares 
And  messages  of  commerce  bears. 
No  nobler  gift  of  heart  and  brain, 
No  life  more  white  from  spot  or  stain, 
Was  e'er  on  Freedom's  altar  laid 
Than  hers»  the  simple  Quaker  maid. 

These  last  three  (leaving  in  the  lurch 
Some  other  themes)  assault  the  Church, 
Who  therefore  writes  them  in  her  lists 
As  Satan's  limbs  and  atheists ; 
For  each  sect  has  one  argument 
Wherebj  the  rest  to  hell  are  sent, 
Which  senres   them   like    the  Oraiie's 

tooth, 
Passed  round  in  turn  from  mouth  to 

mouth ;  — 
If  any  ism  should  arise, 
They  look  on  it  with  constable's  eyes, 
Tie  round  its  neck  a  heavy  athe-, 
And  give  it  kittens'  hydropathy. 
This  trick  with  other  (nseiul  veij)  tricks 
Is  laid  to  the  Babylonian  meretrix. 
But  *t  was  in  rogne  before  her  day 
Wherever  priesthoods  had  their  way. 
And  Buddha's  Popes  with  this  struck 

dumb 
The  followers  of  Fi  and  Fum. 
Well,  if  the  world,  with  prudent  fear, 
Pay  God  a  seventh  of  the  year, 
And  AS  a  Fanner,  who  would  pack 
All  his  religion  in  one  stack, 
For  this  world  works  six  days  in  seven 
And  idles  on  the  seventh  for  Heaven, 


Expecting,  for  his  Sunday's  sowing. 
In  the  next  world  to  go  a-mowiug 
The  crop  of  all  his  meeting-going ;  — 
If  the  poor  Church,  by  power  enticed, 
Finds  none  so  infidel  as  Christ, 
Quite  backward  reads  his  Gospel  meek, 
(As  't  were  in  Hebrew  writ,  not  Greek,) 
Fencing  the  gallows  and  the  sword 
With  conscripts  drafted  from  his  word, 
And  makes  one  gate  of  Heaven  so  viide 
That  the  rich  orthodox  might  rjde 
Through  on  their  camels,  while  the  ftoor 
Squirm  through  the  scant,  nnyielding 

door. 
Which,  of  the  Gospel's  straitest  size, 
Is  narrower  than  Mad-needles'  eyes. 
What  wonder  World  and  Church  should 

caU 
The  true  faith  atheistical  1 

Tet,  after  all,  'twixt  yon  and  me, 
Dear  Miller,  I  could  never  see 
That  Sin's  and  Error's  ugly  smirch 
Stained  the  walls  only  of  the  Church ; 
There  are  good  priests,  and  men  who 

take 
Freedom's  torn  cloak  for  lucre's  sake ; 
I  can't  believe  the  Church  so  strong. 
As  some  men  do,  for  Right  or  Wrong. 
But,  for  this  subject  (long  and  vext) 
I  must  refer  you  to  my  next. 
As  also  for  a  list  exact 
Of  goods   with  which  the   Hall  was 

packed. 


NOTICES  OF  AN  INDEPENDENT  PRESS. 


ri  HAVE  observed,  reader  (bene-  or  male- 
▼olent,  as  it  may  happen),  that  it  is  cus- 
tomary to  append  to  tne  second  editions  of 
books,  and  to  the  second  works  of  authors, 
short  sentences  oonunendatory  of  the  first, 
under  the  title  of  Notices  of  the  Press. 
These,  I  have  been  given  to  understand, 
are  procurable  at  certain  established  rates, 
payment  being  made  either  in  money  or 
advertising  patronage  by  the  publisher,  or 
by  an  adequate  outlay  of  servility  on  the 
part  of  the  author.  Considering  these 
things  with  myself,  and  also  that  such 
notices  are  neither  intended,  nor  g^enerally 
believed,  to  convey  any  real  opinions,  be- 
ing a  purely  ceremonial  accompaniment  of 
literature,  and  resembling  certificates  to  the 
virtues  of  various  morbiferal  panaceas,  I 
conceived  that  it  would  be  not  only  more 
economical  to  prepare  a  sufficient  number 
of  such  myself,  but  also  more  immediately 
subservient  to  the  end  in  view  to  prefix 
them  to  this  our  primary  edition  rather 
than  await  the  contingency  of  a  second, 
when  they  would  seem  to  he  of  small  util- 
ity. To  delay  attaching  the  bobs  until  the 
second  attempt  at  flying  the  kite  would 
indicate  but  a  slender  experience  in  that 
useful  art.  Neither  has  it  escaped  my 
notice,  nor  failed  to  afford  me  matter  of 
reflection,  that,  when  a  circus  or  a  caravan 
is  about  to  visit  Jaalam,  the  initial  step 
is  to  send  forward  large  and  highly  orna- 
mented bills  of  performance  to  be  Aung  in 
the  bar-room  and  the  post-oflice.  These 
having  been  sufliciently  gazed  at,  and  be- 
rinning  to  lose  their  attractiveness  except 
For  the  flies,  and,  truly,  the  boys  also  (m 
whom  I  find  it  impossible  to  repre»s,  even 
durlnsr  school-hours,  certain  oral  and  tele- 
graphic communications  concerning  the 
exp»ected  show),  upon  some  fine  morning 
the  band  enters  in  a  gayly  painted  wagon, 
or  triumphal  chariot,  and  with  noisy  ad- 
vertisement, by  means  of  brass,  wood,  and 
sheepskin,  makes  the  circuit  of  our  startled 
village  streets.  Then,  as  the  exciting 
sounds  draw  nearmr  and  nearer,  do  I  de- 


foi 


siderate  those  eyes  of  Aristarchus,  "  whose 
looks  were  as  a  breeching  to  a  boy." 
Then  do  I  perceive,  with  vain  regret 
of  wasted  opportunities,  the  advantage 
of  a  pancratic  or  pantechnic  education, 
since  he  is  most  reverenced  by  my  little 
subjects  who  con  throw  the  cleanest  sum- 
merset or  walk  most  securely  upon  the 
revolving  cask.  The  story  of  tne  Pied 
Piper  b^omes  for  the  first  time  credible 
to  me  (albeit  confirmed  by  the  Hameliners 
dating  their  legal  instruments  from  the 
period  of  his  exit),  as  I  behold  how  those 
strains,  without  pretence  of  magical  po- 
tency, bewitch  the  pii^illary  legs,  nor 
leave  to  the  pedagogic  an  entire  self-con- 
trol. For  these  reasons,  lest  my  kingly 
prerogative  should  siiifer  diminution,  I 
prorogue  my  restless  commons,  whom  I 
follow  into  the  street,  chieflv  lest  some 
mischief  may  chance  befall  tnem.  After 
the  manner  of  such  a  band,  I  send  forward 
the  following  notices  of  domestic  manufac- 
ture, to  make  brazen  proclamation,  not 
unconscious  of  the  advantage  which  will 
accrue,  if  our  little  craft,  eymbida  siUUis, 
shall  neem  to  leave  port  with  a  clipping 
breeze,  and  to  carry,  in  nautical  phrase,  a 
bone  in  her  mouth.  Nevertheless,  I  have 
chosen,  as  being  more  equitable,  to  pre- 
pare some  also  sufliciently  objurgatory, 
that  readers  of  evei^  taste  may  find  a  dish 
to  their  palate.  I  have  modelled  them 
upon  actually  existing  specimens,  pre- 
served in  my  own  cabinet  of  natural  curios- 
iti&<i.  One,  in  particular,  I  had  copied  with 
tolerable  exactness  from  a  notice  of  one 
of  my  own  discourses,  which,  from  its  su- 
perior tone  and  appearance  of  vast  experi- 
ence, I  concluded  to  have  been  written  by 
a  man  at  least  three  hundred  years  of  age, 
though  I  recollected  no  existing  instance 
of  such  antediluvian  longevity.  Never- 
theless,.! afterwards  discoversd  the  author 
to  be  a  young  gentleman  preparing  for  the 
ministry  under  the  direction  of  one  of  my 
brethren  in  a  neighboring  town,  and  whom 
I  had  once  insunctively  corrected  in  a 
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Latin  quantity.  But  this  I  have  been 
forced  to  omit,  from  its  too  great  length. 
—  H.  W.] 


Frvm,  iht  Univemd  Littery  Univerae. 
Full  of  passages  which  rivet  the  attention  of 
the  reader.  ....  Under  a  mstic  garb,  senti- 
ments are  conveyed  which  should  be  conntiitted 
to  the  memory  and  engraven  on  the  heart  of 
every  moral  and  social  being We  con- 
sider this  a  wai^iie  performance.  ....  We 
hope  to  see  it  soon  introduced  into  our  common 
schools.  ....  Mr.  Wilbur  has  performed  liis 
duties  as  editor  with  excellent  taste  and  Judg- 
ment ....  This  is  a  vein  which  we  hoiM)  t<> 
see  successfUllv  prosecuted.  ....  We  hail  the 
appearance  of  this  woric  as  a  long  stride  toward 
the  formation  of  a  purely  aboriginal,  Indige- 
nous, native,  and  American  literature.  We  re- 
joice to  meet  with  an  author  national  etiougli 
to  break  away  from  the  fdavish  defeivuce,  too 
common  among  us,  to  English  grammar  and 

orthography Where  all  is  so  good,  we 

are  at  a  loss  how  to  make  extracts.  ....  On 
the  whole,  we  may  call  it  a  volume  which  no 
library,  pretending  to  entire  completeness, 
shoula  fUl  to  place  upon  its  shelves. 


Fran  tht  HigginboUtmopolis  Snajiping-turtU. 

A  collection  of  the  merest  balderdash  and 
doggerel  that  it  was  ever  our  bad  fortune  to 
lay  eyes  on.  The'author  is  a  vulgar  buffoon, 
and  the  editor  a  talkative,  tedious  old  fool. 
We  use  strong  language,  but  should  any  of  our 
readers  peruse  the  book,  (tnm  which  calamity 
Heaven  preserve  them  !)  they  will  nnd  reasons 
for  it  tliick  as  the  leaves  of  Vallnmbrozer,  or. 
to  use  a  still  more  expressive  comimrison.  as 
the  combined  heads  of  author  snd  editor.  The 
work  is  wretchedly  got  up.  ....  We  should 
like  to  know  how  much  British  gold  was  pock- 
eted by  this  libeller  of  our  country  and  her 
purest  patriots. 


Frxm  the  OldfognmviOe  Mentor. 

We  have  not  had  time  to  do  more  than  glance 
through  this  handsomely  printed  volume,  but 
the  name  of  its  respectable  editor,  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Wilbur,  of  Jaalam,  will  afford  a  sufficient  guar* 

anty  for  the  worth  of  its  contents The 

paper  is  white,  the  ty])e  clear,  and  the  volume 
of  a  convenient  and  attractive  size.  ....  In 
reading;  this  elegantly  executed  work,  it  has 
seemed  to  ns  that  a  passage  or  two  might  have 
been  retrenched  with  advantage,  and  that  the 
general  style  of  diction  was  susceptible  of  a 

higher  polish On  the  whole,  we  may 

safely  leave  the  ungrateful  task  of  criticism  to 
the  reader.  We  will  barely  suggest,  that  in 
volumes  intended,  as  this  is,  for  the  illustration 
of  a  provincial  dialect  and  turns  of  expresaion, 
a  dash  of  humor  or  satire  might  be  thmwn  in 
with  advantage.  ....  The  work  Is  admirably 

got  up This  work  will  form  an  apprO" 

priate  ornament  to  the  centre-table.  It  is 
beautifully  printed,  on  paper  of  an  excellent 
quality. 


From  ths  Dekay  Bulwark. 

Wo  should  be  wanting  in  our  duty  as  the 
conductor  of  that  tremendous  engine,  a  public 
press,  as  an  American,  and  as  a  man,  did  we 
allow  such  an  opportunity  as  is  presented  to  ns 
by  "The  Biglow  Papers"  to  pass  by  without 
entering  our  earnest  protest  against  such  at- 
tem]>ts  (now.  alas  I  too  common)  at  demoraliz- 
ing the  public  sentiment  Under  a  wretched 
mask  of  stupid  drollery,  slavery,  war,  the  so- 
cial glass,  and,  in  short,  all  the  valuable  and 
tinie-tionored  institutions  Justly  dear  to  our 
common  humanity  and  especially  to  republi- 
cans, are  made  the  butt  of  coarse  and  senseless 
ribaldry  by  this  low-minded  scribbler.  It  is 
time  that  the  respectable  and  religious  portion 
of  our  community  should  be  aroused  to  tlie 
alarming  inroads  of  foreign  Jacobinism,  sans- 
culottism.  and  infidelity.  It  is  a  fearfUl  proof 
of  the  wide-spread  nature  of  this  contagion, 
that  these  secret  stabs  at  religion  and  virtue 
are  given  from  under  tlie  cloak  (credtte.  pofteri  !) 
of  a  clergyman.  It  is  a  mournful  spectacle  in- 
deed t^  l^e  jtatriot  and  Christian  to  see  liber- 
ality and  new  ideas  (falsely  so  called,  — they 
are  as  old  as  Eden)  invadin;;  the  sacred  pre- 
cincts of  the  pulpit  ....  On  the  whole,  we 
consider  this  volume  as  one  of  the  first  shock- 
ing results  which  we  predicted  would  spring 
out  of  the  late  French  "  Revolution  "  (!). 


Frtna  the  Bungtoum  Copper  and  Comprehensive 
Tootin  (a  try-weakly  favdly  JourruU). 

Altogether  an  admhrable  work Full 

of  humor,  boisterous,  but  delicate.— of  wit 
withering  and  scorching,  yet  ox)ml>ined  with  a 
pathos  cool  as  morning  dew, —of  satire  jwn- 
derous  as  the  mace  of  Richard,  yet  keen  as  the 

scjrmitar  of  Saladin A  work  fUU  of 

"  mountain-mirtli,**  mischievons  as  Puck,  and 

lightsome  as  Ariel We  know  not  whether 

to  admire  most  the  genial,  fresh,  and  diacursivo 
concinnity  of  the  author,  or  his  playfUl  fancy, 
weird  imagination,  and  compass  of  style,  at 

once  both  ohslective  and  subiective We 

might  indulge  in  some  criticisms,  but,  were  the 
author  other  than  he  is.  he  would  be  a  different 
being..  As  it  is,  he  has  a  wouderiUl  jMwe,  which 
flits  trom  flower  to  flower,  and  bears  the  reader 
irresistibly  along  on  its  eagle  pinions  (like  Gany- 
mede) to  the  "  highmt  heaven  of  invention." 
....  We  love  a  book  so  purely  ol^ective.  .... 
Many  of  his  pietares  of  natural  scenery  have  an 
extraordinaiy  suttiective  clearness  and  fidelity. 
....  In  fine,  we  consider  this  as  one  of  tlie 
most  extraordinary  volumes  of  this  or  any  age. 
We  know  of  no  English  author  who  could  have 
written  it  It  is  a  work  to  which  the  proud 
genius  of  our  country,  standing  with  one  foot 
on  the  Aroostook  and  the  other  on  the  Rio 
Grande,  and  holding  up  the  star«pangled  ban- 
ner amid  the  wreck  of  matter  and  the  crush  of 
worlds,  may  point  with  bewildering  scorn  of  the 

Sunier  efforts  of  enslaved  Europe.  ....  We 
o)>e  soon  to  encounter  our  author  among  those 
higher  walks  of  literature  in  which  he  is  evi- 
dently csfiaUs  of  achieving  enduring  fania 
Already  we  should  be  inclined  t4>  assign  bira  a 
high  )K)xltion  in  the  bright  galaxy  of  our  Amer- 
ican bards. 
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From  iJu  SdUHvtr  Pilot  and  Flag  cifFrmdom, 

A  yolume  in  bad  grammar  and  worse  taste. 
....  While  the  pieces  here  collected  were  con- 
fined to  their  appropriate  sphere  in  the  comers 
of  ohscTire  newspapers,  we  considered  them 
wholly  beneath  contera))t,  but,  as  the  author 
has  chosen  to  come  forward  in  this  public 
manner,  he  must  expect  the  lash  he  so  richly 

merits Contemptible  slanders.  .... 

VUest  Billingsgate.  ....  Has  raked  all  the 
gutters  of  our  langnage.  ....  The  moat  pure, 
upright,  and  consistent  politicians  not  safe 
ftx>m  his  nialiffnant  venom.  ....  General  Cush- 
ing  comes  in  for  a  share  of  his  vile  calumnies. 
....  The  Revtrend  Homer  Wiibiir  is  a  disgrace 
to  his  doth.  .... 


From  0u  World-Hamonic-jSoUan^AUaehnunL 
Speech  is  silver:  silence  is  golden.  No  ut- 
terance more  Or}tbic  than  this.  WhUe,  there- 
fore, as  highest  author,  we  reverence  him  whose 
wo^s  continue  heroically  unwritten,  we  have 
also  our  hopeful  word  for  those  who  with  pen 
(from  wing  of  goose  loud-cackling,  or  seraph 
God-commissioned)  record  the  thing  that  is  re- 
vealed. ....  Under  mask  of  quaintest  irony, 
we  detect  here  the  deep,  storm-tost  (nish  ship- 
wracked)  soul,  thunder-scarred,  semi-articu- 
late, but  ever  climbing  hopefully  toward  the 
peaceftil  summits  of  an  Infinite  Sorrow.  .... 
Yes,  thou  poor,  forlorn  Hosea,  with  Hebrew 
flre-Aaming  soul  in  thee,  for  thee  also  this  life 
of  oius  has  not  been  without  Its  aspects  of 
heavenliest  pitv  and  laughingest  mirtlL  Con- 
ceivable enough  I  Tli  rough  coarse  Thersites- 
cloak,  we  have  revelation  of  the  heart,  wild- 
glowing,  world-clasping,  that  is  in  him.  Brave- 
ly he  grapples  with  the  life-problem  as  it  i)re- 
sents  Itself  to  him,  uncombed,  shaggy,  careless 
'  of  the  "  nicer  proprieties,"  inexpert  of  "  elegant 
diction,"  yet  with  voice  audible  enough  to 
whoso  hath  ears,  up  there  on  the  gravelly  side- 
hills,  or  down  on  the  splashy,  indlambber-like 
salt-marshes  of  native  Jaalam.  To  this  soul 
nlso  the  Neeeaiiy  of  Creating  somewhat  lias  un- 
veiled its  awftil  fh>nt  If  not  OSdipuses  and 
Electras  and  Alcestises.  then  in  God's  name 
Birdofrednm  Sawins !  These  also  shall  get  bom 
into  the  world,  and  filch  (il  so  neetl)  a  Zingali 
subsistence  therein,  these  lank,  oinnivoi-ous 
Yankees  of  his.  He  shall  paint  the  Seen,  since 
the  Unseen  will  not  sit  to  him.  Yet  in  him 
also  are  Nibelnngen-lays,  and  Iliads,  and  Ulys- 
ses-wanderings, and  Divine  Comedies,  —  if  only 
once  he  could  come  at  them  !  Tlierein  lies 
moch.  nay  all ;  for  what  truly  is  this  which  we 
name  AU^  but  Uutt  which  we  do  not  possess? 


Oliniuses  also  are  given  us  of  an  old 
father  Ezekiel,  not  witliout  paternal  pride,  as 
li  the  wont  of  such.  A  brown,  parchment- 
hided  old  man  of  the  geoponic  or  bucolic  site- 
cies,  gray-eyed,  we  fancy,  qiieued  jierhaps,  with 
ranch  weather-cunning  and  plentitul  Septem- 
ber-gale memories,  bidding  fair  in  good  time 
to  become  the  Oldest  Inliabitant  After  such 
hasty  apparition,  he  vanishes  and  is  seen  no 
more.  ....  Of  "  Rev.  Homer  Wilbur,  A.  M., 
Pastor  of  the  First  Church  in  Jaarani,"  we  have 
small  care  to  speak  her(>.  8pare  touch  in  him 
of  his  Melesigenes  nainesake.  save,  haply,  the 
'blindness!    A  tolerably  caliginose,  nephe- 


legeretous  elderty  gentleman,  with  infinite  Am- 
uity  of  sermonizing,  niusciilarised  bylongprao- 
tlce,  and  excellent  digestive  atijwratns,  and,  for 
the  rest,  well-meaning  enough,  and  with  small 
private  illuminations  (somewhat  tallowy,  it  is 
to  be  feared)  of  his  own.  To  him,  tliere,  "  Putor 
of  the  First  Church  in  Jaalam,"  our  Hosea  pre- 
sents himself  as  a  quite  inexiiUcable  Sphinx- 
riddle.  A  rich  poverty  of  Latin  and  Greek,  — 
so  for  is  clear  enough,  even  to  eyes  peering  my- 
opic through  hora-lensed  editorial  spectacles, 
—  but  naught  farther  t  O  purblind,  well-mean- 
ing, altogether  ftaseous  IfeleMigenes-Wilbur, 
there  are  things  in  him  inoommunicable  by 
stroke  of  birch  I  Did  it  ever  enter  that  old  be- 
wildered head  of  thine  that  there  was  the  P09- 
ribUUyqfthe  InfiniU  in  hiin?  To  thee,  quite 
wingless  (and  even  featherless)  biped,  has  not 
so  much  even  as  a  dream  of  wings  ever  come  1 
"Talented  young  parishioner"?  Among  the 
Arts  whereof  thou  art  MagiOer,  does  that  of 
seeina  hapjien  to  be  one?  Unhappy  Artium 
Maguter !  Somehow  a  Nemean  lion,  fUlvoiis, 
torrid-eyed,  dry-nursed  in  broad-howling  sand- 
wildernesses  of  a  sufiicicutly  rare  spirit-Ubya 
(it  may  be  supposed)  has  cot  whelped  among 
the  sheep.  Already  lie  stands  wild-slaring,  witli 
feet  clutching  the  ground  as  with  oak-roots, 
gathering  for  a  Remus-spring  over  the  walls  of 
thy  little  fold.  In  Heaven's  name,  go  not  near 
him  with  that  flyblte  crook  of  thine  I  In  good 
time,  thou  painAil  preacher,  thou  wilt  goto  the 
appointed  place  of  departed  Artillery-Election 
Sermons,  Right-Hands  of  Fellowship,  and  Re- 
sults of  Councils,  gathered  to  thy  spiritual 
fathers  with  much  Latin  of  the  Epitaphial  sort ; 
thou,  too,  Shalt  have  thy  reward;  but  on  him 
the  Eumenides  have  looked,  not  Xantippes  of 
the  pit,  snake-tressed,  fln^er-threatening,  but 
radiantly  calm  as  on  antique  gems;  for  him 
paws  impatient  the  wingeil  courser  of  the  gods, 
champing  unwelcome  bit ;  him  the  starry  deeps, 
the  empyrean  glooms,  and  far-flnihing  splen- 
dors ainiit 


From  (As  Onion  Grove  Phanix, 

A  talented  young  townsman  of  ours,  recently 
retumed  fh>m  a  Continental  tour,  and  who  is 
already  favorably  known  to  our  readers  by  his 
sprightly  letters  fh>in  abroad  which  have  graced 
our  columns,  called  at  our  office  yesterday.  We 
leara  ttom  him,  that,  having  eiv)oyed  the  dis- 
tinguished privilege,  while  m  Germany,  of  an 
introduction  to  the  celebrated  Von  Hnmlm}?, 
he  took  the  opfiortnnity  to  present  that  emi- 
nent man  with  a  copy  of  the  "  Biglow  PaiKsrs." 
The  next  morning  he  received  the  following 
note,  which  he  has  kindly  fiimished  iks  {ut 
publication.  We  prefer  to  print  it  vtrlmtim, 
knowing  that  our  reartern  will  readily  forgive 
the  few  errors  into  which  the  illustrious  writer 
has  fallen,  through  ignorance  of  our  language. 

"  High- Worthy  Mister  I 
"  I  shall  also  now  es]iecial1y  happy  starve, 
because  I  have  more  or  lecs  a  work  one  those 
aboriginal  Red-Men  seen  in  which  have  I  so 
deaf  an  interest  ever  tiken  full-worthy  on  the 
self  shelf  with  our  Gottsched  to  be  u]»»et. 

"  I^irdon  my  in  the  Engli8h-si)eccli  un-prac- 
tice! 

"VoN  Humbug." 


I     I 
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He  alBO  sent  with  the  abore  note  a  copy  of  his 
fkniouu  work  on  "  Cosmetics/'  to  be  presented 
to  Mr.  Biglow;  but  this  wos  taken  fruin  our 
fHend  by  the  English  custom-house  officers, 
probably  through  a  petty  national  spite.  No 
doubt,  it  has  by  this  time  found  its  way  into 
the  British  Museum.  We  trust  this  outrage 
will  be  exposed  in  all  our  American  papers. 
We  shall  ao  our  best  to  bring  it  to  the  notice 
of  the  State  Department  Our  n  umerous  read- 
ers will  share  in  the  pleasure  we  ex(ierience  at 
seeing  our  young  and  vigorous  national  litera- 
ture Uius  encouragingly  patted  on  the  head  by 
this  venerable  and  world-renowned  German. 
We  love  to  see  these  reciprocations  of  good- 
feeling  between  the  different  branches  of  the 
great  Anglo-Saxon  race. 

[The  following  genaine  '*  notice'*  haviog 
met  my  eye,  I  giiuily  insert  a  portion  of  it 
here,  the  more  especially  as  it  contains 
one  of  Mr.  Biglow  s  poems  not  elsewhere 
printed. —  H.W.] 

From  the  Jaalam  Indtoendent  Blunderbust. 

....  But,  while  we  lament  to  see  our  young 
townsman  thus  mingling  in  the  heated  contests 
of  party  politics,  we  think  we  detect  in  him  the 
presence  of  talents  which,  if  proi»erly  directed, 
might  give  an  innocent  pleasure  to  many.  As 
a  proof  that  he  is  competent  to  the  production 
of  other  kinds  of  jwetiy,  we  copy  for  our  read- 
ers a  short  fhigment  of  a  pastoral  by  him,  the 
manuscript  of  which  was  loaned  us  by  a  friend. 
The  title  of  it  is  "  The  Courtin*. " 

Zexle  crep*  up,  quite  unbeknown. 

An'  peeked  m  thru  the  winder. 
An'  there  sot  Huldy  all  alone, 

'ith  no  one  nigh  to  hender. 

Agin'  the  chimbly  crooknecks  hung. 

An*  in  amongst  'em  rusted 
The  ole  queen's-arro  thet  granther  Tonng 

Fetched  back  ftum  Concord  busted. 

The  wannnt  logs  shot  sparkles  ont 
Towards  the  pooUest,  bless  her  i 


An'  leetle  flres  danced  all  about 
The  chiny  on  the  dresser. 

The  very  room,  coz  she  wnz  in. 
Looked  warm  fhini  floor  to  ceiUn*, 

An'  she  looked  full  ez  rosy  agin 
£z  th'  apples  she  wuz  peehn*. 

Bhe  heerd  a  foot  an'  knowed  it,  tu, 

Araspin'  6n  the  scraper,  — 
Ail  ways  to  once  her  feelins  flew 

Like  sparks  in  bumt-up  paper. 

Ho  kin'  o'  I'itered  on  the  mat^ 

Some  doubtfle  o'  the  seekls ; 
His  heart  kep'  goin'  pitynat, 

But  hem  went  pity  Zekle. 

An'  yet  she  gin  her  cheer  a  jerk 
Ez  though  she  wished  him  fkuder 

An'  on  her  apples  kep'  to  work 
Ex  of  a  wnger  spurred  her. 

" Ton  want  to  see  my  Fa,  I  sposef  " 
"  Wal,  no ;  I  come  designln'  —  " 

"  To  see  my  Ma  f    Bhe 's  sprinklin'  do'es 
Agin  to-morrow's  i'nin'.*' 

He  stood  a  spell  on  one  foot  fkist 

Then  stood  a  spell  on  tother. 
An'  on  which  one  he  felt  the  wust 

He  could  n't  ha'  told  ye,  nuther. 

8ez  he,  "  I  'd  better  call  agin  " ; 

Sez  she,  "  Think  likolyilfMer"  ; 
The  last  word  pricked  him  like  a  pin. 

An' — wal,  he  up  and  kist  her. 

When  Ma  blmeby  upon  'em  slips, 

Huldv  sot  pale  ez  ashes. 
All  kind  o'  smily  round  the  lips 

An'  teary  round  the  lashes. 

Her  blood  riz  quick,  though,  like  the  tide 

Down  to  the  Bay  o'  Fundy, 
An'  all  I  know  is  they  wuz  cried 

In  meetin',  come  nex  Sunday. 


Satis  multis  sese  emptores  faturos  libii 
professis,  Georgius  Nichols,  Cantabrigien- 
sis,  opus  emittet  de  parte  ^vi  sed  adhnc 
neglecta  historic  naturalis,  cum  titulo 
sequente,  Wdelicet : 

Conatus  ad  Delineationem  naiuralem 
nonnihil  perfectiorein  ScaraJbod  Bonibila- 
toriSf  vulgo  dicti  HuxBUO,  ab  Romero 
Wilbur,  Artium  Magistro,  Societatis 
historico-naturalis  Jaalamensia  Pneside 
(Secretario,  Socioqne  (ehen !)  singulo), 
multarumque  aliarum  Societatum  erudi- 
tanim  (sive  ineniditamm)  tam  domesti- 
carum  quam  trausmarinarum  Socio  —  for- 
sitan  futuro. 


PROEMIUM. 
Lectori  Bekevolo  S. 

Toga  acholastica  nondnm  deposita,  qnnm 
systemata  varia  entomologica,  a  viris  ejus 
scientise  cultoribus  stndiosissimis  snm'ma 
diligentia  sedificatA,  penitns  indag&ssem, 
non  fuit  quin  luctuose  omnibus  in  iis, 
qnamvis  aliter  laude  dignissimis,  hiatum 
magni  momenti  perciperem.  Tnnc,  neacio 
quo  motu  superiore  impulsus,  ant  qua 
captns  dulcedine  operis,  ad  eum  implen- 
dura  (Curtius  alter)  me  solemniter  devovi. 
Nee  ab  isto  labore,  ^f&oi'M*f  imposito,  ab- 
stinui  antequam  tractatulum  suflScienter 
inconcinnum  lingua  vemaciila  perfeceram. 
Inde,  juveniliter  tnmefactos,  et  barathro 
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ineptite  rwr  fiifikunmhAv  (necnon  "  Pablici 
Legentis  '*)  naaqoani  ezplorato,  me  com- 
posuisse  quod  ouaai  pUoeoUs  pnefervidas 
(at  sic  dicam)  nomines  ingurgitArent  ere- 
didi.  Sed,  quum  hiiic  et  alio  bibliopolse 
MSS.  mea  subniisissem  et  nihil  solidios 
responsione  valde  negativa  in  Mussum 
Tueom  retulissem,  horror  iDgens  atque 
miaericordia,  ob  crassitudinem  Lamoer- 
tianam  in  cerebris  bomunculorum  istius 
muneria  ooelesti  qnadam  ira  infixam,  me 
invasere.  Extemplo  mei  aolins  impiensis 
librum  edere  decrevi,  nihil  omnino  du- 
bitans  qnin  "  Mundus  Scientificoa "  (ut 
oiant)  crumenam  meam  ampliter  repleret. 
Nnllam,  attamen,  ex  agro  illo  meo  parvulo 
segetem  deme88ni,pnetergandiiun  vacunm 
b^e  de  Republica  merendi.  Iste  pania 
mens  pretiosns  super  aquas  literarias  necu- 
lentaa  pneftdenter  jactus,  quasi  Harpyi- 
amm  quarundam  (scilicet  bibliopolarum 
istorum  facinorosorum  supradictonim)  tac- 
tu  rancidus.  intra  perpaucos  dies  mihi 
domum  rediit.  Et,  quum  ipse  tali  victu 
all  uon  tolerarem,  primum  iu  mentem 
▼enit  pistori  (typographo  nempe)  nihilo- 
minus  solvendum  esse.  Animum  non  id- 
circo  demisi,  imo  seque  ac  pueri  naviculas 
suas  penes  se  lino  retinent  (eo  ut  e  recto 
cnrsu  delapsas  ad  lipam  retrahant),  sic 
ego  Aigd  meam  chartaceam  Huctibus  la- 
l:^rantem  a  quaesitu  velleris  aurei,  ipse 
potius  tonsus  pelleque  exutus,  mente  so- 
lida  revocavi  Metiaphoram  ut  mutem, 
boomarangam  meam  a  scopo  aberrantem 
retraxi,  dum  majore  vi,  occasione  minis- 
tiante,  odversus  Fortunam  intorquerem. 
Ast  mihi,  talia  volventi,  et.  sicut  Satumns 
ille  9Miiofi6pot,  liberos  intellectils  mei  de- 
pascere  fidenti,  casus  miserandus,  nee  an- 
tea  inauditus,  supervenit  Nam,  ut  ferunt 
Scythas  pietatis  causa  et  parsimonie,  pa- 
rentes  suos  mortuoB  devor&sse,  sic  Alius  nic 
mens  primogenitus,  Scythis  ipsis  minus 
mansuetus,  patrem  vivum  totum  et  cal- 
citrantem  exsorbere  enixus  est.  Nee  ta- 
men  hac  de  causa  sobolem  meam  esurien- 
tem  exheredavi.  Sed  famem  istam  pro 
valido  testimonlo  virilitatis  roborisque 
potius  habui,  cibumque  ad  eam  satiandam, 
salva  patema  mea  came,  ptii.  £t  quia 
bilem  illam  scaturientem  ad  tea  etiam  oon- 
coquendum  idoneam  esse  estimabam,  nnde 
ses  alienum.  ut  minoris  pretii,  haberem, 
drcumspexi.  Rebus  ita  se  habentibus, 
ab  aruncnlo  meo  Johanne  Doolittle,  Ar- 
migero,  impetravi  ut  pecunias  necessarias 
suppeditaret,  ne  opus  esset  mihi  uniyersi- 
tatem  relinqnendi  antequam  ad  gradum 
primum  in  artibus  pervenissem.  Tunc  ego, 
salvum  facere  patronum  meum  muniflcum 
maxime  cupiens,  omnes  libros  primsB  edi- 
tkQia  opens  met  non  venditos  una  cum 


privilegio  in  omne  ssvum  ejnsdem  impii- 
mendi  et  edendi  avunculo  meo  dicto  pig- 
neravi.  Ex  illo  die,  atro  lapide  notando, 
cune  vociferantes  familise  singulis  annis 
crescenlis  eo  usque  iusultabant  ut  nun- 
quam  tarn  camm  pignus  e  vinculis  istls 
aheneis  solvere  possem. 

Avunculo  vero  nuper  mortuo,  quum 
inter  alios  consanguineos  testament!  ^ua 
lectionem  audiendi  causa  advenissem,  erec- , 
tls  auribus  verba  talla  sequentia  accepi : 
—  "  Quoniam  persuasum  habeo  meum  di- 
lectum  nepotem  Homerum,  longa  et  inti- 
ma  rerum  angustamm  domi  experientia, 
aptifisimum  esse  qui  divitias  tueatur,  bene- 
ficenterque  ac  prudenter  iis  divinis  credi- 
tis  utatur,  —  ei^o,  motus  bisce  cogitatio- 
nibus,  exque  amore  meo  in  ilium  ma^o, 
do,  l^oque  nepoti  caro  meo  supranomma- 
to  omnes  singularesque  istas  poseessiones 
nee  ponderabiles  nee  computabiles  meas 
que  8ec[uuntur,  scilicet :  quingentos  libros 
quos  mihi  pigneravit  dictus  Homerus,  anno 
lucis  1792,  cum  privilegio  edendi  et  repe- 
tendi  opus  istud  *  scientificum '  (quod  di- 
cunt)  suum,  si  sic  elegerit  Tamen  D.  0. 
M.  precor  oculos  Homeri  nepotis  mei  ita 
aperiat  eumque  moveat,  ut  libros  istos  in 
bibliotheca  unins  e  plurimis  castellis  suis 
Hispaniensibus  tuto  abscondat." 

His  verbis  (vix  credibilibns)  auditis, 
cor  meum  in  pectore  exsultavit.  Deinde, 
quoniam  tractatus  Anglice  scriptus  spem 
auctoris  fefellerat,  quippe  quum  studium 
Historiffi  Naturalis  in  Republica  nostra 
inter  factionis  strepitum  languescat.  La- 
tine  versum  edere  statui.  et  eo  potius  quia 
nescio  quomodo  disciplina  academica  et 
duo  diplomata  proficiant,  nisi  quod  peritos 
linguarum  omnino  mortuarum  (et  dam- 
nandarum,  ut  dicebat  iste  vovoOpyoc  GuU- 
elmus  Cobbett)  nos  faciant 

Et  mihi  adhuc  superst^  est  tota  ilia 
editio  prima,  quam  quasi  crepitaculum 
per  qnoddentes  caninos  dentibam  retineo. 


OPERIS  SPECIMEN. 

(Ad  extmpluM  Johannit  PhtfsiopMli  apeciminU 
MonachologUe.) 

li  8.  a  Mttltarit^  Wilbdr.  Camifex,  Ja- 
BLONSK.    Prqfanvt,  Desfomt. 

[Male  hancce  speclcm  Cydopem  Fabrlcius  vo- 
cat,  ut  qui  singalo  oculo  ad  quod  sui  interest 
distlngultur.  MeUus  vero  Isaacus  Outis  nul- 
lum inter  8.  mlHt  8.  que  Belttbul  (Fabric 
]52)di8crimen  ease  defendii] 

Habitat  civitai  Amer^  austraL 

Aureis  llneis  splendldUs ;  plerumque  tamen 
sordidus,  utpote  lanienas  valde  fnquentans, 
(ioetore  sanguinis  allectus.  Amat  quoque  insu- 
per  septa  apricarl,  neque  Inde,  nisi  maxima 
conatione  detruditur.  Vandidatttt  erso  popu- 
lariter  vocatua.    Caput  criatain  quasi  penna' 
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Ude 


Fko  dbo  TsocuD  paMlcttit  obI- 


OtkMua,  flitana;  teoz 
ae   dimicue 


nihOoinlnaB,    aempeiqiie 
TortuoM  Tvpit. 
Gaplte  Mep6  nmdnui  cmn  cunt  dlMccto,  n6 

mad    "   " ^ 


nibus  pirom  _ 

UnamaehocB.  millt  i«maiQgulu«miiotoTi: 
nam  &  Gnineena.  (Fabric.  143)  aenroa  fiudt  et 
Idclroo  a  rnnltia  samma  in  reverentia  habitna, 
qnaai  arfiitfliM  rationia  pme  bmnanB  demcm- 
akianai 


t4.  a  a    CrWem,  Wilotb.    ZeOmM,  Pahuc. 


[Stnltiaalnia  Jobaimea  Stiyx  com  8.  ponctato 
(Fkbtie.  M-  lOQ)  oonflmdit  Specimina  qnain- 
plorlma  amitationi  mfceroaeopiaB  aal^i.  non- 
qoam  tamen  anmn  alia  Indida  paneti  ctyoavia 
pronna  oatandentcm  inTenLJ 

Predpoa  Ibnnidoloaua,  tnaectatnaqna,  in 
prozinia  rlma  aaonyma  aaae  absoondit.  wt,  we, 
crBbanrimo  atridcna.    Indptua,  acgnipWi 

Habitat  nbiqne  gantiiim ;  in  aicco ;  nidani 
annm  terebimtione  indaftiii  antiflrana. 
libra  depaacit :  iloeoa  pnocipoa. 


MELIBCEUS'HIPPONAX.       • 
THE 

BiglotD    ]pap(r0, 

EDITED, 

WITH    AN  INTRODUCTION,   NOTES,  GLOSSARY,  AND 
COPIOUS  INDEX, 

BY 

HOMER  WILBUR,  A.  M., 

PASTOB  OF  TKB  FIBST  CHUSCH  IN  JAALAM,  AND  (pROSPBCTIVK)  MBMBBR  OP  MANY 
UTBKAKY,    LBAKNKD,   AND  SaSNTXPlC  SOaSTIBS, 

[for  ^ukkh  wtpag»  173.) 

The  ploaghnuro't  whistle,  or  the  trivial  flute, 
Ftndt  more  reipect  than  sreat  Apollo's  lute. 

QmtrUs^s  EmbUms,  b.  il  b.  & 

JifllVitas,  mande  pordne,  caldati :  en,  stUqms  aedpe. 

yac^  Oir,  FiLmdPtA.  Ug,  f  a. 


ittfuxT.—  rtnnri.-7Timr~iramni  •iinrii8iy5n«HBP>f.  i-»f«7  ih'.a^ 


NOTE  TO  TITLE-PAGE. 


It  will  not  have  escaped  the  attentive 
eve,  that  I  have,  on  the  title-page,  omitted 
tnose  honorary  appendages  to  the  editorial 
name  which  not  onlv  add  greatlv  to  the 
value  of  every  book,  out  whet  wad  exacer- 
bate the  appetite  of  the  reader.  For  not 
only  does  he  surmise  that  an  honorary 
membership  of  literary  and  scientific  so- 
cieties implies  a  certain  amount  of  neces- 
sary distinction  on  the  part  of  the  recipient 
of  such  decorations,  bat  he  is  willing  to 
trust  himself  more  entirely  to  an  auuior 
who  writes  under  the  fearful  responsibUity 
of  involving  the  reputation  of  such  bodies 
as  the  8.  Arckceol,  Dahom.  or  the  Acad, 
Lit,  et  ScietU,  Kaintschat.  I  cannot  but 
tliink  that  the  early  editions  of  Shake- 
speare and  MUton  would  have  met  with 
more  rapid  and  general  acceptance,  but  for 
the  bairennesa  of  their  respective  title- 
pases;  and  I  believe  that,  even  now,  a 
publisher  of  the  works  of  either  of  those 
justly  distinguished  men  would  find  his 
account  in  procuring  their  admission  to 
the  membership  of  learned  bodies  on  the 
ContineDt,  —  a  proceeding  no  whit  more 
incongruous  than  the  reversal  of  the  Judg- 
ment against  Socrates,  when  he  was  al- 
ready more  than  twenty  centuries  beyond 
the  reach  of  antidotes,  and  when  his  mem- 
ory had  acquired  a  deserved  re«pectability.- 
I  conceive  that  it  was  a  feeling  of  the  im- 
portance of  this  precaution  which  induced 
Mr.  Locke  to  style  himself  "Gent.**  on 
the  title-page  of  his  Essay,  as  who  should 
say  to  his  readers  that  they  could  receive 
his  metaphysics  on  the  honor  of  a  gentle- 
man. 

Nevertheless,  finding  that,  without  de- 
scending to  a  smaller  fdze  of  type  than 
would  have  been  compatible  with  the  dig- 
nity of  the  several  societies  to  be  named, 
I  could  not  compress  my  intended  list 
within  the  limits  of  a  single  page,  and 
thinking,  moreover,  that  the  act  vould 
carry  with  it  an  air  of  decorous  modesty, 
I  have  chosen  to  take  the  reader  aside,  as 
ft  were,  into  my  private  closet,  and  there 


not  only  exhibit  to  him  the  diplomas 
which  I  already  possess,  but  also  to  fur- 
nish him  with  a  prophetic  vision  of  those 
which  I  may,  witiii^  undue  presumption, 
hope  fbr,  as' not  bevond  the  reach  of  hu- 
man ambition  and  attainment.  And  I  am 
the  rather  induced  to  this  from  the  fact 
that  mv  name  has  been  unaccountably 
dropped  from  the  last  triennial  catalogue 
of  our  beloved  Ahna  Mater.  Whether 
this  is  to  be  attributed  to  the  difficulty  of 
lAtinizing  any  of  those  honorary  adjuncts 
fwith  a  complete  list  of  which  I  took  care 
to  furnish  the  proper  persons  nearly  a 
year  beforehand),  or  whether  it  had  its 
oriffin  in  any  more  culpable  motives,  I 
foroear  to  consider  in  this  place,  the  mat- 
ter being  in  course  of  painful  investiga- 
tion. But,  however  this  may  be,  I  felt 
the  omission  the  more  keenly,  as  i  had.  in 
expectation  of  the  new  catalogue,  enriched 
the  library  of  the  Jaalam  Alhenseum  with 
the  old  one  then  in  my  possession,  by 
which  means  it  has  come  about  that  my 
children  will  be  deprived  of  a  never-weary- 
ing winter-evenings  amusement  in  looking 
out  the  name  of  their  parent  in  tliat  dis- 
ting^hed  roll.  Those  harmless  inno- 
cents had  at  least  committed  no but 

I  forbear,  having  intmaled  my  reflections 
and  animadversions  on  tliis  f>ainful  topic 
to  the  safe-keeping  of  my  private  diary, 
intended  for  posthumous  publication.  I 
state  this  fact  here,  in  order  that  certain 
nameless  individuals,  who  are,  perhaps, 
overmuch  congratulating  themselves  upon 
my  silence,  may  know  that  a  rod  is  in 
pickle  whicn  the  vigorous  hand  of  a  justly 
incensed  posterity  will  apply  to  their 
memories. 

The  careftil  reader  will  note  that,  in 
the  list  which  I  have  prepared^  I  have 
included  the  names  of  several  Cisatlantic 
societies  to  which  a  place  is  not  commonly 
assigned  in  processions  of  this  nature.  1 
have  ventured  to  do  this,  not  only  to  en- 
courage native  ambition  and  genius,  but 
ako  because  I  have  never  been  able  to 
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perceiye  in  what  way  distance  (unless  we 
suppose  them  at  the  end  of  a  lever)  could 
increase  the  weight  of  learned  bodies.  As 
far  as  I  have  been  able  to  extend  my  re- 
searches among  such  stuffed  specimens  as 
occasionally  reach  America,  I  have  dis- 
oovei-ed  no  generic  difference  between  the 
antipodal  Fogrum  Japomcum.  and  the  F, 
Afnericanum  sufficiently  common  in  our 
own  immediate  neighboriiood.  Yet,  with 
a  becominff  deference  to  the  popular  be- 
lief that  distinctions  of  this  sort  are  en- 
hanced in  vdue  by  every  additional  mile 
they  travel,  I  have  intermixed  the  names 
of  some  tolerably  distant  literary  and  oth- 
er associations  with  the  rest 

I  add  here,  also,  an  advertisement, 
which,  that  it  may  be  the  more  readily 
understood  by  those  persons  especially 
interested  therein,  I  have  written  in  that 
curtailed  and  otherwise  maltreated  canine 
Latin,  to  the  writing  and  reading  of  which 
they  are  accustomed. 

OXNIB.    FBB   TOT.    ORB.    TBRBAR. 

Catalog.  Acaosm.  Kdd. 

Minim,  gent,  diplom.  ab  indytiss.  acad. 
vest,  orans,  vir.  noDOnmd.  operoslss.,  at 
sol.  ut  sciat  quant,  glor.  nom.  meum 
(dipl.  fort,  oonoess.)  catal.  vest.  temp, 
ftitur:  affer.,  ill.  subjec.,  addit  omnio* 
titul.  honorar.  qu.  aoh.  non  tant.  opt. 
qnam  probab.  put. 

*»*  LdtL  Uncial.  eMinx,  u$  FnB$,  & 
nisL  Nat,  Jcud, 
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INTRODUCTION. 


When,  more  than  three  yean  ago,  my 
talented  young  parishioner,  Mr.  Biglow, 
came  to  me  and  submitted  to  my  animad- 
versions the  first  of  his  poems  which  he 
intended  to  commit  to  the  more  hazardous 
trial  of  a  city  newspaper,  it  never  so  much 
as  entered  mv  imagination  to  conceive  that 
liis  productions  would  ever  be  gathered 
into  a  fair  volume,  and  ushered  mto  the 
august  presence  of  the  reading  public  by 
myself.  So  little  are  we  short-sighted 
mortals  able  to  predict  the  event !  I  con* 
fess  that  there  b  to  me  a  ouite  new  satis- 
faction in  being  associatea  (though  only 
as  sleeping  partner)  in  a  book  which  can 
stand  by  itself  in  an  independent  unity  on 
the  shelves  of  libraries.  For  there  is  always 
this  drawback  from  the  pleasure  of  print- 
ing a  sermon,  that,  whereas  the  queasy 
stomach  of  this  generation  will  not  bear 
a  discourse  long  enough  to  make  a  sepa- 
rate volume,  those  relisious  and  sodly- 
minded  children  (those  Samuels,  if  I  may 
call  them  so)  of  the  brain  must  at  first  lie 
buried  in  an  undistinguished  heap,  and 
then  get  such  resurrection  as  is  vouchsafed 
to  them,  mummy-wrapped  with  a  score 
of  others  in  a  cheap  bindinff,  with  no  other 
mark  of  distinction  than  the  word  "  Mis- 
cellaneous '*  printed  upon  the  back.  Far 
be  it  from  me  to  claim  any  credit  for  the 
quite  unexpected  popuUirity  which  I  am 
pleased  to  find  these  bucolic  strains  have 
attained  unto.  If  I  know  myself,  I  am 
measurably  free  from  the  itch  of  vanity  ; 
yet  I  may  be  allowed  to  say  that  I  was 
not  backward  to  reco^ize  in  them  a  cer- 
tain wild,  puckery,  acidulous  (sometimes 
even  verging  toward  that  point  which,  in 
our  rustic  phrase,  is  termed  shut-eye) 
flavor,  not  wholly  nnpleasing,  nor  un- 
wholesome, to  palates  cloyed  with  the 
sugariness  of  tamed  and  cultivated  fruit. 
It  may  be,  also,  that  some  touches  of  my 
own,  here  and  there,  may  have  led  to  their 
wider  acceptance,  albeit  solely  from  my 
larger  experience  of  literature  and  author- 
ship.* 

*  The  reader  eurioas  In  such  matters  may 
refer  (If  he  can  find  them)  to  "A  sermon 
preached  on  the  Anniversary  of  the  Dark 
Day/'  "An  ArtiUery  Election  Senaon,"  "A 


I  was,  at  first,  inclined  to  discourage  Mr. 
flow's  attempts,  as  knowing  that  the 
desire  to  poetize  is  one  of  the  diseases 
naturally  incident  to  adolescence,  which, 
if  the  fitting  remedies  be  not  at  once  and 
with  a  bold  hand  applied,  may  become 
chronic,  and  render  one,  who  might  else 
have  become  in  due  time  an  ornament  of 
the  social  circle,  a  painful  ol^ect  even  to 
nearest  friends  and  relatives.  But  think- 
ing, on  a  further  experience,  that  there 
was  a  germ  of  promise  in  him  which  re- 
quired only  culliire  and  the  pulling  up  of 
weeds  from  around  it,  I  thought  it  oest  to 
set  before  him  the  acknowledged  examples 
of  English  composition  in  verse,  and  leave 
the  rest  to  natural  emulation .  With  this 
view,  I  according]  V  lent  him  some  volumes 
of  Pope  and  Goldsmith,  to  the  assiduous 
studv  of  which  he  promised  to  devote  his 
evenings.  Not  long  afterward,  he  brouffht 
me  some  verses  written  upon  that  model, 
a  specimen  of  which  I  subjoin,  having 
changed  some  phrases  of  less  elegancy, 
and  a  few  rhymes  objectionable  to  the  cul- 
tivated ear.  The  poem  consisted  of  child- 
ish reminiscences,  and  the  sketches  which 
follow  will  not  seem  destitute  of  truth  to 
those  whose  fortunate  education  began  in 
a  country  village.  And.  first,  let  us  hang 
up  his  chaix!oal  portrait  of  the  school- 
dame. 

"  Propped  on  the  marsh,  a  dwellhig  now,  I  see 
The  humble  school-house  of  ray  A,  B,  C, 
Where  well-drilled  urchins,  each  behind  his 

tire, 
Waited  In  ranks  the  wished  command  to  fire. 
Then  all  together,  when  the  signal  came. 
Discharged  their  Orb  ab$  against  the  daxDe. 
Daughter  of  Danaus,  who  could  dally  pour 
In  treacherous  pipkins  her  Pierian  store. 
She,  mid  the  volleyed  learning  Ann  and  calm. 
Patted  the  fUrloughed  fenile  on  her  palm, 
And,  to  our  wonder,  could  divine  at  once 
Who  flaahed  the  pan,  and  who  was  downright 
dunce. 
"  There  young  Devotion  learned  to  climb  with 
ease 
The  gnariy  limbs  of  Scripture  family-trees, 
And  he  was  most  commended  and  admired 

Discourse  on  the  Late  Eclipse,"  "Dorcas,  a 
Funeral  Sermon  on  the  Death  of  Hadam  Sub- 
mit Tidd,  Relict  of  the  laU  Experience  Tidd, 
Esq.,"  Ac,  9lc. 
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Who  MOMst  to  the  topmMt  iwig  panplnd ; 
Each  name  was  caUed  aa  many  varioua  waya 
▲a  plttaaed  the  reader's  ear  on  different  dayS| 
80  Uiat  the  weather,  or  the  ferule'a  atinga, 
Colda  in  the  head,  or  fifty  other  things* 
Trauafoimed  the  helpless  Hebrew  thrice  a 

week 
To  guttural  Peqaot  or  resounding  Greek, 
The  vibrant  accent  skipping  here  and  there. 
Just  as  it  pleased  Invention  or  despair ; 
No  controversial  Hebraist  waa  the  Daine  ; 
With  or  without  the  points  plessed  her  the 


If  any  tyro  found  a  name  too  tough, 

And  looked  at  her,  pride  Aunisned  skill 

enough; 
She  ner\'ed  her  larynx  for  the  desperate  thing, 
And  cleared  the  five-barred  syllables  at  a 

spring. 

'*  Ah,  dear  old  Uines  I  there  once  it  was  my 

hap, 
Perched  on  a  stool,  to  wear  the  long'eared 

cap; 
Firom  books  degraded,  there  I  sat  at  esae^ 
A  drone,  the  envy  of  compulsory  bees ; 
Rewards  of  merit,  too,  fUlI  many  a  time. 
Each  with  its  woodcut  and  its  moral  rhyme, 
And  pierced  half-dollars  hung  on  ribbons  gay 
About  my  neck  —  to  be  restored  next  day, 
I  carried  home,  rewards  ss  shlnine  then 
As  those  which  deck  the  lifelong  pains  of  men. 
More  solid  than  the  redemanded  praise 
With  which  the  world  beribbons  later  days. 

"  Ah,  dear  old  times  I  how  brightly  ve  return  ! 
How,  rubbed  afresh,  your  phosphor  traces 

boml 
The  ramble  schoolward  through  dewspark- 

ling  meads 
The  willow-wandc  turned  Cinderella  steeds 
The  impromptu  pinbent  hook,  the  deep  re- 
morse 
O'er  the  chance-captured  minnow's  inchloug 

corse; 
The  pockets,  plethoric  with  marbles  round. 
That  still  a  space  fbr  ball  and  pegtop  found. 
Nor  satiate  yet,  could  manage  to  confine 
Horaechestimta,    flagroot,  and   the    kite's 

wound  twine, 
Nav,  like  thp  prophet's  carpet  could  take  In, 
EniarKing  still,  the  popgim^s  magazine ; 
The  dinner  canied  in  the  small  tin  pail, 
'  Shared  with  some  dog,  whose  most  beseeeh- 

ingtaU 
And  drippins  tongue  and  eager  ears  belied 
The  assumed  indfnerence  of  canine  pride; 
The  caper  homeward,  shortened  if  the  cart 
Of  Neighbor  Fomeroy,  trundling  firom  the 

mart, 
O'ertook  me,  —  then,  translated  to  the  seat 
I  praised  the  steed,  how  stanch  he  was  and 

fleet, 
While  the  blnfrikrmer,  with  mpeiior  grin. 
Explained  where  hoiaes  ahould  be  thick, 

where  thin. 
And  wanted  me  Qoke  he  always  had  in  store) 
To  shun  a  beast  that  four  white  stockings 

wore. 
What  a  fine  natural  courtesy  waa  his ! 
His  nod  waa  pleasure,  and  his  full  bow  bliss  ; 
How  did  his  well-thumbed  hat,  with  ardor 

rapt. 
Its  curve  decorous  to  each  rank  adapt  t 


How  did  it  graduate  with  a  rourtly  ease 
The  whole  long  scale  of  soeiAi  difiereuces, 
Tet  so  gave  each  hin  measurt^  running  o'er, 
None  tliought  his  own  was  lestt.  his  neighbor's 

more; 
The  squire  was  flattered,  and  the  pauper  knew 
Old  timea  acknowledged  'neath  the  thread- 

bare  blue! 
Dropped  at  the  comer  of  the  embowered  lane, 
Whistling  I  wade  the  knee-deep  leaves  again. 
While  eager  Argus,  who  has  missed  all  day 
The  sharer  of  his  condescending  play. 
Comes  leaping  onward  with  a  bark  elate 
And  boisterous  tail  to  greet  me  at  the  gate ; 
That  I  was  true  in  absence  to  our  love 
Let  the  thick  dog's-ears  in  my  primer  prove." 

I  add  only  one  further  extract,  which 
will  poasfUB  a  melancholy  interest  to  all 
such  aa  have  endeavored  to  glean  the  ma- 
terials of  reyplutionary  history  from  the 
llpe  of  aged  persons,  who  tooK  a  part  in 
the  actual  making  of  it,  and,  finding  the 
mannfactnie  profitable,  continued  the  sup- 
ply in  an  adequate  projMrtion  to  the  de- 
mand. 

*'  Old  Joe  is  gone,  who  saw  hot  Percy  goad 
His  slow  artillery  up  the  Concord  road, 
A  tale  which  grew  in  wonder,  year  by  year. 
As,  e\'ery  time  he  told  it,  Joe  drew  near 
To  the  main  fight,  till,  faded  and  grown  gray. 
The  original  scene  to  bolder  tints  gave  way ; 
Then  Joe  had  heard  the  foe's  scared  double- 
quick 
Beat  on  stove  drum  with  one  uncaptured 

stick. 
And,  ere  death  came  the  lengthening  tale  to 

lop. 
Himself  had  fired,  and  seei#a  red-coat  drop  : 
Had  Joe  lived  long  enough,  that  scrambling 

fight 
Had  squared  more  nearly  with  his  sense  of 

right. 
And  vanquished  Percy,  to  complete  the  tale. 
Had  hasunered  atone  fbr  life  in  Concord  jail." 

I  do  not  know  that  the  foregoing  ex- 
tracts ought  not  to  be  called  my  own 
rather  than  Mr.  Biglow*s,  as,  indeed,  he 
maintained  stoutly  that  ray  file  had  left 
nothing  of  his  in  them.  I  should  not, 
perhaps,  have  felt  entitled  to  take  so  great 
liberties  with  them,  had  I  not  more  than 
suspected  an  hereditary  vein  of  poetry  in 
myself,  a  very  near  ancestor  having  writ- 
ten a  Latin  poem  in  the  Harvard  Oratula- 
tio  on  the  accession  of  George  the  Third. 
Suffice  it  to  say.  that,  whether  not  satis- 
fied with  such  limited  approbation  as  I 
could  conscientiously  bestow,  or  from  a 
sense  of  jiatural  inaptitude,  certain  it  is 
that  my  young  friend  could  never  be  in- 
duced to  any  further  essays  in  this  kind. 
He  affirmed  that  it  was  to  him  like  writ- 
ing in  a  foreign  tonsue,  — that  Mr.  Pope's 
versification  was  like  the  regular  ticking 
of  one  of  Willard's  clocks,  m  which  one 
could  fancy,  after  long  listening,  a  certain 
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kind  of  rhythm  or  tunc,  but  which  yet 
was  only  a  poverty-stricken  tick,  tick,  af- 
ter all,  —  and  that  he  had  never  aeea  a 
sweet- water  on  a  trellis  growing  no  fairly, 
or  in  forms  so  pleasing  to  his  eye,  as  a  fox- 
grape  over  a  scrub-oak  in  a  swamp.  He 
added  I  know  not  what,  to  the  effect  that 
the  sweet-water  would  only  be  the  more 
disfi^red  by  having  its  leaves  starched 
and  ironed  out,  ana  tliat  Pegfisus  (so  he 
called  him)  hardly  looked  right  with  his 
mane  and  tail  in  curl-papers.  These  and 
other  such  opinions  I  did  not  long  strive 
to  eradicate,  attributing  them  rather  to  a 
defective  education  and  senses  untuned  by 
too  long  fiamiliarity  with  purely  natural  ob- 
jects, tnan  to  a  perverted  moral  sense.  I 
was  the  more  inclined  to  this  leniency  since 
sufficient  evidence  was  not  to  seek,  that 
liis  verses,  as  wanting  as  they  certainly 
were  in  classic  polish  and  point,  had  some- 
how taken  hold  of  the  public  ear  in  a  sur- 
prising manner.  So.  only  setting  him  right 
as  to  the  quantity  of  the  proper  name  Pega- 
sus, I  left  iiim  to  follow  tne  bent  of  his  nat- 
ural genius. 

Yet  could  I  not  surrender  him  wholly 
to  the  tutelage  of  the  pagan  { which,  lit- 
erally interpreted,  signihes  villajge)  muse 
without  yet  a  furttier  effort  for  his  conver- 
sion, and  to  this  end  I  resolved  that  what- 
ever of  poetic  fire  yet  burned  in  myself, 
aided  by  the  assiduous  bellows  of  connect 
models,  should  be  put  in  requisition.  Ac- 
cordingly, whe#  my  ingenious  young  par- 
ishioner brought  to  mj  study  a  copy  of 
verses  which  he  had  written  touching  the 
acquisition  of  territory  resulting  from  the 
Mexican  war,  and  the  folly  of  leaving  the 
question  of  slavery  or  freedom  to  the  ad- 
judication of  chance,  I  did  myself  indite 
a  short  fable  or  apologue  after  the  man- 
ner of  Gay  and  Pnor,  to  the  end  that  he 
might  see  how  easily  even  such  subjects 
as  he  treated  of  were  capable  of  a  more 
refined  style  and  more  elegant  expression. 
Mr.  6iglow*s  production  was  as  follows  :— 

THE  TWO  GUNNER& 

A  FABLE. 

Two  fellers,  Isrel  named  and  Joe, 
One  8undy  morniD'  'greed  to  go 
Agimnin'  soon'z  the  hells  wuz  done 
And  nieetin'  finally  begun, 
So'st  no  one  would  n't  be  about 
Tlier  Sabbath-breakin'  to  spy  out  . 

Joe  did  n't  want  to  go  a  mite ; 

He  felt  ez  though  't  wamt  skeercely  right, 

But,  when  his  doubts  he  went  to  speak  on, 

Isrel  he  up  and  called  him  Deacon, 

An'  kep'  apokln'  fun  like  sin 

An'  then  arubbin'  on  it  in. 

Till  Joe,  less  skeered  o'  doin'  wrong 

Than  bein'  laughed  at,  went  along. 


Psst  ttooBtiaie  they  want  trsmpin' 
An'  nary  thing  to  pop  at  found, 
TUl,  fkdriy  tiled  o'  their  spree. 
They  leaned  their  guns  agin  a  trse. 
An' Jest  ez  they  wns  settui'  down 
To  take  their  noonin',  Joe  looked  roan' 
And  see  (acrost  lots  in  a  pond 
That  wam't  mor'n  twen^  rod  IwyondX 
A  gooae  that  on  the  water  sot 
Ez  ef  awaltln'  to  be  shot 

Isrel  he  upa  and  grnba  his  gun ; 

Sez  he,  "  By  ginger,  here  'a  aome  ton  I " 

"  Dont  fire."  aez  Joe.  "It  aint  no  use, 

Thet  's  Deacon  Peleg's  tame  wil'-goose  " : 

Seys  larel,  "  I  don't  cara  a  cent 

I  've  sighted  an'  1 11  let  her  went" ; 

Bang  I  went  queen's-ann,  ols  gander  flopped 

His  wings  a  spell,  an'  quorked,  an'  droppJML 

8ei  Joe,  "  I  would  n't  ha'  been  hired 
At  that  poor  critter  to  ha'  fired. 
But  aence  it  'a  clean  gin  up  the  ghost, 
We  'U  hev  the  tallest  kind  o'  roaat ; 
I  gueaa  our  walatbanda  11  be  tight 
'Fore  it  cornea  ten  o'clock  temight'* 

"  I  won't  agree  to  no  auch  bender," 
Sez  larel :  "  keep  it  teU  it 'a  tender : 
T  aint  wutli  a  anap  afore  it  'a  ripe" 
Sea  Joe.  "  I  'd  Jest  ez  Uvea  eat  tripe  j 
Tou  air  a  buater  ter  auppoae 
I  'd  eat  what  makea  me  bol'  my  nose  I " 

So  they  disputed  to  an'  flro 
Till  cunuhi  Isrel  sez  to  Joe, 
"  Don't  le's  stay  here  an'  play  the  fool, 
Le  's  wait  till  both  on  ua  sit  oool, 
Jeat  for  a  day  or  two  le'a  hide  it 
An'  then  toaa  up  an'  ao  decide  it" 
"  Agreed  1 "  aez  Joe,  an*  ao  thev  did. 
An'  the  ole  gooae  wuz  aafely  hid. 

Now  t  wuz  the  hotteat  kind  o'  weather. 
An'  when  at  laat  they  come  together. 
It  didn't  aignify  which  won, 
Fer  all  the  miachief  hed  been  done : 
The  goose  wuz  there,  but.  fer  his  aoul, 
Joe  would  n't  ha'  tetched  it  with  a  pole : 
But  larel  kind  o'  liked  the  ameU  on  't 
An*  made  kU  dinner  very  well  on 't 

My  own  humble  attempt  was  in  manner 
and  form  following,  and  I  print  it  here,  I 
sincerely  trust,  out  of  no  vainglory,  but 
solely  with  the  hope  of  doing  good. 


LEAVING  THE  MATTER  OPEN. 

A  TALB. 
BT  BOMXa  WILBUB,   A.  M. 

Two  brothers  once,  an  Hl-msiched  pair. 
Together  dwelt  (no  matter  whereX 
To  whom  an  Uncle  Bam,  or  aome  one. 
Had  left  a  house  and  farm  in  common. 
The  two  in  principlea  and  habita 
Were  diflbrent  na  rats  fh>m  rabbits : 
Stfnit  Farmer  North,  with  fhigal  oare, 
Liid  up  provision  for  his  heir. 
Not  scorning  with  hard  aun-browned  handa 
To  acrape  aoqtudntance  with  hia  landa : 
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Wlifttever  thing  he  had  to  do 

He  did,  and  made  It  pay  him»  too : 

He  sola  hla  waste  atone  by  the  pound, 

Hia  drains  made  water-wheels  spin  round. 

His  ice  in  sammer-time  he  sold. 

His  wood  brought  profit  when  t  was  coId» 

He  dug  and  delved  from  morn  till  night, 

Strove  to  make  profit  square  with  right. 

Lived  on  his  means,  cat  no  great  dash. 

And  paid  his  debts  in  honaat  cash. 

On  tother  hand,  his  brother  South 

Lived  very  much  fh)m  hand  to  mouth, 

Played  gentleman,  nursed  dainty  hands, 

Borrowed  North's  money  on  his  lands. 

And  culled  his  morals  and  his  graces 

From  cock-pita,  bar-rooms,  fiffhta.  and  caoas ; 

His  sole  work  in  the  ftirmiiu;  line 

Was  keeping  droves  of  long-legged  swine, 

Which  brought  great  bothers  and  expenses 

To  North  in  looking  after  fences. 

And,  when  they  happened  to  break  through. 

Cost  him  both  time  and  temper  too. 

For  South  insisted  it  was  plain 

He  ou|;ht  to  drive  them  home  again. 

And  North  consented  to  the  work 

Because  he  loved  to  buy  cheap  pork. 

Meanwhile,  Sonth's  swine  Inereasing  fhst. 
His  farm  became  too  small  at  last ; 
So,  having  thought  the  matter  over. 
And  feeling  bound  to  live  in  clover 
And  never  pay  the  clover's  worth. 
He  said  one  day  to  Brother  North  :  •— 

"  Our  families  are  both  increasing. 
And,  though  we  labor  without  ceasing. 
Our  produce  soon  will  be  too  scant 
To  keep  oar  children  oat  of  want ; 
They  who  wish  fortune  to  be  lastiing 
Must  be  both  prudent  and  forecasting ; 
We  soon  shall  need  more  land ;  a  lot 
I  know,  that  cheaply  can  be  bo't ; 
Tou  lend  tlte  cash.  Ill  buy  the  aci«8. 
And  we  '11  be  equally  partakers. " 

Poor  North,  whose  Anglo-Saxon  blood 
Gave  him  a  hankerine  after  mud. 
Wavered  a  moment,  uien  consented. 
And.  when  the  cash  was  paid,  repented ; 
To  make  the  new  land  worth  a  pin. 
Thought  he,  it  rans^  be  all  fenced  in. 
For,  if  Sonth's  rwine  once  get  the  run  on  *t 
No  kind  of  Ihrming  can  be  done  on  *t ; 
If  that  don't  salt  tiie  other  side, 
T  is  best  we  instantly  divide. 

But  somehow  South  could  ne'er  incline 
This  way  or  tlmt  to  ran  the  line. 
And  always  found  some  new  pretence 
'Gainst  setting  the  diTlaion  fence ; 
AtlastheBtdd:— 

"  For  peace's  sake. 
Liberal  concessions  I  will  make ; 
Though  1  believe,  upon  my  soul. 
I  've  a  just  title  to  the  whole, 
1 11  m^e  an  offer  which  I  call 
Qen'rous.  —  we  11  have  no  fence  at  all ; 
Then  both  of  us,  whene'er  we  choose. 
Can  take  what  uart  we  want  to  use  ; 
If  you  should  cnance  to  need  it  first. 
Pick  you  the  best,  I  'U  Uke  the  worst** 


"Agreed  1"  cried  North :  thought  he.  This  faU 
Witili  wheat  and  rve  I  '11  sow  it  all ; 
In  that  way  I  shall  get  the  start. 
And  South  may  whUtle  for  his  pari 
So  thought,  so  done,  the  field  was  sown. 
And,  winter  having  come  and  gone. 
Sly  North  walked  blithely  forth  to  spy. 
The  progress  of  his  wheat  and  rye ; 
Heavens,  what  a  sight  I  his  brother's  swine 
Had  asked  themselves  all  out  to  dine ; 
Such  grunting,  munching,  rooting,  shoving. 
The  soil  seemed  all  alive  and  moving. 
As  for  his  grain,  such  work  they  'd  made  on  t. 
He  could  n  t  spy  a  single  blade  on 't 

Off  in  a  rage  he  rashed  to  South, 

"My   wheat  and    rye"  — grief  choked   hit 

mouth ; 
'*  Prav  don't  mind  me,"  said  South,  "  but  plant 
All  of  the  new  land  that  you  want " ; 
**  Yes.  but  your  hogs,"  cried  North ; 

"  The  grain 
Wont  hnrt  them,"  answered  South  again ; 
"  But  they  destroy  my  crop  "  ; 

"No  doubt ; 
T  is  fortunate  you  *ve  found  it  out ; 
Misfortunes  teach,  and  only  they, 
Yod  most  not  sow  it  in  their  way  " ; 
"Nay.  you,"  says  North,  "must  keep  them 

out " ; 
'*  Did  I  create  them  with  a  snout  ?  " 
Asked  South  demurely  ;  "  as  agreed. 
The  land  is  open  to  your  seed. 
And  would  you  t&ln  prevent  my  pigs 
From  running  there  their  harmless  rigs? 
God  knows  I  view  this  compromise 
With  not  the  most  approving  eyes ; 
I  gave  up  my  unquestioned  rights 
For  sake  of  quiet  da]rs  and  nights  ; 
I  ofl^red  then,  you  know  't  Is  true. 
To  cut  the  piece  of  land  in  two." 
"  Then  cat  it  now,"  growls  North ; 

"Abate 
Yonr  heat."  says  Sonth.  "  't  is  now  too  late  ; 
I  offered  you  the  rocky  comer, 
But  you,  of  your  own  good  the  scomer, 
Refused  to  take  it :  I  am  sorry ; 
No  doubt  you  might  have  found  a  quarry. 
Perhaps  a  gold-mine,  fbr  anght  I  know. 
Containing  heaps  of  native  rhino ; 
You  can't  expect  roe  to  reaigu 
My  rights"— 

"  But  where,"  qooth  North,  "are  mine f" 
Fowr  rights,"  says  tother,  "  weU.  that 's  fUnny, 
/  bought  the  land  "  — 

"  I  paid  the  money  " ; 
"  That,"  answered  Sonth,  "  is  fh>m  the  point* 
The  ownership,  you  11  grant,  is  joint : 
I  'm  sure  my  only  hope  aud  trust  is 
Not  law  so  much  as  abstract  Justice, 
Though,  yoa  remember,  'twas  agreed 
That  so  and  so  — •  consult  the  deed ; 
Oljections  now  are  out  of  date. 
They  might  have  answered  once,  but  Fate 
Quashes  them  at  the  point  we  've  got  to : 
Ohsta  pHncipiU,  that's  my  motto  * 
So  saying.  South  began  to  whistle 
And  looked  as  Obstinate  as  gristle. 
While  North  went  homeward,  each  brown  paw 
Clenched  like  a  knot  of  natural  law. 
And  all  tlie  while,  in  either  ear. 
Heard  something  clicking  wondrous  alear. 
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To  turn  now  to  other  matters,  there  are 
two  things  upon  which  it  would  seem  fitting 
to  dilate  somewhat  more  laiigelv  in  this 
place, — the  Yankee  character  ana  the  Yan- 
kee dialect  And,  first,  of  the  Yankee  char- 
acter, which  has  wanted  neither  open  ma- 
ligners,  nor  even  more  dangerous  enemies 
in  the  persons  of  those  unskilful  painters 
who  have  siven  to  it  that  hardness,  angu- 
larity, and  want  of  proper  perspective, 
which,  in  truth,  belonged,  not  to  their 
subject,  but  to  their  own  niggard  and  un- 
skilful pencil. 

New  England  was  not  so  mnch  the  col- 
ony of  a  mother  country,  as  a  Hagar  driven 
forth  into  the  wilderness.  The  tittle  self- 
exiled  band  which  came  hither  in  1620 
came,  not  to  seek  gold,  but  to  foimd  a 
democracy.  They  came  that  they  might 
have  the  privilege  to  work  and  pray,  to  sit 
upon  hara  benches  and  listen  to  painful 
preachers  as  long  as  they  would,  yea,  even 
unto  thirty-seventhly,  if  the  spirit  so 
willed  it.  And  suxely,  if  the  Greek  might 
boast  his  Thermopylte,  where  three  Ifun- 
dred  men  fell  in  resisting  the  Persian,  we 
may  well  be  proud  of  our  Plymouth  Bode, 
where  a  hancGTul  of  men.  women,  and  chil- 
dren not  merelv  faced,  but  vanquished, 
winter,  famine,  tne  wilderness,  and  the  yet 
more  invincible  storoe  that  ilrew  them  back 
to  the  green  island  far  away.  These  found 
no  lotus  growing  upon  the  surly  shore,  the 
taste  of  which  could  make  them  forget 
their  little  native  Ithaca  ;  nor  were  they  so 
wanting  to  themselves  in  faith  as  to  bum 
their  ship,  but  oouU  see  the  fair  west- wind 
belly  the  homeward  sail,  and  then  turn 
unrepining  to  grapple  with  the  terrible 
Unknown. 

As  Want  was  the  prime  foe  these  hardy 
exodists  had  to  fortress  themselves  against, 
so  it  is  little  wonder  if  that  traditional 
feud  is  long  in  wearing  out  of  the  stock. 
The  wounds  of  the  old  warfare  were  long 
a-healing,  and  an  east-wind  of  hard  times 
puts  a  new  ache  into  every  one  of  them. 
Thrift  was  the  first  lesson  in  their  horn- 
book, pointed  out,  letter  after  letter,  by  the 
lean  finger  of  the  hard  schoolmistress,  Ne- 
cessity. Neither  were  those  plump,  rosy- 
ffilled  Enslishmen  that  came  hither,  but  a 
hard-faced,  atrabilious,  earnest-eyed  race, 
stiff  from  long  wrestling  with  the  Lord  in 

Srayer,  and  who  had  taught  Satan  to 
read  the  new  Puritan  hug.  Add  two 
hundred  years'  influence  of  soil,  climate, 
and  exposure,  with  its  necessarv  result  of 
idiosyncrasies,  and  we  have  the  present 
Yankee,  full  of  expedients,  half-master  of 
all  trades,  inventive  in  all  out  the  beauti- 
ful, full  of  shifts,  not  vet  capable  of  com- 
fort, armed  at  all  points  against  the  old 


enemy  Hunger,  longanimous,  good  at 
patching,  not  so  careful  for  what  is  best 
as  for  what  will  do,  with  a  clasp  to  his 
purse  and  a  button  to  his  pocket,  not 
skilled  to  build  against  Time,  as  in  old 
countries,  but  against  sore-pressing  Need, 
accustomed  to  move  the  world  with  no 
vov  0TM  but  his  own  two  feet,  and  no  lever 
but  his  own  lone  forsoast  A  strange 
hybrid,  indeed,  aid  circumstance  b^get. 
here  in  the  New  World,  upon  the  old 
Puritan  stock,  and  the  earth  never  before 
saw  such  mystic-practicalism,  such  nig- 
gard-geniality, such  calculating-fanaticism, 
such  cast-iron-enthusiasm,  such  sour-faced- 
humor,  such  close-fisted-generostty.  This 
new  Orceculus  entriens  will  make  a  living 
out  of  anything.  He  will  invent  new 
trades  as  well  as  tools.  His  brain  is  his 
capital,  and  he  will  get  education  at  all 
lisKs.  Put  him  on  Juan  Fernandez,  and 
he  would  make  a  spelling-book  first,  and  a 
salt-pan  afterward.  In  codum,  jusneris^ 
ibiiy  —  or  the  other  way  either.  —  it  is  all 
one,  so  anything  ii  to  be  got  oy  it.  Yet, 
after  all,  thin,  speculative  Jonathan  is 
more  like  the  Englishman  of  two  centuries 
ago  than  John  Bull  himself  is.  He  has 
lost  somewhat  in  solidity,  has  become  flu- 
ent and  adaptable,  but  more  of  the  origi- 
nal groundwork  of  character  remains.  He 
feels  more  at  home  with  Fulke  Greville, 
Herbert  of  Cherbury,  Quarles,  George  Her- 
bert, and  Browne,  ^an  with  his  modem 
English  cousina.  He  is  nearer  than  John, 
bvat  least  a  hundred  years,  to  Naseby, 
Marston  Moor,  Worcester,  and  the  time 
when,  if  ever,  were  were  true  Englishmen. 
John  %aS\.  has  sufiered  the  idea  of  the 
Invisible  to  be  very  much  fattened  out  of 
him.  Jonathan  is  conscious  still  that  he 
lives  in  the  world  of  the  Unseen  as  well  as 
of  the  Seen.  To  move  John  yon  must 
make  your  fnlcrom  of  solid  beef  and  pud- 
ding ;  an  abstract  idea  will  do  for  Jona- 
than» 

%•  TO  THE  INDULGENT  READER 

Mt  friend,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Wilbur,  having  been 
seized  with  a  dangerous  fit  of  Illness,  before 
this  Introduction  had  passed  through  the  preM, 
and  being  Incapacitated  for  all  literarv  exer^ 
tion,  sent  to  me  his  notes,  meoiorsnda,  Ac, 
and  requested  me  to  Ikshion  them  into  tome 
shape  more  fitting  for  the  general  eye.  This, 
owing  to  the  fhtgmentary  and  di^ohited  state 
of  his  manuscripts,  T  have  felt  wholly  unable  to 
do :  yet,  being  unwilling  that  the  reader  should 
be  deprived  of  such  uarts  of  his  lacubrattons  as 
seemed  more  finished,  and  not  well  discerning 
how  to  segregate  these  fh)m  the  rest.  I  have 
concluded  to  send  them  all  to  the  press  pre-  < 
cisely  as  they  ore^       Columbus  Ntb. 

Pcutor  of  a  Chureh  in  Bungtovm  Comer. 
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It  mnaina  to  speak  of  the  Yankee  dia- 
lect And,  ftnt,  it  may  be  pramued,  in  a 
general  way,  that  any  one  much  read  in 
the  writinss  of  the  early  colonists  need 
not  be  told  that  the  far  greater  share  of 
the  words  and  phrases  now  esteemed  pe- 
culiar to  New  jBnglaod,  and  local  there, 
were  brought  from  the  mother  country. 
A  person  lamiliar  with  the  dialect  of  cer- 
tain portions  of  Massachusetts  will  not 
fail  to  recognize,  in  ordinarv  discourse, 
many  words  now  noted  in  Bnglish  Tocabu- 
laries  as  archaic,  the  greater  part  of  which 
were  in  common  use  about  the  time  of 
the  KiDg  James  translation  of  the  Bible. 
Shakespeare  stands  less  in  need  of  a  gloa- 
sary  to  most  New-ftiglanHers  than  to 
many  a  native  of  the  Old  Coimtry.  The 
peculiarities  of  our  speech,  however,  are 
rapidly  wearing  out  As  there  is  no 
oountry  where  reading  is  so  universal  and 
newspapers  an  so  multitudinous,  so  no 
phrase  remains  long  local,  but  is  trans- 
planted in  the  niail-oags  to  every  remotest 
comer  of  the  land.  Consequently  our 
dialect  approaches  nearer  to  uniformity 
than  that  of  any  other  nation. 

The  English  have  complained  of  us  for 
coining  new  words.  Many  of  those  so 
stigmatized  were  old  ones  by  them  forgot- 
ten, :ind  all  make  now  an  unquestioned 
part  of  the  currency,  wherever  English  is 
spoken.  Undoubtedly,  we  have  a  right  to 
make  new  words,  as  tnev  are  needed  by 
the  fresh  aspects  under  which  life  presents 
itself  here  in  the  New  World ;  and,  indeed, 
wherever  a  language  is  alive,  it  grows.  It 
might  be  questioned  whether  we  could  not 
establish  a  stronger  title  to  the  ownership 
of  the  English  tongue  than  the  mother- 
islanders  themselves.  Here,  past  all  ques- 
tion, is  to  be  its  great  home  and  centre. 
And  not  only  is  it  already  spoken  here  by 
greater  numbers,  but  with  a  far  higher 
popular  average  of  correctness  than  in 
Britain.  The  great  writers  of  it.  too,  we 
might  claim  as  ours,  were  ownersnip  to  be 
settled  by  the  number  of  readers  and  lovers. 

As  regards  the  provincialisms  to  be  met 
with  in  this  volume,  I  may  say  that  the 
reader  will  not  iind  one  which  is  not  (as  I 
believe)  either  native  or  imjported  with  the 
earlv  settlers,  nor  one  which  I  have  not, 
with  my  own  ears,  heard  in  familiar  use. 
In  the  metrical  portion  of  the  book,  I 
have  endeavored  to  adapt  the  spelling  as 
nearly  as  possible  to  the  ordinary  mode  of 
pronunciation.  Let  the  reader  who  deems 
me  over-particular  remember  this  caution 
ofMartial:  — 

\*  Onm  redtOB,  meut  ett,  O  FidtnUna,  ZiMliw; 
Sed  male  cum  rtciUu,  indpit  ctN  ftMUL" 


A  few  further  explanatory  remarks  will 
not  be  impertinent 

I  shall  barely  lay  down  a  few  general 
rules  for  the  reader's  guidance. 

1.  The  genuine  Yankee  never  gives  the 
rough  sound  to  the  r  when  he  can  help  it, 
and  often  displays  eonsiderable  ingenuity 
in  avoiding  it  even  before  a  vowel. 

2.  He  seldom  sounds  ^e  final  g^  a  piece 
of  self-denial,  if  we  consider  his  partiality 
for  nasals.  The  same  of  the  final  d,  as 
han'  and  tUtn*  for  hamd  and  atand. 

3.  The  h  in  such  words  as  wkiUf  when, 
whore,  he  omits  altooether. 

4.  In  regard  to  a,  he  shows  some  incon- 
sistency, sometimes  givins  a  close  and 
obscure  sound,  as  hev  for  have,  heudy  for 
handy,  ex  for  cu,  thet  for  thai,  and  again 
giving  it  the  broad  sound  it  has  in  fatker, 
as  hdnmnne  for  handrnme. 

5.  To  the  sound  ou  he  prefixes  an  e 
(hard  to  exemplify  otherwise  than  orally). 

The  following  passage  in  Shakespeare 
he  would  recite  thus :  — 

*'  Neow  is  the  winta  uv  eour  discontent 
Med  Klorioufl  summa  bv  this  sun  o'  Yock, 
An'  bU  the  cleonds  thet  leowered  upon  eour 

heonse 
in  the  deep  buzntm  o'  the  oshin  buried ; 
Neow  air  eour  breows  beound  1th  victorious 

wreaths: 
Eour  breosed  arms  hung  up  fer  monimunce ; 
Eour  atam  alanuns  changed  to  meny  oieetins, 
Eour  drefBe  marches  to  delighfle  masures. 
Orlm-vtsagedwar  heth  smeu&ed  his  wrinlded 

fW)nt, 
An'  neow,  insttd  &  moontia'  barsbid  steeds 
To  Aright  the  souls  o'  ferfle  edvereeries. 
He  capers  nimly  in  a  lady's  ehftmber. 
To  the  Uuicivioas  plessin'  uv  a  loot" 

6.  Au,  in  such  words  as  daughter  and 
sUmghter,  he  pronounces  ah, 

7.  To  the  dish  thus  seasoned  add  a  drawl 
adlibitwn, 

pir.  Wilbm^s  notes  here  become  entirely 
ftagmentaiy.  —  C.  N.] 

a.  Unable  to  procure  a  likeness  of  Mr. 
Biglow,  I  thought  the  curious  reader  might 
be  gratified  with  a  sight  of  the  editorisl 
efGigies.  And  here  a  choice  between  two 
was  offered, — the  one  a  profile  (entirely 
black)  cut  by  Doyle,  the  other  a  portrait 
painted  by  a  native  artist  of  much  promise. 
The  first  of  these  seemed  wanting  in  ex- 
pression, and  in  the  second  a  slight  obliq- 
uity of  the  visual  organs  haa  been  height- 
ened (perhapa  from  an  over-desire  of  force 
on  the  part  of  the  artist)  into  too  close  an 
approach  to  actual  strabiemMs.  This  slight 
diveigence  in  rov  optical  apparatus  from 
the  ordinary  model  —  however  I  may  have 
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been  taught  to  legard  it  in  the  light  of  a 
mercy  rather  than  a  cross,  since  it  enabled 
me  to  give  as  much  of  directness  and  per- 
sonal application  to  my  discourses  as  met 
the  wants  of  my  congre^tion,  without 
risk  of  offending  any  by  being  supposed  to 
have  him  or  her  in  my  eye  (as  the  saying 
is)— seemed  yet  to  Mrs.  Wilbur  a  sufficient 
objection  to  the  engraving  of  th^aforesaid 
painting.  We  read  of  manv  who  either 
absolutely  refused  to  allow  the  oopving  of 
their  features,  as  especially  did  Flotmus 
and  Agesilaus  among  the  ancients,  not  to 
mention  the  more  modem  instances  of 
Scioppius,  Paleottus,  Pinellus,  Velsems, 
Oataker,  and  others,  or  were  indifferent 
thereto,  as  Cromwell. 

^.  Yet  was  Cesar  desirous  of  concealing 
his  baldness.  Per  contra,  my  Lord  Pro- 
tector's carefulness  in  the  matter  of  his 
wart  might  be  cited.  Men  senerally  more 
desirous  of  being  improved  in  their  por- 
traits than  characters.  Shall  probably 
find  very  unfiattered  likenesses  of  ourselves 
in  Recording  Angel's  gallery. 

y.  Whether  any  of  our  national  peculiar- 
ities may  be  traced  to  our  use  of  stoves,  as 
a  certain  closeness  of  the  lips  in  pronuncia- 
tion, and  a  smothered  smouldenngness  of- 
disposition  seldom  roused  to  open  flame  ? 
An  unrestrained  intercourse  witn  fire  prob- 
ably conducive  to  generosity  and  hospi- 
tality of  soul.  Ancient  Mexicans  used 
stoves,  as  the  friar  Augustin  Ruiz  reports, 
Hakluyt,  III.  468, —  but  Popish  priests 
not  always  reliable  authority. 

To-day  picked  my  iHabella  grapes.  Crop 
injui'ed  by  attacks  of  rose-bii^  in  the 
spring.  Whether  Noah  was  jusufiable  in 
preserving  this  dass  of  insects  If 

«.  Concerning  Mr.  Biglow's  pedigree. 
Tolerably  certun  that  there  was  never  a 
poet  amon^  his  ancestors.  An  ordination 
nymn  attributed  to  a  maternal  uncle,  but 
perhaps  a  sort  of  production  not  demand- 
ingthe  creative  faculty. 

His  grandfather  a  painter  of  the  gran- 
diose or  Michael  Angelo  school.  Seldom 
painted  objects  smaller  than  houses  or 
oams,  and  these  with  tmcommon  ex- 
pression. 

c.  Of  the  Wilburs  no  complete  pedigree. 
The  crest  said  to  be  a  wild  hoar^  whence, 
peihfups,  the  name.  (?)  A  connection  with 
the  Earls  of  Wilbraham  {quasi  wild  boar 
ham)  might  be  made  out  This  suggestion 
worth  following  up.    In  1677,  John  W.  m. 

Expect ,  had  issue,  1.  John,  %  Hag- 

gaiy  S.  Expect,  4.  Ruhamah,  6.  Desire^ 


"  Hear  lyes  y*  bodye  of  Mrs  Expect  WQber, 
T«  crewell  salvages  they  kfl'd  her 
TCgether  wth  other  Christiau  soles  eleaven, 
October  y«  ix  days,  1707. 
Y«  stream  of  Jordan  sh'  as  erost  ore 
And  now  expeacts  me  on  y«  other  shore  : 
I  live  io  hope  her  soon  to  Join ; 
Her  eartblye  yeeres  were  forty  and  nineL** 
Frcm  Gravestone  in  Pekuteett,  North  ParUh. 

This  is  unquestionably  the  same  John 
who  afterward  (1711)  married  Tabitha 
Hm  or  Raffg. 

But  if  thte  were  the  case,  she  seems  to 
have  died  early ;  for  only  three  years  after, 
namely,  1714,  we  have  evidence  that  he 
married  Winifred,  daughter  of  Lieutenant 
Tipping. 

He  seems  to  have  been  a  man  of  sub- 
stance, for  we  find  him  in  1696  conveying 
"one  undivided  eightieth  part  of  a  salt- 
meadow  "  in  Yabbok,  and  ne  commanded 
a  sloop  in  1702. 

Those  who  doubt  the  importance  of  gen- 
ealogical studies  fuste  potius  quam  argu- 
mento  erudiendi. 

I  trace  him  as  far  as  1728,  and  there  lose 
him.  In  that  year  he  was  chosen  selectman. 

No  gravestone.  Perhaps  overthrown 
when  new  hearse-house  was  built,  1802. 

He  was  probably  the  son  of  John,  who 
came  from  Bilham  Comit.  Salop,  circa  1642. 

This  first  John  was  a  man  of  consider- 
able importance,  being  twice  mentioned 
with  the  honorable  prefix  of  3fr,  in  the 
town  records.    Name  spelt  with  two  ^s. 

"  Hear  lyeth  y«  bod  [atone  unhappily  broken.] 
Mr.  Ihon   WfUber  [Esq.]    [I  indoee  this  in 

hraohetenedovbifid.  Tone  it  eume dear.) 
Ob'tdie  [UUgibU;  looke  like  xriii] 

m  Iprob.  1008.] 

paynt 

deseased  seinte : 

A  firtend  and  (ftith]er  untoe  all  y«  opreast, 
Hee  gave  y*  wicked  funlllsts  noe  reast. 
When  Sat  [an  bl]ewe  his  Antinomfan  blaste. 
Wee  elong  to  fWillber  as  a  steadfjast  maste. 
[A]  gaynst  y«  honld  Quatkers] " 

It  is  greatly  to  be  lamented  that  this 
curious  epitaph  is  mutilated.  It  is  said 
that  the  sacrilegious  British  soldiers  made 
a  target  of  this  stone  during  the  war  of 
IndeiMndence.  How  odious  an  animosity 
whicn  pauses  not  at  the  grave !  How 
brutal  that  which  spares  not  the  monu- 
ments of  authentic  history  !  This  is  not 
improbably  firom  the  pen  of  Rev.  Moody 
Pyram,  who  is  mentioned  by  Hubbard  as 
having  been  noted  for  a  silver  vein  of 
poetry.  If  his  papers  be  still  extant,  a 
copy  might  possibly  be  recovered. 
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No.  1. 

A  LETTER 

niOM  HR.  BaSEKIBL  BXOLOW  OF  JAALAM  TO 
THB  nOV.  JOSEPH  T.  BUCKIMOHAM,  ED- 
ITOR OF  THE  BOSTON  COURIER,  INCLOS- 
ING A  POEM  OF  HIS  SON,  MB.  H06KA 
BIGLOW. 

Jatlbm,  jane  1840. 
Mister  Eodtter  :  —  Oar  Rosea  wuz 
down  to  Boston  last  week,  and  he  see  a 
crnetin  Sarjunt  a  stnittin  round  as  popler 
as  a  hen  with  1  chicking,  with  2  fellers  a 
drummin  and  fiftn  arter  nim  like  all  nater. 
the  sarjunt  he  thout  Hosea  hed  n't  gut  hb 
1  teeth  cnt  cos  he  looked  a  kindo  *r  though 
he*d  jest  com  down,  so  he  cal'Iated  to 
hook  him  in,  but  Hosjr  wood  n*t  take  none 
0*  his  sarse  for  all  he  hed  ranch  as  20 
Rooster's  tales  stnck  onto  his  hat  and 
eenamoet  ennf  brass  a  bobbin  np  and  down 
on  his  shoaldem  and  flgnreed  onto  his  coat 
and  trousisy  let  alone  wut  nater  hed  sot 
in  his  featen,  to  make  a  6  pounder  out  on. 
wal,  Hosea  he  com  home  oonsiderobal 
riled,  and  arter  I  'd  cone  to  bed  T  heem 
Him  a  tbrashln  rounu  like  a  short-tailed 
Bull  in  fli-time.  The  old  Woman  ses  she 
to  me  ses  she,  Zekle,  ses  she,  our  Hosee  's 
gut  the  choUery  or  suthin  annther  ses  she, 
aon't  you  Bee  skeered,  ses  I,  he 's  oney 
amakin  pottery*  ses  i,  he  'b  oilers  on 
hand  at  that  ere  busynes  like  IHl  k  mar- 
Un,  and  shure  ennf,  cum  momin,  Hosy  he 
cum  down  starefi  full  chizzle,  hare  on  eend 
and  cote  tales  llyin,  and  sot  rite  of  to  go 
reed  his  varses  to  Parson  Wilbnr  bein  he 
haint  aney  grate  shows  o'  book  lamin  him- 
self, bimeby  he  cum  back  and  sed  the 
parson  wuz  dreffle  tickled  with  'em  as  i 
hoop  you  will  Be,  and  said  they  wus  True 
grit. 

Hosea  ses  taint  hardly  fair  to  call  *em 
hisn  now,  cos  the  parson  kind  o'  slicked 
off  sum  o'  the  last  varses,  but  he  toU 
•  AMt  imanU,  avt  vmo$  ^eit  —  H.  W. 


Hosee  he  did  n't  want  to  put  his  ore  in  to 
tetch  to  the  Rest  on  'em,  bein  they  wuz ' 
verry  well  As  tbay  wuz,  and  then  Hosy 
ses  he  sed  suthin  a  nuther  about  Simplex 
Mundishes  or  sum  sech  feller,  but  I  gueSs 
Hosea  kind  o'  did  n't  hear  him,  for  I  never 
beam  o'  nobody  o'  that  name  in  this  vil- 
ladge,  and  I  've  lived  here  man  and  boy  76 
year  cum  next  tater  diggin,  and  thair  aint 
no  wheres  a  kitting  epryer  'n  I  be. 

If  you  print  'em  T  wish  you  'd  jest  let 
folks  know  who  hosy's  father  is,  cos  my 
ant  Kedah  used  to  say  it's  nater  to  m 
curus  ses  she,  she  aint  livin  though  and 
he's  a  likely  kindo' lad. 

EZEEIEL  BIGLOW. 


Thrash  awa^r,  von  'U  het  to  rattle 

On  them  kittle*dmms  o'  yonm,  — 
'Taint  a  knowin'  kind  o'  cattle 

Thet  is  ketched  with  mouldy  com ; 
Put  in  stiff,  yon  iifer  feller. 

Let  folks  see  how  spry  you  be,  — 
Guess  you  '11  toot  till  yon  are  yeller 

'Fore  yon  git  ahold  o'  me ! 

Thet  air  fla^  's  a  leetle  rotten, 

Hope  it  aint  your  Sunday's  best ;  — 
Fact !  it  takes  a  sight  o'  cotton 

To  stuff  out  a  soger's  chest : 
Sence  we  farmers  hey  to  pay  fer  't, 

Ef  you  must  wear  humps  like  these, 
Sposin*  you  should  try  salt  hay  fer 't. 

It  would  da  ez  slick  ez  grease. 

'T  would  n't  suit  them  Southun  fellers. 

They  're  a  dreffle  graspin'  set, 
We  must  oilers  blow  the  bellers 

Wen  they  want  their  irons  het ; 
May  be  it 's  all  ri^ht  ez  preachin', 

But  my  nanres  it  kindf  o'  grates, 
Wen  I  see  the  overreachin* 

0'  them  nigger-drivln'  States. 
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Them  thet  rale  xis,  them  slave-traders, 

Haiiit  they  cut  a  thunderiu*  swarth 
(Helped  by  Yankee  reneaiders), 

Thni  the  vartu  o'  the  North  ! 
We  begin  to  think  it 's  nater 

To  take  sarse  an'  not  be  rile4 ;  — 
Who  'd  expect  to  see  a  tater 

All  on  eend  at  bein'  biled  ? 

£z  fer  war,  I  call  it  murder,  — 

There  you  hev  it  plain  an'  flat ; 
I  don't  want  to  go  no  furder 

Than  my  Testyment  fer  that ; 
God  hez  sed  so  plump  an*  fairly, 

It 's  ez  long  ez  it  is  broad. 
An'  vou  *vc  gut  to  git  up  airly 

£f  you  want  to  take  in  God. 

Taint  your  eopyletts  an*  feathers 

Make  the  tning  a  grain  more  right ; 
Taint  afoUerin'  your  bell-wethers 

Will  excuse  ye  in  His  sight ; 
£f  you  take  a  sword  an'  dror  it, 

An'  go  stick  a  feller  thru, 
Guv'ment  aint  to  answer  for  it, 

God  '11  send  the  bill  to  you. 

Wut  's  the  use  o'  meetin'-eoin' 

Every  Sabbath,  wet  or  dry, 
£f  it 's  right  to  go  amo^in' 

Feller-men  like  oats  an'  rye  ? 
I  dunno  but  wut  it 's  pooty 

Trainin'  round  in  bobtail  coots,  — 
But  it 's  curus  Christian  dooty 

This  'ere  cuttin'  folks's  throats. 


They  may  talk  o'  Freedom's  aiiy 

Tell  they  're  pupple  in  the  face,  — 
It 's  a  grand  gret  cemetary 

Fer  the  barthrichts  of  our  race  ; 
They  iest  want  this  Califomy 

So  s  to  lug  new  slave-states  in 
To  abuse  ye,  an*  to  scorn  ye, 

An'  to  plunder  ye  like  sin. 

Aiut  it  cute  to  see  a  Yankee 

Take  sech  everlastin*  pains, 
All  to  git  the  Devil's  thankee 

Helpin'  on  'em  weld  their  chains  T 
Wy ,  it 's  jest  ez  clear  ez  figgers, 

Clear  ez  one  an'  one  make  two, 
Chaps  thet  make  black  slaves  o'  niggers 

Want  to  make  wite  slaves  o'  you. 

Tell  ye  jest  the  eend  I  *ve  come  to 
Arter  cipherin'  plaguy  smart. 

An'  it  makes  a  handy  sum,  tu, 
Any  gump  could  lam  by  heart ; 


Laboriu'  man  an'  laborin*  woman 
Hev  one  glory  an'  one  shame. 

Ev'y  thin'  uiet  's  done  inhuman 
li^'ers  all  on  'em  the  same. 

'Taint  by  tumin*  out  to  LaoK  Tolks 

You  're  agoin'  to  git  your  right. 
Nor  by  lookin'  down  on  black  folks 

Cos  you  're  put  upon  by  wite ; 
Slavery  aint  o  nary  color, 

'Taint  the  hide  thet  maJces  it  wus. 
All  it  keers  fer  in  a  feller 

'S  jest  to  make  him  fill  its  pus. 

Want  to  tackle  fiM  in,  du  ye  f 

1  ex{»ect  you  '11  hev  to  wait ; 
Wen  cold  lead  puts  daylight  thru  ye 

You  '11  begin  to  kal'late  ; 
S'pose  the  crows  wun't  fall  to  pickin' 

All  the  carkiss  from  your  bones, 
Coz  you  helped  to  give  a  lickin* 

To  them  poor  haXf-Spanish  drones? 

Jest  go  home  an'  ask  our  Nancy 

Wether  1  *d  be  sech  a  goose 
Ez  to  jine  ye, — guess  you  'd  fancy 

The  etamal  bung  wuz  loose  ! 
She  wants  me  fer  home  consumption. 

Let  alone  the  hay  *s  to  mow,  — 
£f  you  're  arter  folks  o*  gumption. 

You  've  a  darned  long  row  to  hoe. 

Tske  them  editors  thet 's  crowin' 

Like  a  cockerel  three  months  old,  — 
Don't  ketch  any  on  'em  goin'. 

Though  they  be  so  blasted  bold ; 
Aint  they  a  prime  lot  o'  feHera? 

'Fore  they  think  on  *t  gneee  they  11 
sprout 
(Ijike  a  peach  thet 's  got  the  yellcrs). 

With  the  meanness  bustin'out. 

Wal,  go  'long  to  help  'em  stealin' 

Bigger  pens  to  cram  with  slaves. 
Help  the  men  thet 's  oilers  dealin' 

Insults  on  your  fathers'  graves ; 
Help  the  strong  to  grind  the  feeble. 

Help  the  many  agin  the  few. 
Help  the  men  thet  call  your  people 

Witewashed  slaves  an  peddlin  crew  I 

Massachusetts,  God  foi^ve  her, 

She  's  akneelin'  with  the  rest. 
She,  thet  ough*  to  ha'  clung  ferever 

In  her  grand  old  eagle-nest ; 
Shf  thet  ough'  to  stand  so  fearless 

Wile  the  wracks  are  round  her  hurled, 
Holdin'  up  a  beacon  peerless 

To  the  oppressed  of  all  the  world ! 
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Hft'n't  tlinr  sold  your  colored  seamen  ? 

Ha Vt  they  made  your  env'ya  w'b? 
Wut  *\\  make  ye  act  like  freemen  f 

WtU  '11  git  your  dauder  ru  ? 
Come,  I  '11  tell  ye  wut  I  'm  thinkin' 

Is  our  dooty  in  this  fix, 
They  'd  ha'  done  't  es  quick  ec  winkin' 

In  the  days  o*  teventy-siz. 

Clang  the  bells  in  every  steeple, 

Call  all  tnM  men  to  disown 
The  tradoocers  of  our  people, 

The  enslarers  o'  their  own ; 
Let  our  dear  old  Bay  State  proudly 

Put  the  tnimpet  to  her  mouth. 
Let  her  ring  this  messidge  loudly 

In  the  eara  of  all  the  South : — 

•*  I  *11  return  ye  good  fer  evil 

Much  ez  we  frail  mortils  can, 
But  1  wun't  go  help  the  Devil 

Makin'  man  the  cus  o'  man  ; 
Call  me  coward,  call  me  traiter, 

Jest  ez  suits  your  mean  idees,  ^ 
Here  1  stand  a  tyrant-hater, 

An'  the  friend  o*  God  an*  Peace !  *' 

Ef  I  *d  my  way  I  hed  ruther 

We  should  go  to  woA  an'  part,  — 
They  take  one  way,  we  take  t*  other,  — 

Guess  it  would  n't  break  my  heart ; 
Man  hed  ough'  to  put  asunder 

Them  thet  God  lias  noways  jined ; 
An*  1  should  n't  gretlv  wonder 

£f  there  *8  thousanos  o'  my  mind. 

[The  first  reeralttng  Miseaot  on  record  I 
conceive  to  have  hem  timt  indivMiial  who  Is 
mentioned  In  the  Book  of  Job  m  going  to  and 
firoin  tM4  mrth^  and  walking  up  and  down  in 
U.  BIffhop  Lnttmer  will  have  him  to  have 
been  a  hislinp,  but  to  me  that  other  calling 
wonld  appear  more  congenial.  The  sect  or 
Cainitee  in  not  yet  extinct,  who  esteemed  the 
flnit-bom  of  Adam  to  be  the  most  worthv,  not 
only  becanse  of  that  privilege  of  primogenitnre. 
bnt  inaamnch  as  he  was  able  to  overoome  and 
alay  hla  younger  brotlier.  That  waa  a  wise 
aaying  of  the  famona  Marquia  Pescara  to  the 
Papal  I^egatc,  that  it  waa  lmpou(bUJbr  men  to 
mrre  Matt  and  Ckriit  at  ike  mm$  Urn*.  Tet  in 
time  past  the  imvUsaalmi  of  arms  waa  Judged 
to  be  jcat'  i^oxv^  that  of  a  gentleman,  nor  doea 
this  opinion  want  for  atrenuoua  npholdera  even 
in  onr  day.  Unat  we  auppoae,  tnen,  that  the 
-  -^    •      of  Christianity  was  only  intended 


rnr  loaela,  or,  at  best,  to  afford  an  opening  fnr 
plelielan  ambition  f  Or  ahall  we  hold  with  that 
nlrely  metaphysical  Pomeraniaa,  Captain  Vntc, 
who  waa  Connt  KOninmark'aehlef  instmment 
in  the  mnrder  of  Mr.  Thynne,  that  the  Scheme 
of  Rahmtlon  has  been  arranged  with  an  eape- 
eial  eve  to  the  neceaaltles  of  the  upper  ^^tlaaaea, 
and  that  "Godwouldconaidera^aUZrst&.n  aiid 


deal  with  him  auitably  to  the  condition  and 
profeaaion  he  had  placed  hiui  in  "?  It  may  be 
aaid  of  ua  all.  Extmplo  plus  quam  ratioiu  vivi- 
mua.  —  H.  W.] 


No.  IL 
A  LinTKR 

FROM  MR.  HOBRA  BIGLOW  TO  THR  HOH. 
J.  T.  BUCKINGHAM,  EDITOR  OP  THE  BOS- 
TON 0017RIRR,  OOYRRINO  A  LRTTRR  FROM 
MR.  B.  8AWIN,  FRITATB  DT  THR  MAB8A- 
CHU8BTTS  REGIMRKT. 

[This  letter  of  Mr.  Sawin'a  was  not  originally 
written  in  verae.  Mr.  Biglow.  tltlnkiug  it  ]ie- 
enliarty  aoacepttble  of  metrical  adornment, 
tranalated  it,  so  to  8]ieak.  into  his  own  vernac- 
ular tongue.  Thia  la  not  the  time  to  consider 
the  quoetion,  whether  rhyiue  be  a  mode  of  ex- 
pression natural  to  the  human  race.  If  leisure 
m>m  other  and  more  Important  arocations  he 
ffranted,  I  will  handle  the  matter  more  at  Urge 
in  an  appendix  to  the  preaent  voloma  In  tliis 
place  i  win  banly  remark,  that  I  have  aome- 
timea  noticed  In  the  unUngaaged  prattlinga  of 
Inlknta  a  fondneaa  for  aUitenitlon,  aaaoiuuice, 
and  even  rhyme.  In  which  natural  predispoai- 
tion  we  may  trace  the  three  degrees  through 
which  oar  Angle-Saxon  verae  rose  to  Ita  euhul- 
nation  in  the  poetry  of  Pope.  I  wouM  not  be 
understood  aa  questioning  In  these  reroarka 
that  piooa  theory  which  supposes  that  children, 
if  left  entirely  to  themselves,  would  naturally 
discourse  in  Hebrew.  For  thia  the  authority 
of  one  experiment  la  claimed,  and  I  could,  with 
Sir  Thomaa  Browne,  desire  ita  establishment. 
Inasmuoh  aa  the  acquirement  of  tliat  aaered 
tongue  would  thereby  be  fecilltated.  I  am 
aware  that  Herodotua  states  the  coucluaion  of 
PsammeticoB  to  have  been  in  faror  <lf  a  dialect 
of  the  Plirygian.  But,  beside  the  chance  that 
a  trial  of  this  importance  would  hardly  be 
blessed  to  a  Pagan  monarch  whose  only  motive 
waa  cnrioaity,  we  have  on  the  Hebrew  aide  the 
coropaiatlveiy  recent  investigation  of  James 
the  Fourth  of  Scotland.  I  will  add  to  this 
prefktOT}-  remark,  that  Mr.  Sawin,  though  a 
native  of  Jaalam,  has  never  been  a  stated  Kt- 
tendant  on  the  religious  exercises  of  my  con- 
gregation, r  nonslder  my  humble  eflbrte  proa* 
pered  In  that  not  one  of  mv  aheep  hath  ever 
Indued  the  wolfs  clothlna  of  war,  aave  for  the 
comparatively  innocent  aiveraion  of  a  militia 
trabmig.  Not  that  my  flock  are  backward  to 
undergo  the  hardships  of  d^^nuiv  warfare. 
They  Berra  eheerftUly  in  the  great  army  which 
flghta  even  unto  death  proarit  ti  fuels,  accoutred 
with  the  spade,  the  aze,  the  plane,  the  aledge, 
the  spelling-book,  and  other  such  efftictual 
weapons  against  want  and  ignorance  and  un- 
thrifL  1  have  taught  them  (nnder  God)  to  es- 
teem our  human  institutions  as  but  tenta  of  a 
night,  to  be  strioken  whenever  Truth  puts  the 
bufrle  to  her  lips  and  sounds  a  niarrii  to  the 
heights  of  wider-viewed  intelligence  and  more 
Iierfect  otsanisatton.  —  H.  W.] 
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Mister  Buckihuh^  the  follerin  Billet 
WM  wnt  lium  by  a  Yung  feller  of  onrtown 
that  wu;:  msscecl  fool  enuff  to  goe  atrottin 
inter  Miss  CliifT  arter  a  Dram  and  fife,  it 
Ain't  N.iter  for  a  feller  to  let  on  that  he  's 
.xick  0*  any  bizness  that  He  went  inta  off 
liis  own  free  will  and  a  Cord,  but  I  rather 
cal'late  he's  roiddlin  tired  o*  voluntearin 
By  this  Time.  I  bleeve  n  may  put  depen- 
dnnts  on  his  statemence.  For  I  never 
heered  nothin  bad  on  him  let  Alone  his 
havin  what  Parson  Wilbur  oals  a  pong 
tkong  for  oocktales,  and  he  ses  it  wuz  a 
soshiashnn  of  idees  sot  him  agoin  arter  the 
Crootin  Sargient  cos  he  wore  a  cocktale 
onto  his  hat 

his  Folks  sin  the  letter  to  me  and  i  shew 
it  to  parson  Wilbur  and  he  ses  it  ooghter 
Bee  printed,  send  It  to  mister  Buckinum, 
ses  he,  i  don't  oilers  agree  with  him,  ses 
he,  but  by  Time,*  ses  he,  I  du  like  a  feller 
that  aint  a  Feared. 

I  have  intusspussed  a  Few  refleckshuns 
hear  and  thair.  We  're  kind  o*  prest  with 
Hayin. 

Ewers  respecfly 

HOSEA  BIOLOW. 

This  kind  o'  sogerin'  aint  a  mite  like 
our  October  trainin', 

A  chap  could  clear  right  ont  from  there 
et  't  only  looked  like  rainin*, 

An'  th'  Cunnles,  tu,  could  kirer  up 
their  shappoes  with  bandanners, 

An*  send  the  msines  skootin'  to  the  bar- 
room with  their  banners 

(Fear  o'  gittin'  on  'em  spotted),  an* «  fel- 
ler could  cry  quarter 

£f  he  fised  away  his  ramrod  arter  tn 
much  rum  an'  water. 

Recollect  wut  fun  we  bed,  you'n'  I  an' 
Ezry  HoUis, 

Up  there  to  Waltham  plain  last  fall, 
along  o*  the  Comwallb  ?  t 

This  sort  o'  thing  aint  jed  like  thet,  — 
I  wish  thet  i  wuz  furder,  — J 

Nimepunce  a  day  fer  killin'  folks  comes 
land  o'  low  fer  muixler, 

*  In  relation  to  this  expression,  I  cannot  but 
think  that  Mr.  Biglow  has  been  too  hasty  in 
attributing  it  to  nie.  Though  Time  be  a  com- 
iviratively  innocent  personage  to  swear  by,  and 
though  Longlnus  in  his  discourse  TIcpc'Y^vf 
liave  commended  timely  oaths  as  not  only  a  use- 
Ail  but  sublime  figure  of  siieech.  yet  I  have  al- 
ways kept  my  lips  ft«e  fVom  that  abomination. 
Odi  profonum  fmlfpit^  I  hate  your  swearing  and 
hectoring  fellows.  —  H.  W. 

t  i  bait  the  Site  of  a  feller  with  a  musklt  as  I 
in  nlin  Bnt  their  i«  fbn  to  a  comwailis  I  aint 
agoln'  to  deny  It.  —  H.  B. 

I  he  means  Not  quite  so  ftir  I  guess.  —  H.  R 


(Wy  I  've  woriced  out  to  slarterin'  some 
fer  Deacon  Cephas  Billins, 

An'  in  the  hardest  times  there  wax  I 
oilers  tetched  ten  shillins,) 

There 's  autthin'  gits  into  my  throat  thet 
makes  it  ham  to  awaller. 

It  oomea  ao  nateral  to  think  about  a 
hempen  collar ; 

It  *8  ^lory,  — bat,  in  apite  o'  all  my  try- 
in'  to  git  callous, 

I  feel  a  kind  o'  in  a  cart,  aridin*  to  the 
gallua. 

But  wen  it  comes  to  hM  killed,  —  I  tell 
ye  I  felt  streaked 

The  fust  time  't  ercr  I  found  out  wy 
be^Koneta  wuz  peaked ; 

Here  'a^ow  it  wuz  :  I  started  oat  to  go 
to  a  fandango, 

The  sentinul  he  upa  an*  sez,  ''Thetis 
furder  'an  you  can  go." 

"  None  o'  your  sarse,"  sez  I ;  sez  he, 
"  Stan*^  back  ! "  "Aint  yoa  a  bus- 
ter?" 

Sez  I,  "  I  'm  up  to  all  thet  air,  I  guesa 
I  're  ben  to  muater  ; 

I  know  WY  sentinuls  air  sot ;  you  aint 
agoin  to  eat  us ; 

Caleb  l>aint  no  monopoly  to  court  the 
seenoreetas ; 

My  folks  to  hum  air  full  ez  good  ez  hisn 
be,  by  golly  ! " 

An'  80  ez  I  wuz  goin'  by,  not  thinkin* 
wut  would  folly. 

The  everlaatin*  cos  he  atuck  his  one- 
pronged  pitchfork  in  me 

An'  made  a  hole  riffht  thra  my  dose  ez 
ef  I  wuz  an  in  my. 

Wal,  it  beata  all  how  big  I  felt  hooraw- 

in'  in  ole  Funnel 
Wen  Mister  Bolles  he  gin  the  sword  to 

our  Leftenant  Cunnle, 
(It  's  Mister  Secondary   BoUes,*  thet 

writ  the  prize  peace  essay ; 
Thet 's  why  he  did  n't  list  himself  along 

o'  us,  1  dessay,) 
An'  Rantoul,  tu,  talked  pooty  loud,  but 

don't  put  kia  foot  in  it, 
Coz  human  life  's  so  sacred  thet  he  'a 

principled  affin  it,  — 
Though  I  myself  can't  rightly  see  it 's 

any  wus  achokin'  on  'em, 
Than  puttin'  bullets  thru  their  lights,  or 

with  a  bagnet  pokin'  on  'em  ; 

*the  Ignerant  creeter  means  Sekketary  ;  bu^ 
he  oilers  stuck  to  his  iMoks  like  cobbler's  wai 
to  an  ile-etone.  —  U.  B. 
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How  dreffle  slick  he  reeled  it  off  (like 

Blitz  at  oar  lycenm 
Ahaulin'  ribbins  from  his  chops  so  quick 

yon  skeercely  see  'em), 
About  the  Anelo^xon  race  (an*  saxons 

wonld  be  handy 
To  dti  the  barrin*  down  here  upon  the 

Rio  Grandy), 
About  oar  patriotic  pas  an*  onr  star^ 

spangled  banner, 
Our  coautry*s  bird  alookin*  on  an'  sing- 
in'  out  hosanner, 
An'  how  he   (Mister  B.   himself)  wuz 

happy  fer  Ameriky, — 
I  felt,  ez  sister  Patience  ses,  a  leetle  mite 

histericky. 
I  felt,  I  swon,  ez  thongh  it  wuz  a  dreiile 

kind  o'  privilege 
Atrampin'  round  thru  Boston   streets 

among  the  gutter's  driyelage ; 
I  act'lly  thought  it  wuz  a  treat  to  hear 

a  little  dnimmin', 
An'  it  did  bonyfidy  seem  millanyum  wuz 

acomin' 
Wen  all  on  us  got  suits  (darned  like 

them  wore  in  the  state  prison) 
An'  ereiy  feller  felt  ez  thoagn  all  Mexico 

wuzhisn.* 

This  'ere  's  about  the  meanest  place  a 
skunk  could  wal  diskiver 

(Saltillo's  Mexican,  I  b'lieve,  fer  wut  we 
call  Salt-river); 

The  sort  o'  trash  a  feller  gits  to  eat  doos 
beat  all  nater, 

I  'd  give  a  year's  pay  fer  a  smell  o'  one 
good  blue-noae  tater ; 

The  country  here  thet  Mister  BoUes  de- 
clared to  be  so  charmin* 

Throughout  is  swarmin'  with  the  most 
alarmin'  kind  o'  varmin'. 

He  talked  about  delishis  froots,  but  then 

it  wuz  a  wopper  all, 
The  holl  on  't  's  mud  an'  prickly  pears, 

with  here  an'  there  a  chapparal ; 
You  see  a  feller  ^kin'  out,  axv,  fiist  you 

know,  a  lariat 


*  it  mtiit  be  aloud  that  thare's  a  streak  of 
nater  in  levin'  she,  but  it  aarttnly  is  1  of  the 
canuest  thinca  in  nater  to  see  a  risrecktable 
cTii  goods  dealer  (deekon  off  a  chutcn  mayby} 
a  riadn'  htmaelf  ont  in  the  Weigh  they  du  and 
atruttin'  round  in  the  Reign  aeimin*  histrowsis 
and  makln'  wet  goods  of  himself.  Ef  any  tliin'a 
foolisher  and  moor  dicklus  than  millterr}'  gloa- 
ty  it  ia  niiUahy  gloaiy.  —  H.  a 


Is  round  your  throat  an'  you  a  copse,  'fore 

you  can  say,  **  Wut  air  ye  fft  ?  "* 
You  never  see  sech  darned  gi'et  bugs  (it 

may  not  be  irrelevant 
To  say  I  've  seen  a  acarabcttiapilulariusi 

big  ez  a  year  old  elephant), 
The  rigiment  come  up  one  day  in  time 

to  stop  a  red  bug 
From  runnin'  off  with  Oinnle  Wright, 

—  't  wuz  jest  a  common  cimex  Ice- 
tularius. 

One  night  I  started  up  on  eend  an' 

thought  I  wuz  to  hum  affin, 
I  heem  a  horn,  thinks  I  it  s  Sol   the 

fisherman  hez  come  ngin, 
B%8  bellowses  is  sound  enough,  — ez  I  'm 

a  livin'  creeter, 
I  felt  a  thing  go  thru  my  leg,  —  't  wuz 

nothin'  more  'n  a  skeeter  I 
Then  there  *s  the  yaller  fever,  tu,  they 

call  it  here  el  vomito,  — 
(CSome,  thet  wun't  do,   you   landcrab 

there,  I  tell  ye  to  le'  go  my  toe ! 
My  gracious !  it 's  a  scorpion  thet 's  took 

a  shine  to  play  with  't, 
I  darsn't  skeer  the  tamal  thing  fer  fear 

he  'd  run  away  with 't) 
Afore  I  come  away  from  hum  I  hed  a 

strong  persuasion 
Thet  Mexicans  worn't  human  beans,  t 

—  an  ourang  outang  nation, 

A  sort  o'  folks  a  chap  could  kill  an' 

never  dream  on  't  arter. 
No  more  'n  a  feller  'd  dream  o'  pigs  thet 

he  hed  hed  to  slarter ; 
I  'd  an  idee  thet  they  were  built  arter 

the  darkie  fiishion  all. 
An'  kickin'  colored  folks  about,  you 

know,  's  a  kind  o'  national ; 
But  wen  I  jined  I  womt  so  wise  ez  thet 

air  queen  o*  Sheby, 
Fer,   come  to  look  at  'em,  they  aint 

much  diff'rent  from  wut  we  be. 
An'  here  we  air  ascrougin'  'em  out  o'  thir 

own  dominions, 

*  these  Mien  are  rerry  proppllly  called  Rank 
Heroes,  and  the  more  tha  kill  the  nmker  and 
more  Herowick  tha  bekum.  —  H.  B. 

t  it  wua  "  tumblebng  "  as  he  Writ  it,  but  the 
paraon  put  the  Latten  Tnstid.  i  aed  tother  maid 
better  meeter,  but  he  said  tha  waa  eddykated 
peepl  to  Boston  and  tha  would  n't  atan'  It  no 
how.  idnow  aa  tha  vmod  and  idnow  at  tha 
wood.  — H.  B. 

t  he  means  human  beina,  that  'a  wut  he 
raeana.  i  spoae  he  Idnder  thought  tha  wui 
human  beana  ware  tlie  Xisle  Poles  cornea  from. 

-a  R 
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Ashelterin*  'em,  ez  Caleb  aez,  under  our 

eagle's  piniona, 
Wich  means  to  talce  a  feller  up  jest  by 

the  slack  o'  's  tiowsis 
An'  walk  him  Spanish  clean  right  out  o' 

all  his  homes  an'  houses ; 
Wal,  it  doos  seem  a  curus  way,  but  then 

hooraw  fer  Jackson  ! 
It  must  be  right,  fer  Caleb  sez  it 's  regu- 
lar Anglo-saxon. 
The  Mex'cans  don't  iight  fair,  they  say, 

they  piz'n  all  the  water. 
An'  dn  amazin'  lots  o'  things  thet  is  n't 

wut  thev  ough'  to  ; 
Bein'  they  haint  no  lead,  they  make 

their  bullets  out  o'  oopper 
An*  shoot  the  darned  things  at  us,  tu, 

wich  Oileb  sez  aint  proper ; 
He  sez  they  'd  ough'  to  stan'  right  up 

an'  let  us  pop  em  fairly 
(Guess  wen  he  ketches  *em  at  thet  he  '11 

hev  to  git  up  airly), 
Thet  our  nation  's  bi^pger  'n  theim  an' 

so  its  rights  air  bigger, 
An'  thet  it 's  all  to  nutke  'em  free  thet 

we  air  pnllin'  tri^r, 
Thet  Anglo  Saxondom's  idee  *s  abreakin* 

'em  to  pieces. 
An'  thet  idee 's  thet  every  man  doos  jest 

wut  he  damn  pleases ; 
£f  I  don't  make  his  meanin'  clear,  per- 
haps in  some  respex  I  can, 
I  know  thet  ''eyerv  man"  don't  mean 

a  nigger  or  a  Mexican  ; 
An'  tfaere^s  another  thing  I  know,  an' 

thpt  is,  ef  these  creetm's, 
Thet  stick  an  Anglosaxon  mask  onto 

State-prison  feeturs, 
^Should  come  to  Jaalam  Centre  fer  to 

ATfjify  an'  spout  on  't, 
The  gals  'ould  count  the  silver  spoons 

tlie  niiimit  they  cleared  out  on  't. 

This  goin'  ware  glory  waits  ye  haint  one 

agreeable  feetur. 
An'  ef  it  wom't  fer  wakiu'  snakes,  1  'd 

home  agin  short  meter  ; 
0,  would  n't  I  be  off,  quick  time,  ef  't 

wom't  thet  I  wuz  sartin 
They  'd  let  the  daylight  into  me  to  pay 

me  fer  desartin  1 
I  don't  approve  o'  tellin'  tales,  but  jest 

to  you  I  may  state 
Our  ossifers  aint  wut  they  wuz  afore 

they  left  the  Bay-state ; 
Then  it  wuz  "  Mister  Sawin,  sir,  you  're 

middlin'  well  now,  be  yc  ? 


Step  up  an'  take  a  nipper,  sir ;  I  *m 

dreffle  glad  to  see  ve  "  ; 
But  now  it  's  "  Ware  s  my  eppylet  ? 

here,  Sawin,  step  an'  fetch  it! 
An'  mind  your  eye,  be  thund'  rin'  spir, 

or,  damn  ye,  you  shall  ketch  it ! 
Wal,  ez  the  Dootor  sez,  some  pork  will 

bile  so,  but  by  mighty, 
£f  I  hed  some  on  'em  to  hum,  I  'd  give 

'em  linkum  vity, 
I  'd  play  the  rogue's  march  on  their 

hides  an'  other  music  follerin'  — 
But  I  must  dose  my  letter  here,  fer  one 

on  'em  's  ahoUerin', 
These  Anglosaxon  ossifers,  -«-  wal,  taint 

no  use  ajawin', 
I  'm  safe  enlisted  fer  the  war, 
Youm, 

BIBDOFREDOM  SAWIN. 

(Those  have  not  been  wanting  (as.  Indeed, 
when  hath  Satan  been  to  seek  for  attorneys  ?) 
who  have  maintained  that  our  late  Inroad  upon 
Mexico  was  nndertaken  not  so  mnch  for  the 
avenging  of  any  national  quarrel,  a.H  for  the 
spreading  of  ftee  institutions  and  of  Protest- 
antism. Capita  vixdvabuM  Antien/rU  nudenda  I 
Verily  I  idmirs  that  no  pious  sergeant  among 
these  new  Crusaders  beheld  Martin  Luther  rid- 
ing at  the  fttrnt  of  the  host  upon  a  tamed  pon- 
tifical bnU,  as.  in  that  former  in^'asion  of 
Mexico,  the  aealous  Gomara  (spawn  though  he 
were  of  the  Scarlet  Woman)  was  Cavored  with 
a  vision  of  St  James  of  Compostella,  skewering 
the  infidels  upon  his  apostolical  Iobcsl  We 
read,  also,  that  Rfehard  of  the  lion  heart,  hav- 
ing gone  to  Palestine  on  a  similar  errand  of 
mercy,  was  divinely  encouraged  to  cut  the 
throats  of  such  Faynims  as  refused  to  swallow 
the  bread  of  life  (doubtless  that  they  might  be 
thereafter  incapacitated  for  swallowing  the 
filthy  gobbets  of  Mahonnd)  by  angels  of  heav- 
en, who  cried  to  the  ktaig  and  his  knights,  — 
S9igngur$,  ttm  I  tuu  I  providentially  using  the 
French  tongue,  as  being  the  only  one  under- 
stood by  their  auditors.  This  would  argue  for 
the  pantoglotUsm  of  these  celestial  intelligences, 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  Devil,  UsU  Cot- 
ton Mather,  is  unversed  in  certain  of  the  Indian 
dialects.  Tet  must  he  be  a  semeiologist  the 
most  exfwrt,  makli«  hihiself  iutelligiUe  to 
every  people  and  kindred  by  signs :  no  other 
discourse,  indeed,  beinff  needfid.  than  such  as 
the  mackerel-fisher  holds  with  his  finned  quar- 

S,  who,  if  other  bait  be  wonting,  can- by  a  bare 
t  of  white  rag  at  the  end  of  a  string  captivate 
those  foolish  fishes.  Snch  piscatorial  persuasion 
is  Satan  cunning  in.  Before  one  lie  trails  a  hat 
and  feather,  or  a  bare  feather  without  a  hat ; 
befora  another,  a  Presidential  chair  or  a  tide- 
waiter's  stool,  or  a  pulpit  in  the  city,  no  matter 
what  To  us.  dangling  there  over  our  heads, 
they  seem  Junkets  dropped  out  of  the  seventh 
heaven,  sops  dipped  in  nectar,  but,  once  in  our 
months,  they  are  all  one.  bits  of  fuzzy  cotton. 
This,  however,  bythe  way.  It  Is  time  now 
ret<oorire  gradum.  Wlille  so  many  miracles  of 
this  sort,  vouched  by  eyewitnesses,  have  en- 
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fonnnd  the  arms  of  Papiats.  not  to  speak  of 
Bchetiaetu  at  Marathon  and  those  moacuri 
(whom  we  must  conclude  fiiips  of  the  pit)  who 
sundry  times  captained  the  pagan  Roman  sol- 
diery, it  Is  strange  that  our  first  American  cm- 
ssde  was  not  in  some  such  wise  also  sioialized. 
Yet  it  is  said  that  the  Lord  hath  manifestly 
prosi^ered  our  armies.  This  opens  the  ques- 
tion, whether,  when  our  hands  are  strength- 
eued  to  make  great  slaughter  of  our  eneoues, 
It  be  absolutely  and  demonstratively  certain 
that  this  might  Is  added  to  us  from  above,  or 
whether  some   Potentate   from   an   opposite 

Smarter  may  not  have  a  ttnser  in  it,  as  there  are 
ew  pies  Into  which  his  meddling  digits  are  not 
thrust  Would  the  Sanctifler  and  Setter-apart 
of  the  seventh  day  have  assisted  in  a  victory 
gained  on  the  Sabbath,  as  was  one  in  the  late 
war  ?  Do  we  not  know  from  Joeephos,  that, 
careful  of  Uls  decrae,  •  certain  river  of  Jud«a 
absUtaed  from  flowing  on  the  da^r  of  Itest? 
Or  has  that  day  become  less  an  object  of  His 
especial  care  since  the  year  1697,  when  so  mani- 
fest a  providence  occurred  to  Mr.  William  Trow- 
bridge, in  answer  to  whose  players,  when  he 
and  all  on  shipboard  with  him  were  starvinc, 
a  dolphin  was  sent  daily,  "  which  wan  enough 
to  serve  -em  ;  only  on  Saturdays  they  still 
catehed  a  couple,  and  oa  the  Lord's  Days  they 
could  catch  none  at  all  "  ?  Haply  they  might 
have  been  permitted,  bv  way  of  mortification, 
to  take  some  few  seulpin*  (those  banes  of  the 
salt-water  angler),  which  unseemly  fish  would, 
moreover,  have  conveyed  to  them  a  symbolical 
reproof  for  their  breach  of  the  day,  being  known 
in  the  rude  dialect  of  our  mariners  as  Qipe  Cod 
Clergymen, 

It  has  been  a  refreshment  to  many  nice  con- 
sciences to  know  that  our  Chief  Magistrate 
wouM  not  r^ard  with  eyes  of  approval  the  (by 
many  esteemed)  sinftil  pastime  or  dancing,  and 
I  own  mvself  to  be  so  fhr  of  that  mind,  that  I 
could  not  but  set  my  fiioe  against  this  Mexican 
Polka,  thouffh  danced  to  the  Presidential  pip- 
ing with  a  Gubernatorial  second.  If  ever  the 
country  should  be  seised  with  another  such 
maniajprvsroiNigaiwIa  Alle, I  think  it  would  be 
wise  to  flu  our  bombshells  with  alternate  cop- 
ies of  the  Cambridfle  Platform  and  the  Thirty- 
nine  Articles,  whien  would  produce  a  mixture 
of  the  highest  explosive  power,  and  to  wrap 
every  one  of  our  cannon-balls  in  a  leaf  of  the 
New  Testament,  the  reading  of  which  is  denied 
to  those  who  sit  in  the  darkness  of  Popery. 
Those  bron  evangelists  would  thus  be  able  to 
disseminate  vital  religion  and  Oospel  truth  in 
quarters  iiuuioessible  to  the  ordinary  mission- 
ary. I  have  seen  lads,  nnimpregnate  with  the 
more  sublimated  punctiliousness,  of  Walton, 
sscure  piokerel,  taking  their  unwary  siesta  be- 
neath the  lily-pads  too  nis^  the  surface,  with 
a  gun  and  small  shot  why  not,  then,  since 
gnnpowder  was  unknown  in  the  time  of  the 
Apostles  (not  to  enter  here  upon  the  question 
woetber  it  were  discovered  before  that  period 
by  the  Chinese),  suit  our  metaphor  to  tne  age 
in  which  we  live,  and  say  sAootsrs  as  well  as 
/Csftcrtofmea? 

I  do  much  fear  that  we  shall  be  seised  now 
and  then  with  a  Ftotestant  fervor,  as  long  as 
we  have  neighbor  Xaboths  whose  wallowlngs 
in  Papistical  mire  excite  our  horror  m  exact 
propOTtlon  to  the  sine  and  desirableness  of  their 
vineyards.  Yet  I  r^oice  that  some  eamesi 
Protestants  have  been  made  by  this  war,  —  I 


mean  those  who  protested  apiinst  H  Fewer 
they  were  than  I  could  wish,  for  one  night  im- 
agine America  to  have  been  colonised  by  a 
tribe  of  those  nondescript  African  animals  the 
Aye-Ayes,  so  difficult  a  word  is  i^o  to  us  alL 
Tliere  is  some  malformation  or  defect  of  the 
vocal  organs,  which  eitlier  prevents  our  utter- 
ing it  at  all,  or  gives  it  so  thick  a  pronunciation 
as  to  be  unintelligible.  A  mouth  flUed  with 
the  nstional  pudding,  or  watering  in  expecta- 
tion thereof,  is  wholly  incompetent  to  this  re- 
fractory monosyllable.  An  al^ect  and  herpetio 
Public  Opinion  is  the  Pope,  the  Anti-Christ, 
for  us  to  protest  ssainst  <  oards  oordiitm.  And 
bv  what  College  of  Cardinals  is  this  our  God's- 
vicar,  our  binder  and  looser,  elected?  Very 
like,  by  the  sacred  conclave  of  Tag,  Rag,  and 
Bobtail,  in  the  gracious  atmosphere  of  the 
grog-shoix  Yet  it  is  of  this  that  we  must  aU 
be  puppets.  This  thumps  the  pulpit-cushion, 
this  guides  the  editor's  pen,  this  wsgs  the  sen- 
ator's toneue.  This  decides  what  Scriptures 
are  canonical,  and  shuffles  Christ  away  into 
the  Apocrypha.  According  to  that  sentenoe 
fathered  upon  Solon,  Om  Siha^uw  xche^ 
CPXCT04  oZxaS'  fc^mi.  This  unclean  spirit  is 
stcUftil  to  assume  vanous  shapes.  I  have  known 
it  to  enter  my  own  study  and  nudge  my  elbow 
of  a  Saturday,  under  the  semblance  of  a  wealthy 
member  of  my  congregation.  It  were  a  great 
blessing,  if  every  particular  of  what  in  the  sum 
we  call  popular  sentiment  could  carry  about 
the  name  of  its  manufacturer  stampea  legibly 
upon  it  I  gave  a  stab  under  the  fifth  nb  to 
that  pestilent  fallacy,  —  "  Our  country,  right 
or  wrong,"— by  tracing  its  original  to  a  speech 
of  Ensign  Cilley  at  a  d^ner  of  the  Bongtown 
Fencibtat  -H.  W.] 


No.  IIL 

WHAT  MR.  BOBINSON  THimU. 

[A  fxw  remarks  on  the  following  verses  will 
not  be  out  of  place.  The  satire  in  them  was 
not  meant  to  have  any  personal,  but  only  a 
general,  application.  Of  the  gentleman  upon 
whose  letter  they  were  intended  as  a  commen- 
tary Mr.  Biglow  had  never  heard,  till  he  saw  the 
letter  itselT  The  position  of  the  satirist  U 
oftentimes  one  whicn  he  would  not  have  chos- 
en, had  the  election  been  left  to  himself.  In 
attacking  bad  principles,  he  is  obliged  to  select 
some  individual  who  has  made  himself  their 
exponent  and  in  whom  they  are  impersonate, 
to  the  end  that  what  he  says  mav  not  through 
ambiguity,  be  dissipated  fenuet  in  auras.  For 
what  says  Seneca  ?  Lonauvi  iter  per  orceespto, 
bnvt  tt  ^iHotfee  per  exempla.  A  bad  principle  is 
comparatively  harmless  while  it  continues  to 
be  an  abstraction,  nor  can  the  general  mind 
comprehend  it  fUlly  till  it  is  printed  in  thst 
large  type  which  all  men  can  read  at  sight^ 
namely,  the  life  and  character,  the  sayings  and 
doings,  of  particular  persons.  It  is  one  of  the 
cunn  ingest  fetches  of  Satan,  that  he  never  ex- 
poses himself  directly  to  our  arrows,  but,  still 
dodging  behind  this  neighbor  or  that  acquaint- 
ance, compels  us  to  wound  him  through  them, 
if  at  all.  He  holds  our  affections  as  hostages, 
the  while  he  patches  up  a  truce  with  our  con- 
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H«uiwhil«,  let  us  not  forget  that  the  aim  of 
the  tnie  satirist  Is  not  to  be  severe  upon  per- 
sons, but  only  upoA  falsehood,  and,  as  Truth 
and  FUsehood  start  from  the  same  point,  and 
sometimes  even  go  along  together  for  a  little 
way,  his  business  is  to  follow  the  path  of  the 
latter  after  it  diverges,  and  to  show  her  floun- 
dering in  the  bog  at  the  end  of  it  Truth  is 
quite  beyond  the  reach  of  satire.  There  is  so 
^brave  a  simplicity  in  her,  that  she  can  no  more 
be  made  ridiculous  than  an  oak  or  a  pine.  The 
danuer  of  the  satirist  is,  that  continual  use  may 
deaaen  his  sensibility  to  the  force  of  language. 
He  becomes  more  and  more  liable  to  strike 
harder  than  he  knows  or  inteuds.  He  may  be 
careful  to  put  on  his  boxing-gloves,  and  yet 
foraet  that,  the  older  they  grov>  the  more 
plalnlv  may  the  knuckles  inside  be  felt  More- 
over, in  the  heat  of  contest,  the  eye  is  insensi- 
bly drawn  to  the  crown  of  victory,  whose  taw- 
di7  tinsel  glitters  through  that  dust  of  the  ring 
which  obscures  Truth's  wreath  of  simple  leaves. 
I  have  sometimes  thousht  that  my  young 
Mend,  Mr.  Biglow,  needed  a  monitoiy  hand 
laid  on  his  arm,  —aliquid  tt^ffiaminandvs  trot. 
I  have  never  thought  it  good  husbandry  to 
water  the  tender  plant:*  of  reform  with  aqua 
prtis,  yet,  where  so  much  is  to  do  in  the  beds, 
ne  were  a  sony  gardener  who  should  wage  a 
whole  day's  war  with  an  iron  scafHe  on  those 
ill  weeds  that  make  the  garden-walks  of  life 
unsightly,  when  a  rorinkbe  of  Attic  salt  will 
wither  Uiem  up.  £st  art  efiam  maUdioendif 
says  Scaliger,  and  truly  it  is  a  hard  thing  to 
say  where  the  graceful  gentleness  of  the  lamb 
merns  in  downright  sheepishness.  We  may 
oonmde  with  worthy  and  wise  Dr.  Fuller,  that 
"one  may  be  a  lamb  in  private  wrongs,  but  in 
hearing  general  aflVonts  to  goodness  they  are 
which  are  not  lions."—  H.  W.] 


OwENER  B.  if)  a  sensible  man ; 
He  stays  to  his  home  an'  looks  arter 
his  folks ; 
He  draws  his  furrer  ez  straight  ez  he  can. 
An*  into  nobody's  tater-patch  pokes  ; 
But  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  he  want  vote  fer  Gnvener  B. 

My !  aint  it  terrible  f  Wat  shall  we  da  ? 
We  can't  never  choose  him  o*  course, 
— thet'sflat; 
Guess  we  shall  hevtocome  round,  (don't 
you?) 
An'  go  in  fer  thunder  an'  guns,  an'  all 
that; 
Fer  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  he  wunt  vote  fer  Guvener  K 

Gineral  C.  is  a  dreffle  smart  man : 
He 's  ben  on  all  sides  thet  give  places 

or  pelf ; 
Bat  consistency  still  wui  a  part  of  his 

plan, — 


He 's  ben  true  to  (xne  party, — an*  thet 
is  himself ;  — 
So  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Ses  he  shall  vote  fer  Gineral  C. 

Gineral  C.  he  ffoes  in  fer  the  war ; 
He  don't  viulv  principle  more  'n  an 
old  cud ; 
Wut  did  God  make  us  raytional  creeturs 
fer, 
But  glory  an'  gunpowder,  plunder  an' 
blood? 
So  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  he  shall  vote  fer  Gineral  G. 

We  were  gittin*  on  nicely  up  here  to  our 
village, 
With  good  old  iaees  o'  wut 's  right  an' 
wut  aint, 
We  kind  o'  thought  Christ  went  agin 
war  an'  pillage. 
An'  thet  eppyletts  wom't  the  best 
mark  of  a  saint ; 
But  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  this  kind  o'  thing 's  an  exploded 
idee. 

The  side  of  our  country  must  oUers  be 
took, 
An'  Presidunt  Polk,  you  know,  he  is 
our  country. 
An'  the  angel  thet  writes  all  our  sins  in 
a  book 
Puts  the  debit  to  him,  an'  to  us  the 
percarUry; 
An*  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Sez  this  is  his  view  o'  the  thing  to 
aT. 

Parson  Wilbur  he  calls  all  these  atgi- 
munts  lies ; 
Sez  they  're  nothin'  on  airth  but  jest 
fee,  faw,  film: 
An'  thet  all  this  big  talk  of  our  des- 
tinies 
Is  half  on  it  ign'ance,  an' t'  other  half 
mm  j 
But  John  P. 
Robinson  he 
Ses  it  aint  no  sech  thing;  an',  d 
course,  so  must  we. 
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Panon  Wilbur  sez  he  nerer  heerd  in  bis 
Ufe 
Tbet  tb'  Apostles  rig^d  out  in  tbeir 
swaller-tail  coats, 
An*  marcbed  round  in  front  of  a  drum 
an*  a  iife, 
To  git  some  on  'em  office,  an*  some  on 
*em  votes ; 
But  Jobn  P. 
Robinson  be 
Sez  tbey  did  n*t  know  everytbin* 
down  in  Judee. 

Wal,  it  *s  a  marcy  we  *ve  gut  folks  to 
tell  us 
Tbe  rigbts  an'  the  wrongs  o*  tbese 
matters,  1  vow, — 
God  sends  country  lawyers,  an'  otber 
wise  fellers. 
To  start  tbe  world's  team  wen  it  gits  in 
a  slougb ; 
Per  John  P. 
Robinson  be 
Sez  tbe  world  *11  go  right,  ef  be  boi- 
lers out  Gee ! 


[The  attentive  reader  will  doubtless  have 
perceived  in  the  foregoing  poem  an  allusion  to 
that  pernidoUH  sentiment,  —  "  Our  country, 
right  or  wrong. "  It  is  an  abuse  of  language  to 
cau  a  certain  portion  of  land,  much  more,  cei^ 
tain  personages,  elevated  for  the  time  being  to 
high  station,  our  country.  I  would  not  sever 
nor  loosen  a  single  one  of  those  ties  by  which 
we  are  united  to  the  spot  of  our  birth,  nor  mln- 
ish  by  a  tittle  the  respect  due  to  the  Magis- 
trate. I  love  our  own  Bay  State  too  well  to  do 
the  one,  and  as  for  the  other,  I  have  myself  for 
nigh  forty  years  exercised,  however  unworthily, 
the  function  of  Justice  of  the  Peace,  having 
been  called  thereto  by  the  unsolicttecl  kindness 
of  that  roost  excellent  man  and  upright  patriot, 
Caleb  Strong.  PairU»  fumw  igne  alieno  lv€u- 
lentiar  is  best  qualifled  with  this,  —  Ubi  lHw- 
t€u,  ibi  patria.  We  are  inhabitants  of  two 
worlds,  and  owe  a  double,  but  not  a  divided 
allegiance.  In  virtue  of  our  clay,  this  little  ball 
of  earth  exacts  a  certain  loyalty  of  us,  while,  in 
our  capacity  as  spirits,  we  are  admitted  citizens 
of  an  invisible  and  holier  fatherland.  There  is 
a  {tatriotism  of  the  soul  whose  claim  absolves 
us  from  our  other  and  terrene  fealty.  Our  true 
counti7  is  that  ideal  realm  which  we  represent 
to  ourselves  under  the  names  of  religion,  duty, 
and  the  like.  Our  terrestrial  organizations  are 
but  far-off  approaches  to  so  fair  a  model,  and 
all  they  are  verily  traitors  who  resist  not  any 
attempt  to  divert  them  from  this  their  original 
lnten<fment  When,  therefore,  one  would  have 
us  to  fling  up  our  caps  and  shout  with  the  mul- 
Wtnde,  —  "  Onr  country,  hoiDever  bounded. ! "  he 
demands  of  us  that  we  sarri  flee  the  larger  to  the 
less,  the  higher  to  the  lower,  and  that  we  yield 
to  the  imaginary  claims  of  a  few  acres  of  soil 
onr  duty  and  privilege  as  liegemen  of  Truth. 


Our  true  country  Is  bounded  on  the  north  and 
the  south,  on  the  east  and  the  west,  by  Justice, 
and  when  she  oversteps  that  invisible  boundary- 
line  by  so  much  as  a  nair's-breadth,  she  ceases 
to  be  our  mother,  and  chooses  rather  to  be 
looked  upon  qvari  noverca.  That  is  a  hard 
choice  when  our  earthly  love  of  country  calls 
upon  us  to  tread  one  path  and  our  duty  points 
us  to  another.  We  must  make  as  noble  and 
becoming  an  election  as  did  Penelope  between 
Icarius  and  Ulysses.  Veiling  our  faces,  we 
must  take  silently  the  hand  of  Duty  to  follow 
her. 


Shortly  alter  the  publication  of  the  foregoing 
poem,  there  ai»i»eared  some  comments  upon  it 
in  one  of  the  public  prints  which  seemed  to 


call  for  animadversion.  I  acconlingly  addressed 
to  Mr.  Buckingham,  of  the  Boston  Courier,  the 
following  letter. 


"Jaalam,  November  4, 1847. 
*•  To  the  EdUor  ofUu  Courier: 

"  Respected  Sir,  —  Calling  at  the  poct-ofHce 
this  morning,  our  worthy  and  efficient  postmas- 
ter offered  for  my  perusal  a  paragraph  in  the 
Boston  Morning  Post  of  the  8a  instant,  wherein 
certain  efnisions  of  the  pastoral  muse  are  at- 
tributed to  the  pen  of  Mr.  James  RnsoeU  Low- 
eli  For  aught  I  know  or  can  affirm  to  the 
contrary,  this  Mr.  Lowell  may  be  a  very  de- 
serving person  and  a  youth  of  parts  (though  I 
have  seen  verses  of  his  which  1  could  never 
rightly  understand) ;  and  if  he  be  such,  he,  I 
am  certain,  as  well  as  I,  would  be  ftee  from  any 
proclivity  to  appropriate  to  himself  whatever 
of  credit  (or  discredit)  may  honestly  belong  to 
another.  I  am  confident,  that,  in  penning 
these  few  lines,  I  am  only  forestalling  a  dis- 
claimer {torn  that  young  gentleman,  whose 
silence  hitherto,  when  rumor  pointed  to  him- 
ward,  has  excited  in  my  bosom  mingled  emo- 
tions of  sorrow  and  surorlse.  Well  may  mr 
young  parishioner,  Mr.  Biglow,  exclaim  with 
the  poet, 

*  Sle  ^<os  Doo  ToUs,'  ta. ; 

though,  in  saying  this,  I  would  not  convCT^  the 
impression  that  he  is  a  profloient  in  tiie  Latin 
tongue,  —the  tongue,  I  might  add,  of  a  Horace 
and  a  Tully. 

"Mr.  B.  does  not  employ  hts  pen,  I  can 
safely  say,  for  any  lucre  of  worldly  gahi,  or  to 
be  exalted  by  the  carnal  plandits  of  men,  digito 
mofutmri,  Ac.  He  does  not  wait  upon  Provi- 
dence for  mercies,  and  in  his  heart  mean  meroes. 
But  I  should  esteem  myself  as  verily  deficient 
in  my  duty  (who  am  his  friend  and  in  some  un- 
worthy sort  his  spiritual  fidva  AchaUt,  Ac.),  if 
I  did  not  step  forward  to  claim  for  him  what- 
ever measure  of  applause  might  be  assigned  to 
him  by  the  judicious. 

"  If  this  were  a  fitting  occasion,  I  might  ven- 
ture here  a  brief  dissertation  touching  the 
manner  and  kind  of  my  young  friend's  poetry. 
But  I  dnbitate  whether  this  abstruser  sort  of 
speculation  tthough  enlivened  by  some  apposite 
instances  from  Aristophanes)  would  sufflciently 
Interest  your  oppidan  readers.  As  regards  their 
satirical  tone,  and  their  plainness  of  speech,  I 
will  only  say,  that,  in  my  pastoral  experience, 
I  have  found  thst  the  Arch-Enemy  loves  noth- 
ing better  than  to  be  treated  as  a  religions. 
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moral,  and  intellectual  being,  and  that  there  in 
DO  ajpoye  SaihaTUU  !  so  iM)t«utafl  ridicule.  But 
it  ia  a  kiud  of  weapon  that  nuwt  have  a  button 
of  good-nature  ou  the  jioiut  of  it. 

'*  The  productions  of  Mr.  R  have  been  atig- 
matized  lu  some  quartera  as  unpatriotic  :  but 
I  can  vouch  that  he  loves  his  luitive  soil  with 
that  hearty,  though  discriminating,  attacliment 
which  spriugB  from  nn  intimate  social  inter- 
course of  many  years'  staniling.  In  the  plough- 
ing season,  no  one  has  a  (leei>er  share  in  the 
well-being  of  the  country  than  he.  If  Dean 
Swift  were  right  in  sajing  that  lie  who  makes 
two  hlarlea  of  grass  grow  where  one  grew  before 
confers  a  greater  benefit  on  the  state  than  he 
who  taketh  a  city,  Mr.  B.  might  exhibit  a  fairer 
claim  to  the  Presidency  than  General  Scott 
himself.  I  think  that  some  of  those  disinter- 
ested lovers  of  the  hard-handed  democracy, 
whose  fingers  have  never  touched  anj-thing 
rougher  tlian  the  dollars  of  our  common  coun- 
try, wouki  hesitate  to  com]iare  palms  with  hira. 
It  would  do  your  heart  gfHxl.  i-espected  Sir,  to 
see  that  young  man  mow.  He  cut«  a  cleaner 
and  wider  swath  than  any  in  this  town. 

"  But  it  is  time  for  me  to  be  at  my  Post.  It 
is  very  clear  that  my  young  ft-iend  s  shot  has 
struck  the  lintel,  for  the  Poet  is  shaken  (Amos 
ix.  1).  The  editor  of  that  |)aiier  is  a  strenuous 
advocate  of  the  Mexican  war,  and  a  colonel,  as 
I  am  given  to  understand.  1  presume,  that, 
being  necessarily  absent  in  Mexico,  he  has  left 
his  Journal  in  some  less  Judicious  hands.  At 
any  rate,  the  Post  has  b»en  too  s^vift  on  this 
occasion.  It  could  hapUy  have  cited  a  more 
incontrovertible  line  fh)m  any  jioem  than  that 
which  it  has  selected  for  animadversion,  name- 
ly.- 

•  We  kind  o'  thoaght  Christ  went  a«in  war  an*  pll- 
lag«. 

••  If  the  Post  maintains  the  converse  of  this 
jiroiiMsition,  it  can  hardly  l»e  r^onsidcred  as  a 
safe  guiilc-)Kvit  for  the  moral  and  religious  por- 
tions of  its  party,  however  many  other  excel- 
lent qualities  of  a  i>ost  it  may  W.  blesitcd  with. 
There  is  a  sign  in  I/ondon  on  which  is  ]xiinted, 
—  *  The  Green  Man.'  It  would  do  very  well  ta 
a  ]K>rtrait  of  any  indlvidu.il  who  phould  support 
so  un.scriptural  a  thesis.  As  regards  the  lan- 
guage of  the  line  in  que-Mtion.  I  am  bold  to  say 
that  He  who  readeth  the  hearts  of  men  will  not 
account  any  dialect  unseemly  which  conveys  a 
sound  and  pious  sentiment  I  could  wish  that 
such  sentiments  were  more  common,  however 
uncouthly  expressed.  Saint  Ambrose  afflnns, 
that  Veritas  a  fpiocmupu  (why  not,  then,  gtio- 
MOflocuruiue  ?)  dieatur,  a  spiritu  saneto  est.  Di- 
gest also  this  of  Baxter  :  '  The  plainest  words 
are  the  most  profitable  orator)'  in  tite  weightiest 
matters.' 

"  When  the  paragraph  in  question  was  shown 
to  Mr.  Biglow,  the  only  part  of  it  which  seemed 
U)  give  him  any  dissatisfaction  was  tliat  which 
classed  him  with  the  Whig  party.  He  says, 
that,  if  resolutions  are  a  nourishing  kind  of 
diet,  that  party  must  be  in  a  very  hearty  and 
flourishing  condition  ;  for  that  they  have  qui- 
etly eateu  more  good  ones  of  their  own  baking 
than  he  could  have  conceived  to  be  possible 
without  repletion.  He  has  been  for  some  years 
past  (i  n^ret  to  say)  an  anient  o]>poue'ut  of 
those  sound  doctrines  of  protective  policy  which 


form  lo  prominent  a  portion  of  the  creed  of  that 
]>arty.  1  confess,  chat,  in  some  discussions 
which  I  have  had  with  him  on  this  point  in  my 
•tttdy,  he  has  displayed  a  vein  of  obstinacy 
which  I  had  not  hitherto  detected  in  his  com- 
itosition.  He  is  also  (horresco  reJereM)  infected 
in  no  small  measure  with  the  peculiar  notions 
of  a  print  called  the  Litierator.  whose  heresies 
I  take  every  proper  opportunity  of  coniliating, 
and  of  which,  I  thank  God,  I  have  never  read  a 
single  line. 

"  I  did  not  see  Mr.  B.'s  verses  until  they  ap- 
jteared  in  print,  and  there  ic certainly  one  thins 
in  them  which  I  consider  highly  impmper.  I 
allude  to  the  i^rsonal  references  to  mvself  by 
name.  To  confer  notoriety  on  an  humble  indc 
vidual  who  is  laboring  quietly  in  his  vocation, 
and  who  keeps  his  cJoth  as  free  as  he  can  from 
the  dust  of  the  political  arena  (though  wk  viihi 
«i  nou  evangeLUavero),  Is  no  doubt  an  indeco- 
mm.  The  sentiments  which  he  attributes  to 
me  I  will  not  deny  to  be  mine.  They  were  era- 
bodied,  though  in  a  different  fonn,  in  a  dis- 
course preached  upon  the  last  day  of  public 
fasting,  and  were  acceptable  to  my  entire  peo- 
ple (of  whatever  political  views),  except  the 
postmaster,  who  dissented  ex  q/^to.  I  observe 
that  you  sometimes  devote  a  portion  of  your 
paper  to  a  religious  summary.  I  should  be  well 
pleased  to  funiish  a  copy  of  my  discourse  for 
inseilion  in  Uiisdeiuirtment  of  your  instructive 
Journal.  By  omitting  the  advertisements.  It 
might  easily  be  got  within  the  limits  of  a  single 
number,  and  I  venture  to  insure  you  the  sale 
of  some  scores  of  copies  in  this  town.  1  will 
cheerfully  render  myself  responsible  for  ten. 
It  might  possibly  be  advantageous  to  issue  it 
as  an  «jrfm.  Btit  perhaps  you  will  not  esteem 
it  an  ol^ect,  and  I  will  not  press  it  My  oflcr 
docs  not  spring  from  any  weak  desire  of  seeing 
my  name  in  print ;  for  1  can  civJoy  this  satis- 
fartion  at  any  time  by  turning  to  the  Triennial 
Catalogue  of  the  University,  where  it  also  ]io»- 
sesscN  that  added  emphasis  of  Italics  wf  Ui  which 
those  of  n)y  cailling  are  distinguished. 

"  I  would  simply  add.  that  I  continue  to  fit 
ingenuous  youth  for  college,  and  that  I  have 
two  spacious  and  airy  sleeping  apartments  at 
this  moment  unoccupied.  IngtMuu  duiici$ae, 
&c.  Tenus.  which  vary  according  to  the  dr- 
cumstinces  of  the  uaivnts,  may  be  known  on 
applicjition  to  me  »y  letter,  post-paid.  In  all 
cases  the  lad  will  lie  expecteil  to  fetch  his  own 
towels.  Tills  rule,  Mrs.  W.  desires  me  to  add, 
has  no  exceptions. 

••  Resf>ectfiilly.  your  obedient  servant, 

"HOMER  WILBUR,  A.  M. 

**  P.  8.  Perhaps  the  last  paragraph  may  look 
like  an  attempt  to  obtain  the  insertion  of  my 
circular  gratuitously.  If  it  should  apjiear  to 
you  in  that  light,  I  desire  that  you  would  erase 
it,  or  charge  for  it  at  the  usual  rates,  and  de- 
duct the  amount  fh)m  the  proceeds  in  your 
liands  from  the  sale  of  my  discourse,  when  it 
shall  be  printed.  My  circular  is  much  longer 
and  more  explicit  and  will  be  forwarded  with- 
out charge  to  any  who  may  desire  it  It  has 
been  very  neatly  executed  on  a  letter  sheet,  by 
a  vei-y  deserving  printer,  who  attends  uiK>n  my 
ministry,  and  is  a  ci-editable  specimen  of  the 
tyiK)graphic  art  I  have  one  hung  over  my 
nuuitci-piece  iu  a  ueat  ftrame,  where  it  makes  a 
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beaotiftU  and  appropriate  ornament,  and  bal- 
ances the  profile  of  Mr&  W.,  cut  w{th  her  toes 
by  the  young  lady  bom  without  anna. 

•*  H.  W." 


I  have  in  the  foregoing  letter  mentioned  Gen- 
eral  Scott  in  connection  with  the  Presidency, 
liecHuae  I  have  been  given  to  understand  that 
he  haa  blown  to  pieces  and  otherwise  caused 
to  he  destroyed  more  Mexicans  than  any  other 
ronun.'inder.  His  claim  wonld  therefore  be  de- 
8er\'edly  considered  the  strongest.  Until  accu- 
rate returns  of  the  Mexicans  killed,  wounded, 
and  maimed  be  obtained,  it  will  be  difficult  to 
settle  tliese  nice  points  of  precedence.  Should 
it  prove  that  any  other  officer  has  been  more 
meritorious  and  destructive  than  General  S., 
and  has  thereby  rendered  hhuself  more  worthy 
of  the  confidence  and  supiK>rt  of  the  conserva- 
tive portion  of  our  community,  1  shall  cheer- 
fhlly  insert  his  name,  instead  of  that  of  General 
8.,  in  a  future  edition.  It  may  be  thought,  like- 
wise, that  General  &  has  invalidated  his  claims 
by  too  much  attention  to  the  decencies  of  ap- 
parel, and  the  habits  belonging  to  a  gentleman. 
These  alistruser  points  of  statesmanship  are  be- 
yond my  scope.  I  wonder  not  that  successful 
military  achievement  should  attract  the  admi- 
ration of  the  multitude.  Rather  do  I  r^oice 
with  wonder  to  behold  how  rapidly  tills  senti- 
ment is  losing  its  hold  upon  the  popular  mind. 
It  is  related  of  Thomas  Warton.  tlie  second  of 
that  honored  name  who  held  the  office  of  Poe- 
try Professor  at  Oxford,  that,  when  one  wished 
to  find  him,  being  absconded,  as  was  his  wont, 
in  some  obscure  alebonse,  he  was  counselled  to 
traverse  the  city  with  a  drum  and  fife,  the 
sound  of  which  inspiring  music  would  be  sure 
to  draw  the  Doctor  trom  his  retirement  into 
the  street.  We  are  all  more  or  leas  bitten  with 
this  martial  insanity.  Nexio  qna  dnlcedine 
....  euncUtf  dwsit.  I  confess  to  some  infec- 
tion of  that  iteh  myself.  Wlien  I  see  n  Brigor 
dier-Creneral  maintaining  his  Insecure  elevation 
In  the  saddle  under  the  severe  Are  of  the  train- 
ing'fleld.  and  when  I  remember  that  some  mil- 
itary enthuslnste.  through  haste,  inexperience, 
or  an  over-desire  to  lend  reality  to  those  flcti- 
tloua  comlNita,  will  sometimes  discharge  their 
ramrods,  I  cannot  but  admire,  while  I  deplore, 
the  mistaken  devotion  of  those  heroic  officers. 
Semd  Irunnivtmus  omne$.  I  was  iiiyHclf.  dur- 
ing the  late  war  with  Great  Britain,  chaplain 
of  a  regiment,  which  was  fortunately  never 
called  to  active  military  duty.  I  mention  this 
circumstance  with  regret  rather  than  pride. 
Had  I  l)een  snmmone<l  to  actual  warfare.  I 
tnist  that  I  might  have  been  strengthened  to 
bear  myself  after  the  manner  of  that  reverend 
father  in  our  New  England  Israel.  Dr.  Benja- 
min Colman.  who,  as  we  are  told  in  Tnrell's  life 
of  him,  when  the  vessel  In  which  he  had  taken 
passage  for  England  was  attacked  by  a  French 
privateer,  "fought  like  a  philosopher  and  a 
Christian,  ....  and  prayed  all  the  while  he 
charged  and  flred."  As  this  note  is  already 
long,  I  shall  not  here  enter  upon  a  discussion 
of  the  question,  whether  Christians  may  law- 
fully be  soldiers.  I  think  it  sufficiently  evi- 
dent, that,  during  Uie  first  two  centuries  of  the 
Cliristian  era,  at  least,  the  two  professions 
were  esteemed  incompatible.  Consult  Jortin 
on  this  head.  —  H.  W.] 


No.  IV. 

REMARKS  OF  INCREASB  D.  0*PHACB,  BB- 
QUIRE,  AT  AN  KXTRUMPBRY  CAUCUS  IN 
STATE  STREET,  REPORTED  BT  MR.  U. 
BIOLOW. 

[The  ingenious  reader  will  at  once  understand  * 
that  no  such  8i>eech  as  the  following  was  ever 
totidem  verbU  pronounced.  But  there  are  sim- 
pler and  less  guarded  wits,  for  the  sattsfyin;;  nf 
which  such  an  explanation  may  1)e  needful. 
For  there  are  certain  invisible  lines,  which  ns 
Trflth  successively  ovcriiassea,  she  liecoines 
Untmth  to  one  and  another  of  us,  as  a  large 
river,  flowing  trom  one  kingdom  into  another, 
sometimes  takes  a  new  name,  albeit  the  waters 
undergo  no  change,  how  small  soever.  There 
is,  moreover,  a  truth  of  fiction  more  veracious 
than  the  truth  of  fact,  as  that  of  the  Poet, 
which  representa  te  us  things  and  eventa  as 
they  ought  to  be,  rather  than  servilely  copies 
them  AA  they  are  imperfectly  imaced  in  the 
crooked  and  smoky  glass  of  our  mundane  affairs. 
It  in  thin  which  makes  the  speech  of  Autonius, 
though  originally  spoken  in  no  wider  a  forum 
than  the  brain  of  Shakespeare,  more  histori- 
cally valuable  than  that  other  which  Appian 
has  reported,  by  as  much  as  the  understanding 
of  the  Englishman  was  more  comprehensive 
than  tliat  of  the  Alexandrian.  Mr.  Biglow,  in 
the  present  instance,  has  only  made  use  of  a 
license  assumed  by  all  the  historians  of  antki- 
uity,  who  put  into  the  months  of  various  char- 
acters sucn  words  as  seem  to  them  most  fitting 
to  the  occasion  and  to  the  speaker.  If  it  l^ 
objected  that  no  such  oration  could  ever  have 
been  delivered,  I  answer,  that  there  are  few 
assembLiges  for  speech-making  which  do  not 
better  deserve  the  title  of  Parliamenlum  Indoc- 
tontm  than  did  the  sixth  Parliament  of  Henry 
the  Fonrth,  and  that  men  still  continue  to  have 
as  much  faith  in  the  Oracle  of  Fools  as  ever 
Pantngruel  had.  Howell,  In  his  letters,  re- 
counta  a  merry  talc  of  a  certain  ambassador  of 
Queen  Ellzalieth.  who,  having  written  two  let- 
ters, —  one  to  her  Majesty,  and  the  other  to  his 
wife.  —  directed  them  at  cross-purposes,  so  that 
the  Queen  was  beducked  and  oedeared  and  re- 
quested to  send  a  change  of  hose,  and  the  wife 
waf  beprincessed  and  otherwise  unwontedly 
lie8U))crlatived,  till  the  one  feared  for  the  wita 
of  her  ambassador,  and  the  other  for  t^ose  of 
her  husband.  In  like  manner  it  may  be  pre- 
sumed that  our  speaker  has  misdirected  some 
of  his  thonghta.  and  given  to  the  whole  theatre 
what  he  would  have  wished  to  confide  only  to 
a  select  auditory  at  the  back  of  the  curtain. 
For  it  is  seldom  that  we  can  get  any  fhink  ut- 
terance firom  men,  who  address,  for  the  most 
part,  a  Buncombe  either  in  this  world  or  the 
next  As  for  their  audiences,  it  may  l>e  tnily 
said  of  our  people,  that  they  enjoy  one  political 
institution  in  common  with  the  ancient  Athe- 
nians :  I  mean  a  certain  profitless  kind  of  (wfra- 
cton,  wherewith,  nevertheless,  they  seem  hith- 
erto well  enough  content.  For  in  Presidential 
elections,  and  other  affkirs  of  the  sort,  whereas 
I  observe  that  the  oyitten  fall  to  the  lot  of  com- 
paratively few,  the  »h£llg  (such  as  the  privlU*i?PH 
of  voting  as  they  are  told  to  do  by  the  ottriwi 
aforesaid,  and  of  huzzaing  at  public  meetiutfi) 
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are  veiy  liberally  distributed  amon^the  iieople. 
hA  being  their  preecriptive  and  quite  sufficient 
portion. 

The  oocasion  of  the  speech  is  supposed  to  be 
Mr.  Pslft%y*8  refusal  to  vote  for  the  Whig  can- 
didate for  the  Spealcersliip.  —  H.  W.  j 

.No!      Hez  heT      He  halnt,    thoagh? 

Wut?    Voted  agiu  him  ? 
Ef  the  bird  of  our  country  could  ketch 

him,  she  *d  »kin  him  ; 
I  seem  's  though  I  see  her,  with  wrath 

in  each  quill, 
Like  a  chancery  lawyer,  aBlin'  her  bill. 
An'  gi'indin'  her  talents  ez  sharp  ez  all 

nater, 
To  pounce  like  a  writ  on  the  back  o*  the 

traitor. 
FoTgiye  nie,  my  friends,  ef  1  seem  to  be 

het. 
But  a  crisis  like  this  must  with  vigor  be 

met; 
Wen  an  Arnold  the  star-spangled  ban- 
ner bestains, 
Holl  Fourth  o*  Julys  seem  to  bile  in  my 

reins. 

Who  ever  *d  ha'  thought  sech  a  pisonous 

Would  be  run  by  a  cliap  thet  wuz  chose 

fera  Wig? 
"  We  knowed  wut  his  princerples  wuz 

'fore  we  sent  him  ? 
Wut  wuz  there  in  them  from  this  vote 

to  pervent  him  ? 
A  mai-ciful  Providunce  fashioned  us  hol- 
ler 
0*  purpose  thet  we  might  our  principles 

swaller ; 
It  can  hold  any  quantity  on  'em,  the 

l)elly  can. 
An*  bring  *em  up  ready  fer  use  like  the 

pelican. 
Or  more  like  the  kangaroo,  who  (Axich  is 

stranger) 
PutJj  her  family  into  her  pouch  wen 

there  's  danger. 
Aint  prinoerple  precious  ?  then,  who  's 

goin'  to  use  it 
Wen  there  's  resk  o'  some  chap's  gittin' 

up  to  abuse  it  f 
I  can't  tell  the  wy  on  't,  but  nothin'  is 

80  sure 
Ez  thet  princerple  kind  o'  gits  spiled  by 

exposure;* 

*  The  siMak«r  Is  of  a  difT^rent  mind  from 
Tully,  who.  in  his  recently  discovered  tractate 
De  lieptdAieti,  tslls  ns.  See  vera  habere  virtu- 


A  man  thet  lets  all  sorts  o'  folks  git  a 

sight  on  't 
Ough*  to  hev  it  all  took  right  away, 

every  mite  on  *t ; 
Ef  he  can't  keep  it  all  to  himself  wen 

it  *s  wise  to. 
He  aint  one  it 's  fit  to  trust  nothin*  so 

nice  to. 

Besides,  ther  's  a  wonderful  power  in 
latitude 

To  shift  a  man's  morril  relations  an*  at- 
titude ; 

Some  flossifers  think  thet  a  fiGtkkilty  's 
granted 

The  minnit  it 's  proved  to  be  thoroughly 
wanted, 

Thet  a  chan^  o'  demand  makes  a  change 
o'  condition. 

An'  thet  everjrthin*  *8  nothin'  except  by 


rition ; 
in 


Ez,  fer  instance,  thet  nibber-trees  fust 

begun  bearin' 
Wen   p'litikle    conshunces    come    into 

wearin', 
Tliet  the  fears  of  a  monkey,  whose  holt 

chanced  to  fail, 
Drawed  the  vertibry  out  to  a  prehensile 

tail; 
So,  wen  one  *s  chose  to  Cougriss,  ez  soon 

ez  he  *s  in  it, 
A  collar  grows  right  round  his  neck  in  a 

minnit. 
An'  sartin  it  is  thet  a  man  cannot  be 

strict 
In  bein'  himself,  wen  he  gits  to  the 

Deestrict, 
Fer  a  coat  thet  sets  wal  here  in  ole  Mas- 
sachusetts, 
Wen  it  gits  on  to  Washinton,  somehow 

askew  sets. 

Resolves,  do  you  say,  o*  the  Springfield 

Convention  ? 
Thet 's  porcisely  the  pint  I  was  goin*  to 

mention ; 

torn  tatU  ett,  qnasl  arttm  oZi^iiam,  nitt  vlare, 
and  fh)m  our  Milton,  who  says:  "I  cannot 
praise  a  fugitive  and  cloistered  virtue,  imexer- 
cised  and  unbreathed,  that  never  sallies  out 
and  sees  her  adversary,  but  slinlcs  out  of  the 
race  where  that  Immortal  garland  is  to  be  nin 
for,  not  without  dust  and  hjuu."  —  Areop.  He 
had  talcen  the  words  out  of  the  Roman's  mouth, 
without  Icnowing  it,  and  might  well  exclaim 
with  l>onata<«  (if  Saint  Jerome's  tutor  may 
stand  spoorior  for  a  curse),  Pereant  qui  anu  nog 
nottra  dixennt !  —  il.  W. 
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ReaolTes  air  a  thing  we  moat  gen*ally 

keep  ill. 
They  're  a  cheap  kind  o*  dust  fer  the 

eyes  o'  the  people ; 
A  parcel  o'  delligite  jest  git  together 
An  chat  fer  a  spell  o*  the  crops  an'  the 

weather. 
Then,  comin'  to  order,  they  squabble 

awile 
An'  let  off  the  speeches  they're  ferftd  '11 

spile ; 
Then  —  ResoWe,  —  Thet  we  wunt  hev 

an  inch  o'  ^ve  territory ; 
Thet  Presidnnt  Polk's  hoU  perceedins  air 

very  tory ; 
Thet  the  war  is  a  damned  war,  an'  them 

thet  enlist  in  it 
Should  hey  a  cravat  with  a  dreffle  tight 

twist  in  it ; 
Thet  the  war  is  a  war  fer  the  spreadin' 

o'  slavery ; 
Thet  our  army  desarves  our  best  thanks 

fer  their  bravery ; 
Thet  we  're  the  original  friends  o'  the 

nation, 
All  the  rest  air  a  paltry  an'  base  fabrica- 
tion; 
Thet  we  highly  respect  Messrs.  A,  B,  an* 

C, 
An'  ez  deeply  despise  Messrs.  £,  F,  an'  G. 
In  this  way  they  go  to  the  eend  o'  the 

chapter. 
An'  then  they  bust  out  in  a  kind  of  a 

raptur 
About   their   own   vartoo,   an'  folks's 

stone-blindness 
To  the  men  thet  'ould  actilly  do  'em  a 

kindness,  — 
The  American  eagle,— the  Pilgrims  thet 

landed,  — 
Till  on  ole  Plymouth  Bock   they  git 

finally  stranded. 
Wal,  the  people  they  listen  an'  say, 

" Thet 's  the  ticket; 
£z  fer  Mexico,  't  aint  no  great  glory  to 

lick  it, 
But 't  would  be  a  darned  shame  to  go 

pullin'  o'  triggers 
To  extend  the  aree  of  abosin'  the  nig- 

gers. 

So  they  march  in  percessions,  an'  git  up 

hooraws, 
An'  tramp  thru  the  mud  fer  the  good  o' 

the  cause. 
Ad'  think  they're  a  kind  o'  fulfillin'  the 

prophecies, 


Wen  they  're  on'y  jest  changin'  the 
holders  of  offices ; 

Ware  A  sot  afore,  B  is  comftably  seated, 

One  humbug 's  victor'ous  an' t'  other  de- 
feated. 

Each  honnable  doughface  gits  jest  wut 
he  axes, 

An'  the  people,  —  their  annooal  soft- 
sodder  an'  taxes. 

Now,  to  keep  unimpaired  all  these  glo- 
rious feetuTs 
Thet  characterize  morril  an*  reasonin* 

creeturs, 
Thet  give  every  paytriot  all  he  can  cram, 
Thet  oust  the  untrustworthy  Presidunt 

Flam, 
An'  stick  honest  Presidunt  Sham  in  his 

place. 
To  the  manifest  gain  o'  the  holl  human 

race. 
An'  to  some  indervidgewals    on  't  in 

partickler, 
Who  love  Public  Opinion  an'  know  how 

to  tickle  her,  — 
I  say  thet  a  paity  with  gret  aims  like 

these 
Must  stick  jest  ez  close  ez  a  hive  full  o' 

bees. 

I  'm  willin'  a  man  should  go  tollable 

strong 
Agin  wrong  in  the  abstract,  fer  thet  kind 

0*  wrong 
Is  oilers  unpop'lar  an'  never  gits  pitied, 
Because  it  s  a  crime  no  one  never  com- 
mitted; 
But  he  mus'  n't  be  hard  on  partickler 

sins, 
Coz  then  he  '11  be  kickin'  the  people's 

own  shins; 
On'y  look  at  the  Demmercrats,  see  wut 

they  've  done    * 
Jest  simply  by  stickin'  together  like 

fun; 
They  've  sucked  us  right  into  a  mis'able 

war 
Thet  no  one  on  airth  aint  responsible 

for; 
They  've  run  us  a  hundred  cool  millions 

in  debt 
(An'  fer   Deramercrat  Homers  ther  's 

good  plums  left  yet); 
They  talk  agin  tayriifs,  but  act  fer  a 

high  one, 
An'  so  coax  all  parties  to  build  up  their 

Zion ; 
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To  the  people  they  'te  ollen  ez  slick  ez 

molasses, 
An'  butter  their  bread  on  both  sides  with 

The  Masses, 
Half  o'  whom  they  We  persuaded,  by  way 

of  a  joke, 
Thet  Washinton's  mantelpiece  fell  upon 

Polk. 

Now  all  o'  these   blessin*6  the  Wigs 

might  enjoy, 
£f  they  'd  gumption  enough  the  right 

means  to  imploy  ;* 
Fer  the  silrer  spoon  bom  in  Dermoc- 

'acy's  mouth 
Is  a  kind  of  a  scringe  thet  they  hev  to 

the  South ; 
Their  masters  can  cuss  'em  an'  kick  'em 

an'  wale  'em. 
An'  ther  notice  it  less  'an  the  ass  did  to 

Balaam ; 
In  this  way  they  screw  into  second-rate 

offices 
Wich  the  slaveholder  thinks  'ould  sub- 

stract  too  much  off  his  ease ; 
The  file-leaders,  I  mean,  du,  fer  they,  by 

their  wiles, 
Unlike  the  old  viper,  grow  fat  on  their 

files. 
Wal,  the  Wigs  hev  been  tiyin'  to  grab 

all  this  prey  frum  'em 
An*  to  hook  this  nice  spoon  o'  good  for- 

tin'  away  frum  'em. 
An'  they  might  ha'  succeeded,  ez  likely 

eznot, 
In  lickin'  the  Demmercrats  all  round 

the  lot, 
Ef  it  wam't  thet,  wile  all  faithful  Wigs 

were  their  knees  on. 
Some  stuffy  old  codger  would  holler  out, 

—■"Treason! 
You  must  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  a  dog  thet 

hez  bit  you  once. 
An'  I  aint  agoin'  to  cheat  my  constit- 

oounts,"  — 
Wen  every  fool  knows  thet  a  man  repre- 
sents 
Not  the  fellers  thet  sent  him,  but  them 

on  the  fence,  — 
Impartially  ready  to  jump  either  side 
An  make  the  fust  use  or  a  turn  o'  the 

tide,— 
The  waiters  on  Providunoe  here  in  the 

city, 

•  That  was  a  pithy  Mying  of  Perains,  and  fits 
oar  poHticlnns  wifhcmt  a  wrinkle.  —  Magiater 
mfllU.  ingtniiquA  JargUor  Mttter.  —  H.  W. 


Who  compose  wnt  they  call  a  State  Cen- 

terl  Committy. 
Constitoounts  air  hendy  to  help  a  man  in, 
But  arterwards  don't  weigh  the  heft  of  a 

pin. 
Wy,  the  people  can't  all  live  on  Uncle 

Sam's  pus. 
So  they  've  nothin'  to  du  with  't  fer 

better  or  wus ; 
It 's  the  folks  thet  air  kind  o'  brought 

up  to  depend  on  't 
Thet  hev  any  consam  in 't,  an'  thet  is  the 

end  on  't 

Now  here  wuz  New  England  ahevin'  the 

honor 
Of  a  chance  at  the  Speakership  showered 

upon  her ;  — 
Do  you  say,  —  "  She  don't  want  no  more 

Speakers,  but  fewer ; 
She  's  ued  plenty  o'  them,  wut  she  wants 

isa(2o(T"  ? 
Fer  the  matter  o'  thet,  it 's  notorous  in 

town 
Thet  her  own  representatives  du  her 

quite  brown. 
But  thet 's  nothin*  to  du  with  it ;  wut 

right  hed  Palfrey 
To  mix  himself  up  with  fanatical  small 

fry? 
Wam't  we  cittin'  on  prime  with  our  hot 

an*  cold  blowin', 
Acondemnin'  the  war  wilst  we  kep*  it 

agoin*  ? 
We  'd  assumed  with  gret  skill  a  com- 

mandin'  position. 
On  this  side  or  thet,  no  one  could  n't 

tell  wich  one. 
So,  wutever  side  wipped,  we  'd  a  chance 

at  the  plunder 
An*  could  sue  fer  infringin'  our  pay- 
tented  thunder ; 
We  were  ready  to  vote  fer  whoever  wuz 

eligible, 
Ef  on  all  pints  at  issoo  he  *d  stay  unin- 
telligible. 
Wal,  spoein*  we  hed  to  gulp  down  our 

perfessions, 
We  were  ready  to  come  out  next  mom- 

in*  with  fresh  ones  ; 
Besides,  ef  we  did,  *t  was  our  business 

alone, 
Fer  could  n*t  we  du  wut  we  would  with 

our  own? 
An*  ef  a  man  can,  wenpervisionshevrizso, 
Eat  up  his  own  words,  it 's  a  marcy  it 

is  so. 
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Wy,  these  chape  fttim  the  North,  with 

hack-bones  to  'em,  darn  'em, 
Ould  he  wuth  more  'au  Genule  Tom 

Thumb  is  to  Bamum  : 
Ther  's  enough  thet  to  office  on  this  very 

plan  grow. 
By  exhibitin'  how  very  smdl  a. man  can 

grow; 
But  an  M.  C.  frum  here  oUera  liastens  to 

state  he 
Belongs  to  the  order  called  invertebraty, 
IVence  some  gret  filologists  judge  primy 

fashy 
Thet  M.  C.  is  M.  T.  by  paronomashy; 
An'  these  few  exceptions  air  loosus  nay- 

tury 
Folks  'ould  put  down  their  quarters  to 

stare  at,  like  fury. 

It 's  no  use  to  open  the  door  o*  success, 
£f  a  member  can  bolt  so  for  nothin'  or 

less; 
Wy,  all  0*  them  grand  constitootional 

pillers 
Our  fore-fathers  fetched  with.'em  over 

the  billers, 
Them  pillers  the  people  so  soundly  hev 

slep'  on, 
Wile  to  slav'i-y,  invasion,  an'  debt  they 

were  swep*  on, 
Wile  our  Destiny  higher  an'  higher  kep' 

m8untin' 
(Though  I  guess  folks  '11  stare  wen  she 

hends  her  account  in), 
£f  members  in  this  way  go  kicken'  agin 

'em, 
They  wunt  hev  so  much  ez  a  feather  left 

in  'em. 

An',  ez  fer  this  Palfrey,*  we  thought  wen 

we  'd  gut  him  in. 
He  *d  go  kindly  in  wutever  harness  we 

put  him  in ; 
Sup)H)8in'  we  did  know  thet  he  wuz  a 

])e&ce  man  ? 
Doos  he  think  he  can  be  Uncle  Samrale's 

policeman. 
An'  wen  Sam  gits  tipsy  an'  kicks  up  a 

riot, 
Lead  him  off  to  the  lockup  to  snooze  till 

he  's  quiet  ? 
Wy,  the  war  is  a  war  thet  true  paytriots 

can  bear,  ef 
It  leads  to  the  fat  promised  land  of  a 

tayriff; 
*  There  U  truth  yet  in  this  of  Juvenal,  — 
**  Dat  ▼•niam  eorria,  vesat  OMMium  colambaa.'' 
a  W. 


We  don't  go  an'  fight  it,  nor  aint  to  bo 

driv  on. 
Nor  Demmercrats  nuther,  thet  hev  wut 

to  live  on ; 
Ef  it  aint  jest  the  thing  thet 's  well 

pleasin'  to  God, 
It  makes  us  thought  highly  on  else- 
where abroad ; 
The  Rooshian  Uack  eagle  looks  blue  in 

his  eerie 
An*  shakes  both  his  heads  wen  he  hears 

o'  Monteery; 
In  tlie  Tower  Victory  sets,  all  of  a  flus- 
ter. 
An*  reads,  with  locked  doors,  how  we 

won  Cherry  Buster; 
An'  old  Philip  Lewis  — thet  come  an' 

kep'  school  here 
Fer  the  mere  sake  o'  scorin'  his  ryalist 

ruler 
On  the  tenderest  part  of  our  kings  m 

future  — 
Hides  his  crown  underneath  an  old  shut 

in  his  bureau, 
Breaks  off  in  his  brags  to  a  suckle  o' 

merry  kings, 
How  he  often  hed  hided  young  native 

Amerrikins, 
An'  turnin'  quite  faint  in  the  midst  of 

his  fooleries, 
Sneaks  down  stairs  to  bolt  the  front 

door  o'  tiie  Tooleries.* 
You  say,  —  "  We  'd  ha'  scared  'em  by 

growin'  in  peace, 
A  plaguy  sight  more  then  by  bobberiss 

like  these  "  ? 
Who  is  it  dares  say  thet  our  na}^ional 

eagle 

•  Jortln  is  willing  to  allow  of  other  miracles 
besides  those  recoided  in  Holy  Writ,  and  why 
not  of  other  prophecies?  It  Is  granting  too 
much  to  Satan  to  suppose  him.  as  diver*  of  the 
learned  hare  dona,  the  inspirer  of  the  ancient 
oracles.  Wiser,  I  esteem  it,  to  give  chance  the 
credit  of  the  successful  ones.  What  is  said 
here  of  Louis  Philippe  was  verilied  in  some  of 
its  minute  particulars  witliin  a  few  months' 
time.  Enough  to  have  made  the  fortune  of 
Delphi  or  Hanmion,  and  no  thanks  to  Beelze- 
bub neither!  Tliat  of  Seneca  in  Medea  wijl 
suit  here:  — 

**  lUplda  f ortuui  ac  levta 
FMMapsqus  regno  eripult,  cxiUio  dcdlt." 

Let  ns  allow,  even  to  richly  deserved  miiifbr> 
tune,  our  oommiseratloD,  and  be  not  over-hasty 
meanwhile  in  our  censure  of  the  French  people, 
left  for  the  first  time  to  govern  themselves,  re- 
membering that  wise  sentence  of  .fschylos,  -- 


'Airav  &  vpaxws  oorw  w  riav  Kpari. 


H.W 
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Wuii*t  mach  lon^r  be  classed  with  the 

birds  thet  air  regal, 
Coz  theim  be  hooknl  beaks,  an'  she, 

after  this  slaughter, 
*11  bring  back  a  bill  ten  times  longer  'n 

she  ough'  to  "  ? 
Wat 's  your  name  ?  Come,  I  see  ye,  you 

up-country  feller. 
You  've  put  me  out  severil  times  with 

your  beller ; 
Out  with  it !    Wat?     Biglow?    I  say 

nothin'  furder, 
Thet  feller  would  l^e  nothin*  better  *n  a 

murder ; 
He  's  a  traiter,   blasphemer,  an'  ¥nit 

ruther  worse  is. 
He  pats  all  his  ath'ism  in  dreffie  bad 

verses; 
Socity  aint  safe  till  sech  monsters  air  oat 

on  it, 
Befer  to  the  Post,  ef  you  hev  the  least 

doubt  on  it; 
Wy,  he  goes  agin  war,  agin  indirect 

taxes. 
Agin  sellin*  wild  lands  *cept  to  settlers 

with  axes. 
Agin  holdin'  o*  slaves,  though  he  knows 

it 's  the  comer 
Oar    libbaty   rests   on,    the    mis'able 

scomer ! 
In  short,  he  would  wholly  upset  with 

his  ravages 
All  thet  keeps  us  above  the  brate  crit- 
ters an*  savi 

pitch 

confusions 
The  holl  of  our  civilized,  free  institu- 
tions; 
He  writes  fer  thet  ruther  unsafe  print, 

the  Courier, 
An*  likely  ez  not  hez  a  squintin*  to 

Foorier ; 
I  '11  be ,  thet  is,  I  mean  I  '11  be 

blest, 
£f  I  hark  to  a  word  fram  so  noted  a 

pest; 
I  sha'  n't  talk  with  kiin,  my  religion  's 

too  fervent. — 
Good  momin*,  my  friends,  1  'm  your 

most  humble  servant 

[Into  the  question,  whether  the  ability  to  ex- 
press oarselves  In  articulate  language  has  been 
productive  of  more  good  or  evil,  I  shall  not  here 
enter  at  laige.  The  two  Cftculties  of  speech  and 
of  speech-making  are  wholly  diverse  in  their 
natures.  Bv  the  first  we  make  ourselves  intel- 
ligible, by  the  last  unintelligible,  to  our  fellows. 
It  has  not  sddom  occurrod  to  me  (noting  how  ' 


ters  an*  savages, 
An'  pitch  into  all  kinds  o'  briles 


in  our  national  legislature  everything  runs  it 
talk,  as  lettuces,  if  the  season  or  Uie  soil  be 
unpropitlotts,  shoot  up  lankly  to  seed,  instead 
of  forming  handsome  heads)  that  Babel  was 
the  first  Congress,  the  earliest  mill  erected  for 
the  manufacture  of  gabble.  In  these  days, 
what  with  Town  Meetings.  School  Committees, 
Boards  (lumber)  of  one  kind  and  anoUier,  Con- 
mises,  Pu-liainents,  Diets.  Indian  Councils, 
Palavers,  and  the  like,  there  Is  scarce  a  village 
whicli  has  not  its  factories  of  tliis  description 
driven  by  milk-and-water  power.  I  cannot 
conceive  the  conltision  of  tongues  to  have  been 
the  curse  of  Babel,  since  I  esteem  my  ignorance 
of  other  languages  as  a  kind  of  Martelio-tower, 
in  which  I  am  safe  fh>m  the  ftirious  bombard- 
ments of  foreign  garrulity.  For  tliis  reason  1 
have  ever  preferred  the  study  of  the  dead  lan- 
guages, those  primitive  formations  being  Ara- 
rats  upon  whose  silent  peaks  I  sit  Kecure  and 
watch  this  new  deluge  without  fear,  though  it 
rain  figures  (simulacra,  semblances)  of  speech 
forty  davs  and  nights  together,  as  it  not  un- 
conimoulv  happens.  Thus  is  my  coat,  as  it 
were,  without  buttons  bv  which  any  but  a  ver- 
nacular wild  bore  can  seise  me.  Is  it  not  pos- 
sible that  the  Shakers  may  intend  to  convey  a 
quiet  reproof  and  hint,  in  fastening  their  outer 
garments  witli  hooks  and  eyes? 

This  reflection  concerning  Babel,  which  I 
find  in  no  Commentary,  was  first  thrown  upon 
my  mind  when  an  excellent  deacon  of  uiy  con- 
gr^ation  rbeing  infected  with  the  Second  Ad- 
vent delusion)  assured  me  tliat  he  had  received 
a  first  instalment  of  the  gift  of  tongues  as  a 
small  earnest  of  larger  possessions  in  the  like 
kind  to  follow.  For.  or  a  truth,  I  could  not 
reconcile  it  with  my  Ideas  of  the  Divine  justice 
and  mercy  that  the  single  wall  which  protected 
people  of  other  languages  fh>m  the  incunions 
of  tnis  othemrlse  well-meaning  propagandist 
should  be  broken  down. 

In  reading  Congressional  debates.  I  have  fan- 
cied, that,  after  the  subsidence  of  those  painful 
bunings  in  the  brain  which  result  from  such 
exercises,  I  detected  a  slender  residuum  of  val- 
uable information.  I  nuide  tlie  discovery  that 
nothing  takes  longer  in  the  saying  than  an>'thTng 
else,  for  as  ex  nikilo  nihil  fit,  so  from  one  poly- 
pus wslhimq  any  number  of  similar  ones  may  be 
produced.  I  would  recommend  to  the  attention 
of  vim  voce  debaters  and  controversialijtts  the 
admirable  example  of  the  monk  Copres,  who. 
In  the  fourth  century,  stood  for  half  an  hour 
in  the  midst  of  a  great  fire,  and  thereby  silenced 
a  Mauichcan  antagonist  who  had  less  of  tlie 
salamander  in  him.  As  for  those  who  quarrel 
in  print*  I  have  no  concern  with  them  here, 
since  the  eyelids  are  a  divinely  granted  shield 
against  all  such.  Moreover,  I  have  ob6er\'ed 
in  many  modem  books  that  the  printed  i-toriion 
is  becoming  gradually  smaller,  and  the  number 
of  blank  or  fiy-leaves  (as  they  are  called)  great- 
er. Should  this  fortunate  tendency  of  litera- 
ture continue,  books  will  grow  more  valuable 
from  year  to  year,  and  the  whole  Serbonlan  bog 
yield  to  the  advances  of  firm  arable  land. 

The  sagacious  Lacedsrnoniaus  hearing  that 
Tesephoue  had  bragged  that  he  could  talk  all 
day  long  on  any  given  suluect,  made  no  more 
ado,  but  forthwith  banished  him,  whereby  thev 
supplied  him  a  topic  and  at  the  same  time  took 
care  that  his  experiment  upon  it  should  be  tried 
outofear«hot 
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I  haT«  wondered,  In  the  Refmeentetlves' 
Chanjber  of  our  own  Commonwealth,  to  mark 
Low  little  impression  seemed  to  be  produced 
by  that  emblematic  Ash  suspended  over  the 
heads  of  the  members.  Our  wiser  ancestors, 
no  doubt,  hung  it  there  as  being  the  snimal 
which  the  Pvthagoreaiis  reverenced  for  its  si- 
lence, and  which  certainly  in  that  particular 
does  not  so  well  merit  Uie  epithet  cold-blooded, 
bv  which  naturalists  distinguish  it.  as  certain 
bipeds,  afflicted  with  ditch-water  on  the  brain, 
who  take  occasion  to  tap  themselves  in  Fan- 
sail  Halls,  meeting-houses,  and  other  places  of 
pubUcresort  — 11  W.] 


No.  V. 
THE  DEBATE  IN  THE  SENNIT. 

80T  TO  A  NU8RT  RHTME. 

^Tn  Incident  which  gave  rise  to  the  debate 
satirised  in  the  following  verses  was  the  un- 
snccessftd  attempt  of  Drayton  and  Sayres  to 
give  freedom  to  seventy  men  and  women,  fel- 
low-beings and  fellow-Christians.  HadTi-ipoli, 
instead  of  Washington,  been  the  scene  of  this 
nndertakiog,  the  unhappy  leaders  in  it  would 
have  been  as  secure  of  tlie  theoretic  as  they 
now  are  of  the  practical  part  of  martyrdom.  I 
question  whether  the  Dey  of  Tripoli  is  blessed 
with  a  District  Attorney  so  benighted  ss  ours 
at  the  seat  of  government  Very  fltlv  is  he 
named  Key,  who  would  allow  himself  to  be 
made  the  instrument  of  locking  the  door  of 
hoi^e  sgainst  RufTerers  in  such  a  cause.  Not  all 
the  waters  of  the  ocean  can  cleanse  the  vile 
smutch  of  the  Jailer's  fingers  trom  off  that  little 
Key.    Ahenta  davU,  a  brazen  Key  indeed  1 

Mr.  Calhoun,  who  is  made  the  chief  speaker 
to  this  bnrlesqae,  seems  to  think  that  the  light 
of  the  nineteenth  century  is  to  be  put  out  as 
soon  ss  he  tinkles  his  little  row-bell  ciufew. 
Whenever  sUvery  is  touched,  he  sets  np  his 
scarecrow  of  dissolving  the  Union.  This  may 
do  for  the  North,  but  f  should  conjecture  that 
something  more  than  a  pnmpkin-lantem  is  re- 
quired to  scare  manifest  and  irretrievable  Des- 
tiny out  of  her  path.  Mr.  Calhoun  cannot  let 
go  the  apron-stnng  of  the  Past  The  Past  is  a 
good  nurse,  but  we  must  be  weaned  from  her 
sooner  or  later,  even  thougli.  like  Plotinus,  we 
should  run  home  trom  school  to  ask  the  breast, 
after  we  are  tolerably  well-grown  youths.  It 
will  not  do  for  us  to  hide  our  faces  in  her  lap, 
whenever  the  strange  Future  holds  out  her 
arms  and  asks  ns  to  come  to  her. 

But  we  are  all  alike.  We  have  all  heard  it 
said,  often  enough,  that  little  boys  must  not 
play  with  lire ;  and  yet,  if  the  matches  be  taken 
away  firom  us,  and  put  out  of  reach  upon  the 
shelf,  we  must  needs  get  into  our  little  corner, 
and  scowl  and  stamp  and  threaten  the  dire  re- 
venge of  going  to  bed  without  our  supper.  The 
world  shall  stop  till  we  getonr  dangerous  play- 
thing again.  Dame  Earth,  meanwhile,  who  has 
more  than  enough  household  matters  to  mind, 
({oes  bustling  hither  and  thither  as  a  hiss  or  a 
sputter  tells  her  that  this  or  that  kettle  of  hers 
is  boiling  over,  and  before  bedtime  we  are  glad 


I  to  eat  our  porridge  cold,  and  gulp  down  our 
dlcnity  along  with  it 

I     Mr.  Calhoun  has  somehow  acouired  the  name 
'  of  a  great  statesman,  and,  if  it  be  great  states- 
I  roanship  to  put  Unce  in  rest  and  run  a  tilt  at 
I  the  Spirit  of  the  Age  witif  the  certainty  of  be- 
,  ing  next  moment  hurled  neck  and  heels  into 
,  the  duift  amid  univemal  laughter,  he  deserves 
>  the  title.     He  is  the  Sir  Kay  of  our  modem 
chivalry.    He  should  remember  the  old  Scan- 
dinavian mythus.    Thor  was  the  strongest  of 
gods,  but  he  could  not  wrestle  with  Time,  nor 
HO  much  as  lift  up  a  fold  of  the  great  smike 
which  bound  the  univene  together :  and  when 
he  smote  the  Earth,  though  with  his  terrible 
maUet,  it  was  but  as  if  a  leaf  had  fallen.    Yet 
all  the  while  it  seemed  to  Tlior  that  he  had 
only  been  wrestling  with  an  old  woman,  striv- 
ing to  lift  a  cat,  and  striking  a  stupid  giant  ou 
the  head. 

And  in  old  times,  doubtless,  the  giants  wen 
stupid,  and  there  was  no  bettor  sport  for  the 
Sir  Launcelots  and  Sir  Oawains  than  to  go 
about  cutting  off  their  great  blundering  heads 
with  enchanted  Hwords.  But  things  have  won- 
derfully changed.  It  is  the  giants,  nowadays, 
that  have  the  science  and  the  Intelligence, 
while  Uie  chivalrous  Don  Quixotes  of  Consen'a- 
tism  still  cumber  themselves  with  the  clunuiy 
armor  of  a  bygone  age.  On  whirk  the  restless 
globe  Uirough  unsounded  time,  with  its  cities 
and  its  silences,  its  births  and  Minerals,  half 
light,  half  shade,  but  never  wholly  dark,  and 
sure  to  swing  round  into  the  happy  morning 
at  last  With  an  involuntary  smile,  one  sees 
Mr.  Calhotm  letting  slip  his  pack- thread  cable 
with  a  crooked  pin  at  the  end  of  it  to  anchor 
South  Carolina  upon  the  bank  and  shoal  of  the 
Past—  H.  W.] 


TO  MR  BUCKENAM. 

MR.  Editbr,  As  i  wnz  kinder  pmnin 
round,  in  a  little  nussry  sot  out  a  year  or 
2  a  go.  the  Dbait  in  the  sennit  cum  inter 
my  mmti  Au  so  i  took  &  Sot  it  to  wut  I 
call  a  nussry  rime.  I  hev  made  sum  onna- 
ble  Qentlemnn  speak  that  dident  speak  in 
a  Kind  uv  Poetikul  lie  sense  the  seeson  is 
dreffle  backerd  up  This  way 

ewers  as  ushul 

HOSEA  BIGLOW. 

"Here  we  stan'  on  the  Constitution,  by 
•    thunder  1 
It  *8  a  fact  o'  wich  ther  *8  bushils  o' 
proofs ; 
For  how  could  we  trample  on  *t  so,   I 
wonder, 
£f  't  wom't  thet  it 's  oilers  under  our 
hoofs?" 
Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he ; 
"Human  rights  haint  no  more 
Right  to  come  on  this  floor, 
No  more  'n  the  man  iii  the  moon,* 
bcz  he. 
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'*  The  North  haint  no  kind  o'  bigness 

Ef  brains  wuz  to  settle  it  (horrid  reflec- 

1 

1                         with  nothiu', 

tion!) 

An'  you  Ve  no  idee  how  much  bother 

Wich  of  our  onnable  body  'd  be  safe?" 

1 

it  saves ; 

Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ; — 

We  aint  none  riled  by  their  frettin*  an* 

Sez  Mister  Hanne^n, 

i 

1                         frothin'. 

Afore  he  began  a^, 

,             We  're  used  to  layin*  the  string  on  our 

"Thet  exception   is  quite  opper- 

i 

slaves," 

toon,"  sez  he. 

1 

1 

Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ; — 

1 

Sez  Mister  Foote, 

"Gen'nle  Cass,   Sir,   you  needn't  bo 

<*  I  should  like  to  shoot 

twitchin'  your  collar, 

t 

The  hoU  gang,  by  the  gret  horn 

Your  merit 's  ouite  clear  by  the  dut 
on  your  knees. 
At  the  North  we  don't  make  no  distinc- 

spoon !  "  sez  he. 

1 

'          '*  Freedom's  Keystone  is  Slavery,  thet 

tions  o'  color ; 

! 

1                         ther  's  no  doubt  on. 

You  can  all  take  a  lick  at  our  shoes 

1 

It 's  Butthin'  thet 's— wha'  d*   ye  call 

wen  you  please," 

1 

it!  — divine,— 

Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ;— 

An'  the  slaves  thet  we  oilers  mcdce  the 

Sez  Mister  Jamagin, 

most  out  on 

*•  They  wunt  hev  to  lam  agin. 

Air  them  north  o'  Mason  an'  Dixon's 

They  allon 'em  know  the  old  toon," 

line," 

sez  he. 

. 

Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ;  — 

"  Fer  all  thet,"  sez  Mangum, 

"  The  slavery  (question  aint  no  ways  be- 
wildenn*. 
North  an'  South  hev  one  int'rest,  it 's 

**'T  would  be  better  to  hang 'em. 
An*  so  git  red  on  'em  soon,"  sez  he. 

6 

plain  to  a  glance  ; 

"  The  mass  ough*  to  labor  an'  we  lay  on 

No'them  men,  like  us  patriarchs,  don't 

soffies, 

sell  their  childrin, 

Thet 's  the  reason  I  want  to  spread 

But  they  du  sell  themselves,  ef  they 

Freedom's  aree ; 

git  a  good  chance," 
Sez  John  0.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ;— 

It  puts  all  the  cunninest  on  us  in  office, 

An'    reelises   our    Maker's    orig'nal 

Sez  Atherton  here, 

idee," 

"This  is  gittin'  severe, 
I  wish  I  could  dive  like  a  loon,"  ses 

Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ;— 

"Thet 's  ez  plain,"  sez  Cass, 

he. 

"  £z  thet  some  one  's  an  ass, 

It 's  ez  clear  ez  the  sun  is  at  noon," 

"  It  '11  break  up  the  Union,  this  talk 

sez  he. 

about  freedom, 
An'  your  fact'ry  gals  (soon  ez  we  split) 

" Now  don't  go  to  say  I'm  the  friend  of 

'11  make  head. 

oppression. 

An'  gittin'  some  Miss  chief  or  other  to 

But  keep  all  your  spare  breath  fer 

lead  'em, 

coolin'  your  broth. 

'11    go    to  work  raisin*  permiscoous 

Fer  I  oilers  hev  strove  (at  least  thet 's 

Ned." 

my  impression) 

Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  : — 

1              To  make  cussed  free  with  the  rights  o' 

"  Yes,  the  North,"  sez  Colquitt, 

i                        the  North," 

"  Ef  we  Southeners  all  quit, 

Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ;— 

Would  go  down  like  a  busted  bal- 

" Yes,"  sez  Davis  o' Miss., 

loon,"  sez  he. 

'                     "  The  perfection  o*  bliss 

1                 Is  in  skinnin'  thet  same  old  coon," 

"Jest  look  wut  is  doin',  wut  annyky  's 

!                        sez  he. 

brewin' 
In  the  beautiful  clime  o'  the  olive  an' 

j          "Slavery  *s  a  thing  thet  depends  on 

vine, 

j                         complexion. 

All  the  wise  aristoxy  's  a  tumblin*  to  niin. 

1              It's  God's  law  thet  fetters  on  black 

An'  the  sankvlota  drorin'  an'  drinkin' 

1 

skins  don't  chafe ; 

their  wine," 
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Sc2  John  C.  CalhouD,  sez  he  ; — 
**  Yes,"  sez  Johnson,  **in  France 
They  're  beginnin'  to  dance 

Beelzebub's  own  rigadooo,"  sez  he. 

"  The  South 's  safe  enough,  it  don't  feel 
a  mite  skeery, 
Our  slaves  in  their  darkness  an*  dut 
air  tu  blest 
Not  to  welcome  with  proud  hallylugers 
the  ery 
Wen  our  eagle  kicks  youm  from  the 
naytional  nest,' 
Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ; — 
«*  0,"  sez  Westcott  o*  Florida, 
"  Wut  treason  is  horrider 
Then  our  priv'leges  tryin'  to  proon  ? " 
sez  he. 

**  It 's  *coz  they  're  so  happy,  thet,  wen 
crazy  sarpints 
Stick  their  nose  in  our  bizness,  we  git 
so  darned  riled ; 
We  think  it 's  our  dooty  to  give  pooty 
sharp  hints, 
Thet  the  last  cruntb  of  Edin  on  airth 
sha*  n't  be  spiled," 
Sez  John  C.  Calhoun,  sez  he  ;  — 
**  Ah,"  sez  Dixon  H.  Lewis, 
**  It  perfectly  true  is 
Thet  slavery 's  airth's  grettest  boon, " 
sez  he. 

[It  was  said  of  old  time,  that  richer  have 
wings ;  and,  though  this  be  not  applicable  in 
a  literal  strictness  to  the  wealth  of  our  patri- 
archal brethren  of  the  South,  yet  it  is  clear  that 
their  possessions  have  legs,  and  an  unncconnt- 
aMe  propensity  for  using  them  in  a  northerly 
•lirection.  I  marvel  that  the  grand  jury  of 
Washington  did  not  find  a  true  bill  a^^inst  the 
North  Star  for  aiding  and  abetting  Drayton  and 
Sayrea  It  would  have  been  quite  of  a  i»iece 
with  the  intelligence  displayetl  by  the  South 
nn  other  questions  connected  with*  slavery.  I 
think  that  no  ship  of  state  was  ever  freighted 
with  a  more  veritable  Jonah  than  is  this  same 
domestic  institution  of  ours.  Meplilst<ii>heles 
himself  coiildnotfeitm  so  bitterly,  so  satirically 
sad  a  aiiihi  as  this  of  three  niilfions  of  human 
beings  crushed  beyond  help  or  hope  by  this 
one  mighty  arpuinent,  —  Our  fathrrn  kixnc  no 
hfttcr !  Nevertheless,  it  is  the  tmavoidable  des- 
tiny of  Jonahs  to  be  oast  overboard  .woner  or 
later.  Or  shall  we  tr>'  the  experiment  of  hid- 
ing our  Jonah  in  a  safe  place,  that  none  may 
lay  hands  on  him  to  make  jetsam  of  him  ?  Let 
us,  then,  with  equal  forethought  and  wisdom, 
lash  ourselves  to  the  anchor,  and  await,  in  pious 
confidence,  the  certain  result.  Perliaps  our 
suspicions  passenger  is  no  Jonah  after  all,  be- 
ing black.  For  it  is  well  known  that  a  RUfvrin- 
tending  Providence  made  a  kind  of  s-indwich 
of  Ham  and  his  descendants,  to  be  devoured 
\j  the  Caucasian  race. 


In  God's  name,  let  all,  who  hear  nearer  and 
nearer  the  hungry  moan  of  the  storm  and  the 
growl  of  the  bi-eakers,  speak  out  I  But.  alas  I 
we  have  no  right  to  interfere.  If  a  man  pluck 
an  apple  of  mme,  he  shall  be  in  danger  of  the 
justice :  but  if  he  steal  my  brother,  I  must  be 
silent  Who  says  this?  Our  Constitution,  con- 
secrated by  the  callous  consuetude  of  sixty 
years,  and  grasped  in  triumphant  alignment  by 
the  left  hand  of  him  whose  right  hand  clutches 
the  clotted  slave-whip.  Justice,  venerable  with 
the  undethronable  majesty  of  countless  leons, 
says, ^ Speak!  The  Put,  wise  with  the  sor- 
rows and  desolations  of  ages,  fVora  andd  her 
shattered  &nes  and  wolf-housing  palaces,  ech- 
oes, —  Speak  !  Nature,  through  her  thousand 
trumpets  of  freedom,  her  stars,  her  sunrises, 
her  seas,  her  winds,  her  cataracts,  her  moun- 
tains blue  with  cloudy  pines,  blows  Jubilant 
encouragement,  and  cries.— Speak  1  From 
the  soul's  trembling  abysses  the  still,  small 
voice  not  vaguely  murmurs,  —  Speak  1  But, 
alas  I  the  Constitution  and  the  Honorable  Mr. 
Bagowind.  M.  C,  say  —  Be  dumb  ! 

It  occurs  to  me  to  suggest,  as  a  topic  of  in- 
quiry in  this  connection,  whether,  on  that  mo- 
mentous occasion  when  the  goats  and  the  sheep 
shall  be  iiarted,  the  Constitution  and  the  Hon- 
orable Mr  Bagowind,  M.  C,  will  be  expected 
to  take  their  places  on  the  left  as  oar  nircine 
vicars. 

Quid  sum  mU$r  tunc  dicturust 
Quem  patronuM  rogatunu  t 

There  is  a  point  where  toleration  sinks  into 
sheer  baseness  and  poltroonery.  The  toleration 
of  the  worst  leads  us  to  look  on  what  is  barely 
better  as  good  enough,  and  to  worship  what  is 
only  moderately  good.  Woe  to  that  man.  or 
that  nation,  to  whom  mediocrity  has  become  an 
ideal  I 

Has  onr  experiment  of  self-government  suc- 
ceeded, if  it  barely  manage  to  ruh  and  got 
Here.  now.  is  a  piece  of  Imrbarism  which  Christ 
and  the  nineteenth  century  say  shall  c^ase,  and 
which  Messrs.  Smith.  Brown,  and  othen  say 
shall  not  cease.  I  would  by  no  means  deny  the 
eminent  respectability  of  these  gentlemen',  bat 
I  confess,  that,  in  siich  a  wrestling-match,  I 
cannot  help  having  my  fears  for  them. 

DisdU  juUitiam,  monUi,  <t  non  Umnnt  divot. 
H.  W.) 


No.  VI. 
THE  PIOUS  EDITOR'S  CREED. 

[At  the  special  instance  of  Mr.  Biglow,  I 
preface  the  following  satire  with  an  extract 
from  a  sermon  preached  during  the  })ast  sum- 
mer, from  Ezekiel  xxxiv.  2:  "Son  of  man, 
prophesy  against  the  shepherds  of  Israel." 
Since  the  Sabbath  on  which  this  discourse  was 
delivered,  the  editor  of  the  "Jaalam  Indepen- 
dent Blunderbuss"  has  unaccountably  absented 
himself  from  our  house  of  worship. 

"  I  know  of  no  so  responsible  position  as  that 
of  the  public  Joumnli«»t  The  e<iitor  of  our  day 
benrs  the  same  relation  to  his  time  that  the 
cleric  bore  to  the  age  l)efore  the  invention  of 
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printiag.  Indeed,  the  position  which  lie  holds 
18  that  which  the  clei^msn  should  hold  even 
now.  But  the  clergyman  ehooBea  to  walk  off  to 
the  extreme  edge  of  the  world,  and  to  throw 
such  seed  as  he  lias  clear  over  into  that  dark- 
ness which  he  calls  the  Next  Life.  As  if  next 
did  not  mean  nearest,  nnd  as  if  any  life  were 
nearer  tlian  that  immediately  ^>resentone  which 
boils  and  eddies  all  around  him  at  the  caucus, 
the  ratillcation  meeting,  and  the  polls  !  H^lio 
taught  him  to  exhort  men  to  prepare  for  eter- 
nity, as  foi  some  ftiture  era  of  which  the  pres- 
ent forms  no  integral  part  ?  The  furrow  whieli 
Time  is  even  now  turning  runs  thr  ugh  the 
Everlasting,  and  in  that  must  he  plant,  or  no- 
where. Yet  he  would  fain  believe  and  teach 
that  we  are  goiM  to  have  more  of  eternity  than 
we  have  now.  This  going  of  his  is  like  that  of 
tlie  auctioneer,  on  which  gone  follows  before  we 
have  made  up  our  minds  to  bid.  — in  which 
manner,  not  three  mouths  back,  I  lost  an  ex- 
cellent copy  of  Chappelow  on  Job.  So  it  has 
come  to  jposs  that  the  preacher,  instead  of  be- 
ing a  living  force,  has  faded  into  an  emblematic 
figure  at  christenings,  weddings,  and  funerals. 
Or,  if  he  exercise  any  other  mnction,  it  is  as 
keeper  and  feeder  of  certain  theologic  dogmas, 
which,  when  occasion  offers,  he  unkennels  with 
a  etaiwy  I  '  to  bark  and  bite  as  't  is  their  nature 
to.*  whence  that  reproach  of  oditivi  tkeologicum 
has  arisen. 

"Meanwhile,  see  what  a  pulpit  the  editor 
mounts  daily,  sometimes  with  a  congregation 
of  fifty  thousand  within  rrach  of  his  voice,  and 
never  so  much  as  a  nodder,  even,  among  them  ! 
And  ttoni  what  a  Bible  can  he  choose  his  text. 
—  a  Bible  which  needs  no  translation,  and 
which  no  priestcraft  can  shut  and  clasp  (him 
the  laity,  —tlie  open  volume  of  the  world.  u)ion 
which,  witli  a  pen  of  sunshine  or  destroying 
Are.  the  inspired  Present  is  even  now  writing 
the  annals  of  God  !  Metliiuks  the  editor  who 
should  undenitand  his  calling,  and  be  equal 
thereto,  would  truly  deserve  that  title  of  irocfii|i' 
Kaiuf,  which  Homer  bestows  upon  princes.  He 
would  lie  the  Moses  of  our  nineteenth  century : 
and  whereas  the  old  Sinai,  silent  now,  is  but  a 
common  mountain  stared  at  by  the  elegant 
tourist  and  crawled  over  by  the  hammering 

f geologist,  he  raiwt  find  his  tables  of  the  new  law 
lere  nmong  factories  and  cities  in  this  Wilder- 
ness of  Sin  (Numbers  xxxiii.  12)  called  Ppoctcss 
of  Civilization,  and  be  the  captain  of  our  Exo- 
dus into  the  Cnnaan  of  a  tnier  social  order. 

"  Nevertheless,  our  editor  will  not  come  so 
tnr  within  even  the  shadow  of  Sinai  as  Mahomet 
did.  but  chooses  rather  to  construe  Moses  by 
Joe  Smith.  He  takes  up  the  crook,  not  that 
the  sheep  may  be  fed,  hut  thnt  he  may  never 
want  a  warm  woollen  suit  and  a  Joint  of  mut- 
ton. 

Immemor,  O.fidH,  peeoruniqxu  oblite  twrum ! 

For  which  reason  I  would  derive  the  name 
editor  not  so  much  from  «7o.  to  publish,  as  from 
•do.  to  eat,  that  being  the  peculiar  profession 
to  which  he  esteems  himself  called.  He  blows 
up  the  flames  of  political  discord  for  no  other 
occasion  than  that  he  may  thereby  handily  Iwil 
his  own  pot  I  believe  there  are  two  thousand 
of  these  mutton-loving  shephenls  in  the  United 
States,  and  of  th&se,  how  many  have  even  the 
Aimmest  perception  of  their  immense  power. 


and  the  duties  conseouent  thereon  ?  Here  and 
there,  haply,  one.  Nine  hundred  and  nine  ty- 
nine  labor  to  impress  upon  the  people  the 
great  principles  of  Tweedledum,  and  other  nine 
hundred  and  ninety-nine  preach  with  equal 
earnestness  the  gospel  according  to  TVweeU*- 
d«e.^'  — H.  W.] 

I  DU  believe  in  Freedom's  cause, 

Ez  fur  away  ez  Payris  is  ; 
I  love  to  see  her  stick  her  claws 

In  them  infamal  Phayrisees ; 
It 's  wal  enoiiffh  agin  a  king 

To  dror  resolves  an*  trip^rs,  — 
But  libbaty  's  a  kind  o'  thing 

Thet  don't  agree  with  niggers. 

I  du  believe  the  people  want 

A  tax  on  teas  an'  coffees, 
Thet  nothin'  aint  extra vygunt, — 

Purvidin*  I  'm  in  office ; 
Fer  I  hev  loved  my  country  sence 

My  eye-teeth  filled  their  sockets, 
An'  Uncle  Sam  I  reverence, 

Partic'larly  his  pockets. 

I  du  believe  in  any  plan 

O'  lev}-in*\the  taxes, 
Ez  long  ez,  like  a  Imnberman, 

I  git  jest  wut  I  axes; 
I  go  free-trade  thru  thick  an'  thin, 

Because  it  kind  o'  rouses 
The  folks  to  vote,  —  an'  keeps  us  in 

Our  quiet  custom-houses. 

I  du  believe  it 's  wise  an*  good 

To  sen'  out  furrin  missions, 
Thet  is,  on  sailin  understood 

An'  orthydox  conditions  ;  — 
I  mean  nine  thousan*  dolls,  per  ann., 

Nine  thousan'  more  fer  outfit, 
An'  me  to  recommend  a  man 

The  place  'ould  jest  about  fit 

I  du  believe  in  special  ways 

0'  prayin'  an'  convartin' ; 
The  bread  comes  back  in  many  days, 

An'  buttered,  tu,  fer  sartin  ; 
I  mean  in  preyin*  till  one  busts 

On  wut  the'party  chooses, 
An'  in  convartin*  public  trusts 

To  very  privit  uses. 

I  du  believe  hard  coin  the  stuff 
Fer  'lectioneers  to  spout  on  ; 

The  people  *s  oilers  soft  enough 
To  make  hard  money  out  on  ; 

Dear  Uncle  Sam  pervides  fVr  his. 
An'  gives  a  good-sized  junk  to  all:  — 
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tf  don't  care  how  hard  money  is, 
£z  long  ez  mine  's  paid  pimctooal. 

I  du  believe  with  all  my  soul 

In  the  gret  loess's  freedom, 
To  pint  the  people  to  the  goal 

An'  in  the  traces  lead  'em  ; 
Palsied  the  arm  thet  forges  yokes 

At  my  fat  contracts  s«iiuntiD*, 
An'  withered  be  the  nose  thet  pokes 

Inter  the  gov'ment  printin' ! 

I  du  believe  thet  I  should  give 

Wut  's  his'n  unto  Csesar, 
Fer  it 's  by  him  I  move  an'  live, 

Frum  him  my  bread  an'  cheese  air ; 
1  du  believe  thet  all  o'  me 

Doth  bear  his  superscription,  — 
Will,  conscience,  honor,  honesty, 

An'  things  o'  thet  description. 

I  du  believe  in  prayer  an'  praise 

To  him  thet  hez  the  grantin' 
0'  jobs,  —  in  every  thin'  thet  pays, 

But  most  of  all  in  Cantin*  ; 
This  doth  my  cup  vdth  marcies  fill, 

This  lays  all  thought  o'  sin  to  rest,  — 
I  d(m*i  believe  in  pnncerple, 

But  0,  I  du  in  interest. 

1  du  believe  in  bein'  this 

Or  thet,  ez  it  may  happen 
One  way  or  f  other  hendiest  is 

To  ketch  the  people  nappin' ; 
It  aint  by  princerpies  nor  men 

My  preudunt  course  is  steadied,  — 
I  scent  wich  pays  the  best,  an'  then 

Go  into  it  t»ldheaded. 

I  du  believe  thet  holdin*  slaves 

Comes  nat'ral  to  a  Presidunt, 
Let  'lone  the  rowdedow  it  saves 

To  hev  a  wal-broke  precedunt ; 
Fer  any  office,  small  or  gret, 

I  could  n't  ax  with  no  face, 
'athout  I  M  ben,  thru  dry  an'  wet, 

Th*  unrizzest  kind  o*  doughface. 

1  du  believe  wutever  trash 

'11  keep  the  people  in  blindness,  — 
Thet  we  the  Mexicuns  can  thrash 

Right  inter  brotherly  kindness, 
Thet  bombshells,  grape,  an'  powder  'n' 
ball 

Air  good- will's  strongest  magnets, 
Thet  peac^,  to  make  it  stick  at  all, 

Must  be  druv  in  with  bagnets. 


In  short,  I  firmly  du  believe 

In  Humbug  generally, 
Fer  it 's  a  thing  thet  I  ^lerceive 

To  hev  a  solid  vally  ; 
This  heth  my  faithful  shepherd  ben, 

In  pasturs  sweet  heth  led  me, 
An'  this  '11  keep  the  people  green 

To  feed  ez  they  hev  fed  me. 

[I  suttjoin  here  another  passage  from  my 
before-mentioned  discourse. 

*'  Wonderful,  to  him  that  has  eyes  to  see  tt 
rightly,  is  the  newsiuiper.  To  me,  for  exam- 
ple, sitting  on  the  critiCHi  front  bench  of  the 
pit,  in  luy  study  here  in  Janlam,  the  advent 
of  my  weekly  Journal  is  an  that  of  a  strolling 
theatre,  or  rather  of  a  puppet-show,  on  whose 
stage,  narrow  as  it  is,  the  tragedy,  comedy,  and 
farce  of  life  are  played  in  little.  Behold  the 
whole  huge  earth  sent  to  me  hebdomadally  in 
a  brown-paper  wrapper ! 

"  Hither,  to  my  obscure  comer,  by  wind  or 
steam,  on  horseback  or  dromedary-back,  in  the 
pouch  of  the  Indian  runner,  or  clicking  over 
the  magnetic  wires,  troop  all  the  famous  per- 
fonners  trom  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe. 
Looked  at  fh>m  a  point  of  criticism,  tiny  pup- 
pets they  seem  all,  as  the  etlitor  »ets  up  his 
booth  ujion  my  desk  and  officiates  as  showman. 
Now  I  can  truly  see  how  little  and  transitory 
is  life.  The  earth  appears  almost  as  a  drop  of 
vinegar,  on  which  the  solar  microscope  of  the 
imagination  must  be  brought  to  bear  in  order 
to  make  out  anything  distinctly.  That  animal- 
cule there,  in  the  pea-jacket,  is  Louis  Philippe, 
just  landed  on  the  coast  of  England  That 
other,  in  the  gray  surtout  and  cocked  hat,  is 
Napoleon  Bonaparte  Smith,  a.<»uring  France 
that  she  need  apprehend  no  inteKerence  trom 
him  in  the  present  alarming  juncture.  At  that 
spot,  where  vou  seem  to  see  a  speck  of  some- 
thing in  motion,  is  nn  immeiise  nuiss-meeting. 
Look  sharper,  and  you  will  see  a  mite  bran- 
dishing his  mandibles  in  an  excited  manner. 
That  is  the  great  Mr.  Soandso,  defining  his  po- 
sition amid  tumultuous  and  irrepressible  cheers. 
That  infinitesimal  creature,  u]K>n  whom  some 
score  of  others,  as  minute  as  he,  are  gazing  in 
open-mouthed  admiration,  is  a  fiimous  philoso- 
pher, expounding  to  a  select  audience  theii 
capacity  for  the  Infinite.  That  scarce  discern- 
ible pufllet  of  smoke  and  dust  is  a  revolution. 
That  speck  there  is  a  refonner,  just  arranging 
the  lever  with  which  he  is  to  move  the  world. 
And  lo,  there  creeps  forward  the  shadow  of  a 
skeleton  that  blows  one  breath  between  its 
grinning  teeth,  and  all  our  distinguished  acton 
are  whisked  off  the  slippery  stage  into  the  dark 
Beyond. 

"  Yes,  the  little  show-box  has  its  solemner 
suggestions.  Now  and  then  we  catch  a  glimpse 
of  a  grim  old  man,  who  lays  down  a  scythe  and 
hour-glasR  in  the  comer  while  he  shifts  the 
scenes.  There,  too,  in  the  dim  background,  a 
weird  shape  Is  ever  delving.  Sometimes  he 
leans  upon  his  mattock,  and  gazes,  as  a  coach 
whirls  by.  bearing  the  newly  married  on  their 
wedding  jaunt,  or  glances  carelessly  at  a  babe 
brouglit  home  fh>m  christening.  Suddenly  (for 
the  scene  grows  larger  and  larger  as  we  look)  a 
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Ixiny  hand  snatehea  back  a  performer  in  the 
midst  of  his  pnrt.  and  him.  wltom  yesterday 
two  iutlnities  (paMt  and  future)  would  not  suf- 
fice, n  handful  of  dust  is  enough  to  cover  and 
silence  forever.  Nay,  we  see  the  same  fleabless 
fln^er^i  opening  to  clutch  the  showman  himself, 
and  guesK.  not  without  a  shudder,  tliat  they  are 
lying  in  wait  lor  si^ectator  also. 

"Think  of  it :  fur  three  dollars  a  year  I  buy 
a  season-ticket  to  this  great  Globe  Theatre,  for 
which  God  would  wiite  the  dramas  (only  that 
we  like  farces.  si>ectai'le8,  and  the  tragedies  of 
Apollj-on  better),  whose  scene-shifter  is  Time, 
and  whose  curtain  is  ning  down  by  Death. 

"  Such  thoughts  will  occur  to  me  sometimes 
as  I  am  tearing  olT  the  wrapper  of  my  news- 
paper. Then  suddenly  that  othenKise  too  often 
vacant  sheet  becomes  invested  for  me  with  a 
strange  kind  of  awe.  Ix>ok  !  deaths  and  mar- 
riages, notices  of  inventions,  discoveries,  and 
books,  lists  of  promotions,  of  killed,  wounded, 
and  missing,  news  of  fires,  accidents,  of  sudden 
wealth  and  as  sudden  poverty  :  —  I  hold  In  my 
hand  the  ends  of  myriad  invisible  electric  con- 
ductors, along  which  tremble  the  joys,  sorrows, 
wrongs,  triuinplis,  lioi>es,  and  despairs  of  as 
many  men  and  women  everywhere.  So  that 
upon  that  mood  of  mind  which  seems  to  isolate 
me  fVom  mankind  as  a  spectator  of  their  pup- 
pet-pranks, another  suviervenes,  in  which  I 
feel  that  1,  too,  unknown  and  unheard  of,  am 
yet  of  some  import  to  my  fellows.  For,  through 
my  newspni^er  here,  do  not  families  take  pains 
to  send  me,  an  entire  stranger,  news  of  a  death 
among  them  ?  Are  not  here  two  who  would 
have  me  know  of  their  marriage  ?    And,  stran- 

eest  of  all,  is  not  this  singular  person  anxious  to 
ave  me  infonnwl  that  lie  has  received  a  fresh 
supply  of  Dimitry  Braisgius?  But  to  none  of 
us  does  the  Present  continue  miraculous  (even 
if  for  a  moment  discerned  as  siichX  We  glance 
carelessly  at  the  sunrise,  and  get  used  to 
Orion  and  the  Pleiades.  The  wonder  wears  off, 
and  to-morruw  this  sheet  (Acts  x.  11,  12),  In 
which  a  virion  was  let  down  to  me  from  Heaven, 
shal  I  be  the  wrappage  to  a  bar  of  f>oap  or  the 
placter  for  a  beggar's  broken  victuals.''  —  U.  W.] 


No.  VII. 
A  LETTER 

ntOM  A  CANDIDATE  FOR  THE  PRESIDENCT 
IN  ANSWKR  TO  8UTTIN  QUESTIONS  PRO- 
POSED BT  MR.  HOSEA  BIGLOW,  INCLOSED 
IN  A  NOTE  PROM  MR.  BIOLOW  TO  8.  H. 
GAT,  ESQ.,  EDITOR  OF  THE  NATIONAL 
ANT18LAVERT  STANDARD. 

[CuRiasiTY  may  be  said  to  be  the  quality 
which  pre-eminently  distinguishes  and  segre- 
gates man  from  the  lower  animals.  As  we  trace 
the  scale  of  animated  nature  downwanl,  we 
find  this  faculty  (as  it  may  tnily  be  called)  of 
the  minJ  diminished  in  the  savage,  and  well- 
Dlgh  extinct  lu  tlic  brute.  The  first  object  which 
e'lviVvMid  m\n  p:op'>'«es  to  him.«elf  I  take  to  bo 
the  finding  out  whit.<«oever  he  can  concerning 
his  neigtiborit.     i\t.iit  humanum  a  me  alienum 


puto;  I  am  carious  about  even  John  SroithJl 
The  desire  next  in  strength  to  tliis  (an  of>iK>- 
site  pole,  indeed,  of  the  ttame  magnet)  is  that 
of  communicating  the  unintelligeuce  we  have 
carefully  picked  up. 

Men  in  general  may  be  divided  into  the  in- 
quisitive and  the  communicative.  To  the 
first  class  belong  Peeping  Toms,  eaves-drop- 
l>er8,  navel-contemplatnig  Brahmins,  nietajihy- 
sicians,  travellers,  Empedocleses,  sines,  the 
various  societies  for  promoting  Rliiuothism, 
Colnmbuses.  Yankees,  discoverers,  and  men  of 
science,  who  present  themselves  to  the  mind  as 
so  many  marks  of  interrogation  wandering  up 
and  down  the  world,  or  sitting  in  studies  and 
laboratories.  The  second  class  I  should  again 
subdivide  into  four.  In  the  first  subdivision 
I  would  rank  those  who  have  an  itch  to  tell 
us  about  themselves,— as  keepers  of  diaries, 
insignificant  i^ersons  generally,  Moutaigne.4. 
Horace  Waljwles,  autobiographers,  poets.  The 
second  includes  those  who  are  anxious  to  im- 
part information  concerning  other  i^ople,  —as 
historians,  barbers,  and  such.  To  the  third  be- 
long those  who  labor  to  give  us  intelligence 
alx)ut  nothing  at  all. —  as  novelists,  jtolitical 
orators,  the  large  majority  of  authors,  preach- 
ers, lecturers,  and  the  like.  In  tlie  fourth 
come  those  who  are  communicative  from  mo- 
tives of  public  benevolence,  —  as  finders  of 
mares'-nests  and  bringers  of  ill  news.  Each  of 
us  two-legged  fowls  without  feathers  embraces 
all  these  subdivisions  In  himself  to  a  greater  or 
less  degree,  for  none  of  us  so  much  as  lays  an 
egg,  or  inculmtes  a  chalk  one,  but  straightway 
the  whole  barnyard  shall  know  it  by  our  cackle 
or  our  cluck.  Omnibus  hoc  vitium  est.  There 
are  different  grades  in  all  these  classes.  One 
will  turn  his  telescope  toward  a  hack-yard, 
another  toward  Uranus  ;  one  will  tell  you  that 
he  dined  with  Smith,  another  that  he  supped 
with  Plato.  In  one  iHirticular,  all  men  may  be 
considered  as  belonging  to  the  first  grand  divis- 
ion, inasmuch  as  they  all  seem  equally  desir- 
ous of  discovering  the  mote  in  their  neighbor's 
eye. 

To  one  or  another  of  these  species  every  hu- 
man being  may  safely  be  referred.  I  think  it 
beyond  a  iieradventnre  that  Jonah  prosecuted 
some  inquiries  into  the  digestive  appsretu.^  of 
whales,  and  that  Noah  sealed  up  a  letter  in 
an  empty  bottle,  that  news  In  regard  to  him 
might  not  be  wanting  In  case  of  the  worst 
They  had  else  been  super  or  subter  human.  I 
conceive,  also,  that,  as  tliere  are  certain  persons 
who  continually  peep  and  pry  at  the  keyhole 
of  that  mysterk)us  door  through  which,  sooner 
or  later,  we  all  make  our  exits,  so  there  are 
doubtless  ghosts  fidgeting  and  fitting  on  the 
other  side  of  it,  because  they  have  no  means  of 
conveying  back  to  this  world  the  scraps  of 
news  they  have  picked  up  in  that*  For  there 
is  an  answer  ready  somewhere  to  every  ques- 
tion, the  great  law  of  give  and  take  runs 
through  all  nature,  and  if  we  see  a  hook,  we 
may  be  sure  that  an  eye  Is  waiting  for  It  I 
read  In  every  face  I  meet  a  standing  advertise- 
ment of  information  wsnted  in  reganl  to  A.  B., 
or  that  the  friends  of  C.  D.  can  hear  something 
to  his  disadvantage  by  application  to  such  a 
one. 

It  was  to  gratify  the  two  great  passions  of 
asking  and  answering  that  eplstolarj'  corre- 
spondence was  first  invented.     Letters  (for  b} 
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tlila  »i8uriie<l  title  epistles  are  now  commonly 
known)  are  of  several  kinds.  First,  there  are 
those  which  nre  not  letters  at  all,  —as  letters- 

e stent,  lettere  dimissory,  letters  enclosing 
ills,  letters  of  administration.  Pliny's  letters, 
letters  of  diplomacy,  of  Cato,  of  Mentor,  of 
Lords  Lyttclton,  Cnesterfleld,  and  Orrery,  of 
Jacob  Behmen,  Seneca  (whom  Bt  Jerome  in- 
cludes in  his  list  of  sacred  writers),  letters  from 
abroad,  from  sons  in  college  to  their  fathers, 
letters  of  marqne,  and  letters  Kenerally.  which 
are  in  no  wise  letters  of  mark.  Second,  are 
real  letters,  snch  as  those  of  Gray,  Cowper, 
WaliKjle.  HoweU,Lamb,D.  T.,  the  first  letters 
from  children  (printed  in  staggering  capitals), 
Letters  from  New  York,  letters  of  credit,  and 
others.  Interesting  for  the  sake  of  the  writ«r 
or  the  thing  written.  I  have  read  also  letters 
fh>m  Europe  by  a  gentleman  named  Pinto,  con- 
taining some  cnrious  gossip^  and  which  I  hope 
to  see  collected  for  the  benefit  of  the  eurioas. 
There  are,  besides,  letters  addressed  to  pos- 
terity,—as  epitaphs,  for  example,  written  for 
their  own  monuments  by  monarchs,  whereby 
we  have  lately  become  possessed  of  the  namei» 
of  several  great  conquerors  and  kings  of  kings, 
hitherto  unheard  of  and  still  unpronounceable, 
but  valuable  to  the  student  of  the  entirely  dark 
ages.  Tne  letter  of  our  Saviour  to  King  Abgsh 
ruSf  that  which  St.  Petet  sent  to  King  Pepin  In 
the  year  oS  grace  756,  that  of  the  Virgin  to  the 
magiatmtee  of  Messina,  that  of  the  S^hedrim 
of  Tbtedo  to  Annas  and  Caiaphas,  a.  d.  85,  that 
of  Qaleazso  8f  orsa's  spirit  to  his  brother  Lodo- 
▼ico,  that  of  St.  Gregory  Thaumalurgus  to  the 
D— I,  and  that  of  this  last-mentioned  active 
poUoe-magistiate  to  a  nun  of  Qitgenti,  I  would 
place  In  a  class  by  themselveii,  as  also  the  letters 
of  candidates,  concerning  which  1  shall  dilate 
more  fully  in  a  note  at  the  end  of  the  following 
poem.  At  present,  sat  prata  biberunt.  Only, 
concerning  the  shape  of  letters,  they  are  ail 
either  square  or  ob long,  to  which  general  figures 
circular  letters  and  round-robins  also  conform 
tbemselveo.  —  U.  >V.] 

Deer  sir  its  gtit  to  be  the  fashun  no^ 
to  rite  letters  to  the  candid  8s  and  i  wiis 
chose  at  a  publick  Meetin  in  Jaalara  to  du 
wilt  wus  nessary  fur  that  town,  i  writ  to 
271  ginenila  and  gut  ansers  to  209.  tha 
air  callerl  candid  8s  bnt  I  don't  see  nothin 
candid  about  'era.  this  here  1  wich  I 
send  wus  thought  satty's  factory.  I  dunno 
as  it's  ushle  to  print  Poscrips,  but  as  all 
the  ansers  I  got  ned  the  saim,  I  sposed  it 
wus  belt,  times  has  gretly  changed. 
Formaly  to  knock  a  man  into  a  cocked  hat 
wus  to  use  him  up,  but  now  it  ony  gives 
him  a  chance  fur  the  cheef  madgustracy. 
—  H.  B. 

Dear  Sir, — You  wish  to  know  my 
notions 
On  sartin  pints  thet  rile  the  land  ; 
There  'b  nothin'  thet  my  natur  so  shuns 

Ez  bein*  mum  or  underhand ; 
I  'm  a  straight-spoken  kind  o'  creetnr 
Thet  blnrts  right  out  wut's  in  his 
head, 


An  ef  I  've  one  pecooler  feetur, 
It  is  a  nose  thet  wunt  be  led. 

So,  to  begin  at  the  beginnin* 

An*  come  direcly  to  the  junt, 
1  think  the  country  's  underpinnin* 

Is  some  consid'ble  out  o'  jint ; 
I  aint  aajoin*  to  try  your  patience 

By  teiliu'  who  done  this  or  thet, 
I  don't  make  no  insinooations, 

I  jest  let  on  I  smell  a  rat. 

Thet  is,  I  mean,  it  seems  to  me  so, 

But,  ef  the  public  think  I  'm  wrong, 
I  wunt  deny  but  wut  I  be  so,— 

An',  fact,  it  don't  smell  very  strong ; 
My  mind  's  tu  fair  to  lose  its  balance 

An'  say  wich  party  hez  most  sense ; 
There  may  be  folks  o*  greater  talence 

Thet  can't  set  stiddier  on  the  fence. 

I  'm  an  eclectic  ;  ez  to  choosin' 
'Twixt  this    an'    thet,  I  *ni    plaguy 
lawth  ; 
I  leave  a  side  thet  looks  like  losin*. 
But  (wile  there  's  doubt)  I  stick  to 
both; 
I  Stan'  upon  the  Constitution, 
Ez  preudunt  statesmun  say,  who  *ve 
planned 
A  way  to  git  the  most  profusion 
0'  chances  ez  to  loare  they  '11  stand. 

Ez  fer  the  war,  I  go  agin  it,  — 

1  mean  to  say  I  kind  o'  du, — 
Thet  is,  I  mean  thet,  bein'  in  it, 

The  best  way  wuz  to  fight  it  thru  ; 
Not  but  wut  abstract  war  is  horrid, 

I  sign  to  thet  with  all  my  heart, — 
But  civlyzation  doos  git  forrid 

Sometimes  upon  a  powder-cart 

About  thet  darned  Proviso  matter 

I  never  hed  a  grain  o'  doubt. 
Nor  1  aint  one  my  sense  to  scatter 

So  'st  no  one  could  n't  pick  it  out ; 
My  love  fer  North  an'  South  is  equiU 

So  I  '11  jest  answer  plump  an'  frank, 
No  matter  wut  may  be  the  sequil, — 

Yes.  Sir,  I  am  a^jin  a  Bank. 

Ez  to  the  answcrin'  o'  questions, 
1  'm  an  off  ox  at  bein'  dniv, 

Though  I  aint  one  thet  ary  test  shuns 
*11  give  our  folks  a  helpin*  shove  ; 

Kind  o'  permiscoons  1  go  it 
Fer  the  hoU  country,  an'  the  ground 
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I  take,  ez  nigh  ez  I  can  show  it» 
Is  pooty  geu'ally  all  round. 

I  don't  appruve  o'  sivin'  pledges  ; 

You  'd  oiigh'  to  leave  a  feller  free, 
An'  not  go  knockin*  out  the  wedges 

To  ketch  his  fingers  in  the  tree  ; 
Pledges  air  awfie  breachy  cattle 

Thet   preuduut   farmers    don't    turn 
out, — 
i)z  long  'z  the  people  git  their  rattle, 

Wut  is  there  fer  *m  to  grout  about  ? 

Cz  to  the  slaves,  there  's  no  confusion 

In  my  idees  consamin'  them,  — 
/think  they  air  an  Institution, 

A  sort  of — yes,  jest  so,  —  ahem  : 
Do  /  own  any  ?    Of  my  merit 

On  thet  pint  you  yourself  may  jedge  ; 
All  is,  I  never  drink  no  spent. 

Nor  1  haint  never  signed  no  pledge. 

JGz  to  my  princerples,  I  glory 

In  hevin'  nothm'  o'  the  sort ; 
I  aint  a  Wig,  I  aint  a  Tory, 

I  'm  jest  a  candidate,  in  short ; 
Thet 's  fair  an'  snuare  an'  parpendicler, 

But,  ef  the  Public  cares  a  fig 
To  hev  me  an'  thin'  in  particler, 

Wy,  I  'm  a  kind  o'  peri- Wig. 

P.  S. 

Cz  we  're  a  sort  o'  privateerin', 

0'  course,  you  know,  it 's  sheer  an' 
sheer, 
An*  there  is  sutthin'  wuth  your  heatrin' 

I  '11  mention  in  your  privit  ear ; 
fif  you  git  me  inside  the  White  House, 

Your  head  with  ile  1  '11  kin'  o'  'nint 
By  gittin'  you  inside  the  Light-house 

Down  to  the  eend  o'  Jaalam  Pint. 

An'  ez  the  North  hez  took  to  brustlin* 

At  bein'  scronged  frum  off  the  roost, 
I  *ll  tell  ye  wut  11  save  all  tusslin' 

An'  give  our  side  a  hanisorae  boost,  — 
Tell  'era  thet  on  the  Slavery  question 

I  'm  RIGHT,  although  to  speak  I  'm 
lawth ; 
This  gives  yon  a  safe  pint  to  i-est  on. 

An     leaves    me    fi'ontin'    South    by 
North. 

[And  now  of  epistles  candidatfal,  which  are 
of  two  kinds.  —  namely,  lettere  of  acceptance, 
and  letters  defluitlve  of  position.  Our  repub- 
lic, on  tlie  eve  of  an  election,  may  safely  enough 


be  called  a  republic  of  letters.  Epistolanr 
composition  becomes  then  an  epidemic,  which 
seizes  one  candidate  after  another,  not  seldom 
cutting  short  the  thread  of  political  life.  It 
has  come  to  such  a  ium,  that  a  i^aiiy  dreads 
less  the  attacks  of  its  0]>}K)nentfl  than  a  letter 
fh>m  its  candidate.  Litera  scripta  manet,  and 
it  will  go  hard  if  somethinc  bad  cannot  be  made 
of  it  General  Harrison,  it  is  well  understood, 
was  surrounded,  during  his  candidacy,  vgth  the 
cordon  sanitairt  of  a  vigilance  committel.     No 

Srisoner  in  Spielberg  was  ever  more  cautionslj 
eprived  of  writing  materials.  The  soot  was 
scraped  careflilly  from  Uie  chimney-places  ;  out- 
posts of  expert  rifle-shooters  rendered  it  sure 
death  for  any  goose  (who  came  clad  in  feathers) 
to  approach  within  a  certain  limited  distance 
of  North  Bend :  and  all  domestic  fowls  about 
the  premises  were  reduced  to  the  condition  of 
Plato's  original  man.  By  these  precautions 
the  Oenenuwas  saved.  Parva  componen  mag- 
nis,  I  remember,  that,  when  party-spirit  once 
ran  high  among  my  ))eople,  upon  occasion  of 
the  choice  of  a  new  deacon,  I,  having  my  pref- 
erences, yet  not  caring  too  openly  to  express 
them,  made  use  of  an  innocent  fhiud  to  bring 
about  that  result  which  I  darned  most  desira- 
ble. My  stratagem  was  no  other  than  the 
throwing  a  copy  of  the  Complete  Letter  Writer 
In  the  way  of  the  candidate  whom  I  wished  to 
defeat.  He  caught  the  infection,  and  addressed 
a  short  note  to  his  constituents,  in  which  the 
opposite  party  detected  so  many  and  so  grave 
improprieties  (he  had  modelled  It  upon  the 
letter  of  a  young  lady  accepting  a  proposal  of 
marriage),  that  he  not  only  lost  his  election,  but, 
fklling  under  a  suspicion  of  Sabellianism  and  I 
know  not  what  (the  widow  Endive  assured  me 
that  he  was  a  Faralipomenon,  to  her  certain 
knowledge),  was  forced  to  leave  the  town. 
Thus  it  IS  that  the  letter  killeth. 

The  object  which  candidates  propose  to 
themselves  In  writing  is  to  convey  no  meaning 
at  ail.  And  here  is  a  quite  unsuspected  pitfall 
into  which  they  successively  plunge  headlong. 
For  It  Is  precisely  in  such  cryptographies  that 
mankind  are  prone  to  seek  for  and  And  a  won- 
derf^il  amount  and  variety  of  signilicanoe. 
OtfUM  ignohtm  pro  mir^fico.  How  do  we  adni ire 
at  the  antique  world  striving  to  crack  tho»e 
oracular  nuts  fW>m  Delphi,  Hammon,  and  ebe- 
where,  in  only  one  of  which  can  I  so  much  as 
surmise  that  any  kernel  had  ever  lodged ;  that, 
namely,  wherein  Apollo  confe.ssed  that  he  was 
mortal.  One  Didymus  is,  moreover,  related  to 
have  written  six  thousand  books  on  the  single 
subject  of  grammar,  a  topic  rendered  only  more 
tenebriflc  by  the  labors  of  his  successors,  and 
which  seems  still  to  possess  an  attraction  for  au- 
thors in  proportion  as  they  can  make  nothing  of 
it  A  singular  loadstone  for  theologians,  also, 
is  the  Beast  in  the  Apocalypse,  whereof,  in  the 
course  of  my  studies,  I  have  noted  two  hun- 
dred and  three  several  interpretations,  each 
lethiferal  to  all  the  rest  N<m  nostrum  est  tan- 
tM  eomponere  Htes,  yet  I  have  myself  ventured 
ujion  a  two  hundred  and  fourth,  which  I  em- 
bodied in  a  discourse  preaclied  on  occasion  of 
the  demise  of  the  late  usuqier,  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte, and  which  quietwl,  in  a  large  measure, 
the  minds  of  my  people.  It  is  tnie  that  my 
views  on  this  imiwrtant  point  were  ardently 
controverted  by  Mr  Shearjashub  Holden.  the  . 
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then  pnceptor  of  our  academy,  and  in  other 
particuhu-d    a    verv  deserving    and    sensible 

!rom\g  man,  though  i>08se88lng  a  somewhat 
Imited  knowledge  of  the  Greek  tongue.  But 
his  heresy  struck  down  no  deep  root,  and.  he 
having  been  lately  removed  by  the  hand  of 
Providence,  I  had  the  (iatisfaotion  of  reaiilnn- 
ing  my  cherished  sentiments  in  a  sermon 
px«arhed  upon  the  Lord's  day  immediately  suc- 
ceeding his  funeral.  This  miglit  seem  like  tak- 
ing an  unfair  advantage,  did  I  not  add  that  he 
had  made  provision  in  his  last  will  (being  cell- 
bHt*.')  for  the  publication  of  a  i>oethumotts  trac- 
tate in  support  of  his  own  dangerous  opinions. 

I  know  of  nothing  in  our  modem  times  which 
appruaehea  so  nearly  to  the  ancient  oracle  an 
the  letter  of  a  Presidential  candidate.  Now, 
among  the  Greeks,  the  eating  of  beans  was 
strictly  forbidden  to  all  such  as  had  it  in  mind 
tn  consult  those  exi>ert  amphibologists,  and 
this  same  prohibition  on  the  pan  of  Pythag- 
oras to  his  disciples  is  understood  to  imply 
an  abstinence  from  politics,  beans  having  been 
used  as  ballots.  That  other  explication,  f/itorf 
videlicet  aenstu  eo  eibo  obtnnai  exUtimaret, 
though  supported  vvgnis  el  ealcihus  by  many 
of  the  learned,  and  not  wanting  the  counte- 
nance of  Cicero,  is  conftited  by  the  larger  ex^^e- 
rience  of  New  England.  On  the  wiiole,  I  think 
it  safer  to  apply  here  the  rule  of  interpretation 
which  now  generally  obtains  in  regard  to  an- 
tique cosmogonies,  myths,  fables,  proverbial 
expressions,  and  knotty  pointM  generally,  which 
is,  to  And  a  common-sense  nieaning,  and  then 
select  whatever  can  he  imagined  the  most  oppo- 
site thereto.  In  this  way  we  arrive  at  the  con- 
clusion, that  the  Oi-eeks  ol\jected  to  the  ques- 
tioning of  candidates.  And  very  properly,  if, 
as  1  conceive,  the  chief  point  be  not  to  dis- 
cover what  a  person  in  that  position  is,  or  what 
he  will  do,  but  whether  he  can  be  elected.  Vos 
exemplaria  Grteca  nocturiM,  vtnate  manUt  venaU 
diiirna. 

But,  since  an  imitation  of  the  Greeks  in 
this  particular  (the  asking  of  questions  being 
one  chief  privilege  of  freemen)  is  hardly  to  be 
hoped  for,  and  our  candidates  will  answer, 
whether  they  are  questioned  or  not,  I  would 
recommend  that  these  ante-elecUonary  dia- 
logues should  be  carried  on  by  symbols,  as 
were  the  diplomatic  correspondences  of  the 
Scythians  and  Macrobii,  or  confined  to  the  lan- 
niage  of  sitnis.  like  the  famous  interview  of 
Pannrge  and  Qoatsnose.  A  candidate  might 
then  convey  a  suitable  reply  to  all  committees 
of  Inquiry  by  closing  one  eye,  or  by  presenting 
them  with  a  phial  of  Egyptian  darkness  to  be 
speculated  upon  by  their  respective  constituen- 
cies. These  answers  would  be  susceptible  of 
wliatever  retrospective  construction  the  exi- 
gencies of  the  political  campaign  might  seem 
to  demand,  and  the  candidate  could  take  his 
position  on  either  side  of  the  fence  with  entire 
consistency.  Or,  if  letters  must  bo  written, 
profitable  use  might  be  made  of  the  Dightnn 
rock  hieroglyphic  or  the  cuneiform  script. 
every  Aresh  decipherer  of  which  is  enabled  to 
educe  a  diflierent  meaning,  whereby  a  sculp- 
tured stone  or  two  supplies  us,  and  will  protv 
ably  continue  to  supply  posterity,  with  a  very 
vast  and  various  body  of  authentic  histor}' 
For  even  tlie  briefest  epistle  in  the  ordinary 
ehlrography  is  dangerous.    There  is  scarce  any 
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style  so  compreased  that  superfluous  worda 
may  not  be  detected  In  it  A  severe  critic 
might  curtail  that  fiimous  brevity  of  Ciesar's  by 
two  thirrls,  drawing  his  pen  through  the  super- 
erogatory veni  and  vidi.  Perhaps,  after  all, 
the  surrat  footing  of  hoi>e  is  to  be  found  in  the 
rapidly  increasing  tendency  to  demand  less  ai)d 
less  of  qualification  in  candidates.  Already 
have  statesmanship,  experience,  .and  the  pos- 
session (nay,  the  profession,  even)  of  principles 
been  njected  as  superfluous,  and  may  not  the 
patriot  reasonably  hope  that  the  ability  to  write 
will  follow?  At  present,  there  nmy  be  death 
in  pot-hooks  as  well  as  pots,  the  loop  of  a  let- 
ter may  suffice  for  a  bow-string,  and  all  the 
dreadfld  heresies  of  Antlslavery  may  lurk  in  a 
flourish.  — H.  W.J 


No.  VIII. 
A  SECOND  LETTER  FROM  B.  8AWIN,  ESQ. 

[In  the  following  *  epistle,  we  behold  Mr 
Sawin  returning,  a  miUe  emeritMs,  to  the  bosom 
of  his  (Vimily.  Quantum  mutahul  The  good 
Father  of  us  all  bad  doubtless  intrusted  to  the 
keeping  of  this  child  of  his  certain  feculties  of 
a  constructive  kind.  He  had  put  in  him  a 
share  of  that  vital  force,  the  nicest  economy 
of  every  minute  atom  of  which  is  necessary 
to  the  ))erfect  development  of  Humanity.  He 
had  given  him  a  brain  and  heart,  and  so  had 
equipi)ed  his  soul  with  the  two  strong  wings  of 
knowledge  and  love,  whereby  it  can  mount  to 
hang  its  nest  under  the  eaves  of  heaven.  And 
this  child,  so  dowered,  he  had  intrusted  to  the 
keeping  of  his  vicar,  the  State.  How  stands 
the  account  of  that  stewardship  ?  The  State, 
or  Society  (call  her  by  what  name  you  will), 
had  taken  no  manner  of  tho»  At  of  him  till  she 
saw  him  swept  out  into  the  street,  the  pitiful 
leavings  of  last  night's  deHauch,  with  cigar- 
ends,  lemon-parings,  tobacco-quids,  slops,  vile 
stenches,  and  the  whole  loathsome  next-morn- 
ing of  the  bar-room, — an  own  child  of  the 
Almighty  God !  I  remember  him  as  he  was 
brought  to  be  christened,  a  ruddy,  rugged 
babe;  and  now  there  he  wallows,  reeking, 
seething,  —  the  dead  corpse,  not  of  a  man,  but 
of  a  som.  —  a  putrefying  lump,  horrible  for  the 
life  that  is  in  it.  Comes  the  wind  of  heaven, 
that  good  Samaritan,  and  parts  the  hair  upon 
his  forehead,  nor  is  too  nice  to  kiss  those 
parched,  cricked  \i\n  :  the  morning  opens  upon 
him  her  eyeH  tall  of  pitying  sunshine,  the  sky 
yearns  down  to  him,  —  and  there  he  lies  fer- 
menting. O  sleep  I  let  me  not  profane  thy  holy 
name  by  calling  that  stertorous  unconscious- 
ness a  slumber  I  By  and  by  comes  along  the 
State,  God's  vicar.  Doesshe  say,  —  "  My  poor, 
forlorn  foster-child  I  Behold  here  a  force 
which  I  will  make  dig  and  plant  and  build  for 
me  "  ?  Not  so,  but,  —  •  •  Here  is  a  recruit  ready- 
made  to  my  hand,  a  piece  of  destroying  energy 
lying  unprofltably  idle."  So  she  chips  an  u^y 
gray  suit  on  him,  puts  a  musket  in  his  grasp, 
an(t  sends  him  off,  with  Gubernatorial  and 
other  godspeeds,  to  do  duty  as  a  destroyer. 

1  made  one  of  the  crowd  at  the  last  Mechaa- 
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k»'  y^air,  and,  with  the  rest,  stood  gazins  in 
wonder  at  a  perfect  machine,  with  Its  soul  of 
Are,  its  Iwller-heart  that  sent  the  hot  blood 
pulsing  along  the  iron  arteries,  and  its  tliews  of 
steel.  And  while  I  was  admiring  the  adapta- 
tion of  means  to  end,  the  hamionions  involu- 
tions of  contrivance,  and  the  never-bewildered 
complexity.  I  saw  a  grimed  and  greasy  fellow, 
the  imperions  engine's  lackey  and  drudge, 
whose  sole  otfice  was  to  let  fall,  at  intervals,  a 
drop  or  two  of  oil  upon  a  certain  joint.  Then 
my  soul  said  within  n>e,  Bee  there  a  piece  of 
nietthRuism  to  which  that  other  you  marvel  at 
is  but  as  the  rude  first  effort  of  a  child,  — a 
force  which  not  merely  AufHces  to  set  a  few 
wheels  in  motion,  but  which  can  send  an  im- 
pulse all  througli  the  infinite  future.  —  a  con- 
trivance, not  lor  turning  out  pins,  or  stitchinc 
buttonholes,  but  for  making  Hamlets  and 
Lears.  And  yet  this  thing  of  iron  shall  be 
housed,  waited  on,  guai-ded  from  rust  and  dust, 
and  it  shall  be  a  crime  but  so  much  as  to 
scratch  it  with  a  pin  :  wliile  tlie  otlier,  with  its 
fire  of  God  in  it,  shall  Ite  bntfeted  hither  and 
thitlier,  and  finally  sent  carefully  a  thousand 
miles  to  be  the  taivet  for  a  Mexican  cannou- 
balL  Unthriay  Mother  State!  My  heart 
burned  within  me  for  pity  and  indignation,  and 
I  renewed  this  covenant  with  my  own  soul,  — 
In  aliis  mafunutus  ero,  at,  in  blasphtmiit  con' 
tra  ChristutR,,  lum  ita.  —  H.  W.  J 

I  SP08E  you  wonder  ware  I  l>e  ;  I  can't 

tell,  fer  the  soul  o'  nie, 
Exaclv  ware  I  be  myself,  —  meaniu*  by 

thet  the  hoU  o*  me. 
Wen  I  left  hum,  I  hed  two  legs,  an'  they 

wom't  bad  ones  neither, 
(The  scaliest  trick  they  ever  played  wniz 

bringin'  on  me  hither,) 
Now  one  on  'em  's  I  dunno  ware  ;  — 

they  thought  I  wnz  adyin', 
An*  sawed  it  off  because  they  said  *t  wuz 

kin'  0*  mortifyin' ; 
I  'm  willin*  to  believe  it  ^vuz,  an'  yit  I 

don't  see,  nuther, 
Wy  one  shoud  take  to  feelin*  cheap  a 

minnit  sooner  'n  t'  other, 
Sence  both  wuz  ef^uilly  to  blame;  but 

things  is  ez  they  be ; 
It  took  on  so  they  took  it  off,  an'  thet 's 

enough  fer  me : 
There  's  one  good  thing,  though,  to  be 

said  about  my  wooden  new  one,  — 
The  liquor  can't  git  into  it  ez  't  used  to 

in  the  tnie  one ; 
So  it  saves  drink ;  an'  then,  besides,  a 

feller  could  n't  beg 
A  gretter  blessin*  then  to  hev  one  oilers 

sober  peg ; 
It 's  true  a  chap  *8  in  want  o'  two  fer  fol- 

lerin'  a  drum. 
But  all  the  march  1'  m  up  to  now  is  jest 

to  Kingdom  Come. 


I  've  lost  one  eye,  but  thet 's  a  loss  it  '• 

easy  to  supply 
Out  0*  the  glory  that  I  *ve  gut,  fer  thet 

is  all  my  eye  ; 
An'  one  is  big  enough,  I  guess,  by  dili- 
gently usin'  it, 
To  see  all  I  shall  ever  git  by  way  o'  pay 

fer  losin'  it ; 
Off'cers  1   notice,  who  git  paid  fer  all 

our  thumps  an'  kick  ins, 
Du  wal  by  keepin'  single  eyes  arter  the 

fattest  pickins ; 
So,  ez  the  eye  's  put  fairly  out,  I  *11  km 

to  go  without  it, 
An'  not  allow  myself  to  be  no  gret  put 

out  about  it. 
Now,  le'  me  see,  thet  is  n't  all ;  I  used, 

'fore  leavin*  Jaalam, 
To  count  things  on  my  ilnger-eends,  but 

sutthin'  seems  to  ail  'em  : 
Ware  's  my  left  hand  ?    0,  dam  it,  yea, 

I  recollect  wut  's  come  on  't ; 
1  haint  no  left  arm  but  my  right,  an* 

thet 's  gut  jest  a  thumb  on  't ; 
It  aint  so  bendy  ez  it  wuz  to  cal'late  a 

sum  on  't. 
I  'vehed  some  ribs  broke, — six  (I  bl'ieve), 

—  I  haint  kep'  no  account  on  'em  ;   • 
Wen  pensions  git  to  be  the  talk,  1  '11 

settle  the  amount  on  'em. 
An'  now  I'm  speak  in'  about  ribs,  it  kin' 

o'  brings  to  mind 
One  thet  I  could  n't  never  break,  —  the 

one  I  lef  behind; 
Ef  you  should  see  her,  jest  clear  out  the 

spout  o'  your  invention 
An'  pour  the  longest  sweetnin*  in  about 

an  annooal  pension, 
An*  kin'  o'  hint  (in  case,  you  know,  the 

critter  should  refuse  to  be 
Consoled)  I  aint  so  'xpensive  now  to  keep 

ez  wut  I  used  to  be ; 
There  's  one  arm  less,  ditto  one  eye,  an* 

then  the  leg  thet 's  wooden 
Can  be  took  off  an'  sot  away  wenever 

ther  's  a  puddin'. 

I  spose  you  think  Fm  comin'  back  ez 

opperlunt  ez  thunder. 
With  sniploads  o'  gold  images  an*  varus 

sorts  o*  plunder  ; 
Wal,  'fore  I  vullinteered,  I  thought  this 

country  wuz  a  sort  o' 
Canaan,  a  reg'lar  Promised  Land  flowin 

with  rum  an'  water, 
Ware  propaty  growed  up    like    time^ 

without  no  cultivation, 
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An*  gold  wnz  dng  ez  taters  be  among  our 

Yankee  nation. 
Ware  nnteral  advantages  were  pufficly 

amazin', 
Ware  erery  rock  there  wuz  about  with 

precious  stuns  wuz  blazin', 
Ware  mill-sites  tilled  the  countrv  up  ez 

thick  ez  you  could  cram  em 
An'  desput  rivers  run  about  a  beggin* 

folks  to  dam  'em ; 
Then    there    were     meetinhouses,    tu, 

chock ful  o'  gold  an'  silver 
Thet  you  could  take,  an'  no  one  could  n't 

hand  ye  in  no  bill  fer ;  — 
Thet's  wut  I   thought  afora  I   went, 

thet's  wut  them  fellers  told  us 
Thet  staved  to  hum  an'  speechified  an' 

to  the  buzzards  sold  us ; 
I  thought  thet  gold-mines  could  be  gut 

cheaper  than  Chinv  asters. 
An'  see  myself  acomin  back  like  sixty 

Jacob  Astors ; 
But  sech  idees  soon  melted  down  an' 

did  n't  leave  a  grease-spot ; 
I  vow  my  hoU  sheer  o'  the  spiles  would  n't 

come  nigh  a  V  spot ; 
Although,  most  anywares  we've  ben, 

you  needn't  break  no  locks. 
Nor  run  no  kin'  o'  risks,  to  fill  your 

pocket  full  o'  rocks. 
I  'xpect  I  mentioned  in  my  last  some  o* 

the  nateral  feeturs 
0'  this  all*fiered  buggy  hole  in  th'  way 

o'  awfle  creeturs, 
But  I  fergut  to  name  (new  things  to 

speak  on  so  abounded) 
How  one  day  you  '11  most  die  o'  thust, 

an'  'fore  the  next  git  drownded. 
The  clymit  seems  to  me  jest  like  a  tea- 
pot made  o'  pewter 
Our  Preudencehed,  thet  would  n't  pour 

(all  she  could  du)  to  suit  her  ; 
Fust  place  the  leaves  *ould  choke  the 

spout,  so  's  not  a  drop  'ould  dreen 

out, 
Then  Prude  'ould  tip  an'  tip  an'  tij),  till 

the  holl  kit  buHt  clean  out, 
Thekiver-hinge-pin  bein'  lost,  tea-leaves 

an'  tea  an'  kiver 
'ould  all  come  down  kenwosk  I  ez  though 

the  dam  bust  in  a  river. 
Jest  so  't  is  here ;   holl  months  there 

aint  a  day  o'  rainy  weather. 
An'  jest  ez  th'  officers  'ould  be  a  layin' 

heads  together 
Kz  f  how  they  'd  mix  their  drink  at  sech 

a  milingtary  deepot,  — 


'T  would  pour  ez  though  the  lid  wuz  off 

the  everlastin'  teapot. 
The  cons'qnence  is,  tliet  I  shall  take, 

wen  I  m  allowed  to  leave  herts 
One  piece  o*  propaty  along,  an'  thet's 

tne  shakin'  fever ; 
It 's  reggilar  employment,  though,  an' 

thet  aint  thought  to  harm  one. 
Nor  't  aint  so  tiresome  ez  it  wuz  with 

t'  other  leg  an'  arm  on  ; 
An'  it 's  a  consolation,  tu,  altliough  it 

doos  n't  pay, 
To  hev  it  said  you  're  some  gret  shakes 

in  any  kin'  o'  way. 
'T  wom't  very  long,  I  tell  ye  wut,  I 

thought  o'  fortin-makin',  — 
One  day  a  reg'lar  shiver-de-freeze,  an' 

next  ez  gwKi  ez  bakin', — 
One  day   abrilin*  in    the    sand,   then 

smoth'rin'  in  the  mashes,  — 
Git  up  all  sound,  be  put  to  bed  a  mess 

0  hacks  an'  smashes. 

But  then,  thinks  I,  at  any  rate  there 's 

glory  to  be  hed,  — 
Thet  s  an  investment,  arter  all,   thet 

may  n't  turn  out  so  bad ; 
But  somehow,  wen  we  'd  fit  an'  licked, 

1  oilers  found  the  thanks 

Gut  kin'  o'  lodged  afore  they  come  ez 

low  down  ez  the  ranks ; 
The  Gin'rals  gut  the  biggest  sheer,  the 

Cunnles  next,  an'  so  on,  — 
We  never  gut  a  blasted  mite  o'  glory  ez 

I  know  on  ; 
An'  spose  we  hed,  I  wonder  how  you  *re 

goin'  to  contrive  its 
Division  so  *s  to  give  a  piece  to  twenty 

thousand  pnvits ; 
Ef  you  should  multiply  by  ten  the  por- 
tion o'  the  brav  st  one. 
You  would  n't  git  more  'n  half  enough  to 

speak  of  on  a  grave-stun  ; 
We  git  the  licks,  —  we  're  iest  the  grist 

thet  'a  put  into  War's  noppers  ; 
Leftenants  is  the  lowest  grade  tnet  helps 

^  pick  up  the  coppers. 
It  may  suit  folks  thet  go  agin  a  body 

with  a  soul  in  't. 
An'  aint  contented  with  a  hide  without 

a  bagnet  hole  in  *t ; 
But  glory  is  a  kin'  o'  thing  /  sha'  n't 

pursue  no  furder, 
Coz  thet  's  the  ofTcers    parquisite,  — 

youm's  on'y  jest  the  murder. 

Wal,  arter  1  gin  glory  up,  thinks  I  <it 
least  there 's  one 
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Thing  in  the  bills  we  aint  hed  yit,  an' 

thet*B  the  gloriovs  fun  ; 
Ef  once  we  git  to  Mexico,  we  fairly  may 

persume  we 
All  day  an*  night  ahall  revel  in  the  halls 

o'  Monteziuny. 
I  '11  tell  ye  wut  my  reyels  wnz,  an*  see 

how  you  would  like  'em  ; 
ffe  never  gut  inside  the  hall :  the  nigh- 

est  ever  /  come 
Wuz  stan'in'  sentry  in  the  sun  (an',  fact, 

it  seemed  a  cent'ry) 
A  ketchin'  smells  o'  biled  an'  roast  thet 

come  out  thru  the  entry, 
An'    hearin'    ez  I   sweltered  thru    my 

passes  an'  repasses, 
A    rat-tat-too    o'  knives    an'  forks,   a 

clinkty-clink  o'  glasses  : 
I  can't  tell  off  the  bill  o'  fare  the  Gin- 

rals  hed  inside ; 
All  I  know  is,  thet  out  o'  doors  a  pair 

o'  soles  wuz  fried. 
An'  not  a  hunderd  miles  away  frurn 

ware  this  child  wuz  posted, 
A  Massachusetts  citizen  wuz  baked  an' 

biled  an'  roasted  ; 
The  on'y  thing  like  revelUn'  thet  ever 

come  to  me 
Wuz  bein'  routed  out  o'  sleep  by  thet 

darned  revelee. 

They  say  the  quarrel  'b  settled  now ;  fer 
my  part  I  *ve  some  doubt  on  *t, 

't  '11  take  more  fish-skin  than  folks  think 
to  take  the  rile  clean  out  on  't ; 

At  any  rate  I  'm  so  used  up  I  can't  do 
no  more  fightin'. 

The  on'y  chance  thet 's  left  to  me  is  pol- 
itics or  writin' ; 

Now,  ez  the  people  's  gut  to  hev  a  mil- 
inctary  man, 

An'  I  aint  nothin'  else  jest  now,  I  've  hit 
upon  a  plan ; 

The  can'idatin'  line,  you  know,  'oiild 
suit  me  to  a  T, 

An*  ef  I  lose,  't  wunt  hurt  my  ears  to 
lodge  another  flea; 

So  I  '11  set  up  ez  can'idate  fer  any  kin' 
o'  office, 

(I  mean  fer  any  thet  includes  good  easy- 
cheers  an'  soffies ; 

Fer  ez  tu  runnin*  fer  a  place  ware  work 's 
the  time  o'  day, 

You  know  thet 's  wut  I  never  did,  — 
except  the  other  way;) 

Sf  it 's  the  Presidential  cheer  fer  wich 
I  'd  better  run, 


Wut  two  If^  anywares  about  could  keep 

up  with  my  one  ? 
There  aint  no  Kin'  o'  quality  in  can't* 

dates,  it 's  said, 
So  useful  ez  a  wooden  leg,  —  except  a 

wooden  head; 
There  's  nothin'  aint  so  poppylar  —  (wy, 

it 's  a  perfect  sin 
To  think  wut  Mexico  hex  paid  fer  Santy 

Anny's  pin ;)  — 
Then  1  haint  gut  no  princerples,  an', 

sence  I  wuz  knee-high, 
I  never  did  hev  any  gret,  ez  you  can 

testify; 
1  'm  a  decided  peace-man,  tu,  an'  go 

agin  the  war, — 
Fer  now  tlie  hoU  on  't  's  gone  an'  past, 

wut  is  there  to  go  far  f 
Ef,   wile    you  're  'lectioneerin'  round, 

some  curus  chaps  should  beg 
To  know  my  views  o'  state  affairs,  jest 

answer  wooden  leg  ! 
Ef  they  aint  settisfied  with  thet,  an'  kin' 

o'  pry  an'  doubt 
An'  ax  fer  sutthiu'  deffynit,  jest   say 

ONE  EYE   PUT  OUT  I 

Thet  kin'  o'  talk  1  guess  you  '11  find  '11 

answer  to  a  charm, 
An'  wen  you  're  drnv  tu  nigh  the  wall, 

hoi'  up  my  missin'  arm  ; 
Ef  they  should  nose  round  fer  a  pledge, 

put  on  a  vartoous  look 
An'  tell  'em  thet 's  percisely  wut  I  never 

gin  nor  —  took  ! 

Then  you  can  call  me  '*  Timbertoes,"  — 

thet  'a  wut  the  people  likes ; 
Stttthin'  combinin'  nioml   truth  with 

phivses  sech  ez  strikes; 
Some  say  the  people  's  fond  o'  this,  or 

thet,  or  wut  you  please,  — 
I  tell  ye  wut  the  people  want  is  jest  cor- 
rect ideas ; 
"Old  Timbertoes,"  you  see,  's  a  creed 

it 's  safe  to  be  quite  bold  on, 
There  's  nothin'  in  t  the  other  side  can 

any  ways  git  hold  on  ; 
It 's  a  good  tangible  idee,  a  sutthin'  to 

embody 
Thet  valooable  class  o'  men  who  look 

thru  brandy-toddy ; 
It  gives  a  Party  Platform,  tu,  jest  level 

with  the  mind 
Of  all  right-thinkin',  honest  folks  thet 

mean  to  go  it  blind  ; 
Then  there  air  other  good  hooraws  to 

dror  on  ez  you  need  'em. 
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Sech  er,  the  one-byed  Slarterbr,  the 

BLOODY  BiRDOFKEDUM  : 

Them  'a  wut  takes  hold  p'  folks  thet 
think,  ez  well  ez  o'  the  masses, 

An*  makes  you  sartin  o'  the  aid  o*  good 
men  of  all  classes. 

There  *s  one  thing  I  'm  in  donbt  about ; 

in  order  to  be  Presidunt, 
It  *s  absolutely  ne'ssaiy  to  be  a  Southern 

residunt ; 
The  Constitution  settles  thet,  an*  also 

thet  a  feller 
Must  own  a  nigger  o*  some  sort,  jet  black, 

or  brown,  or  yeller. 
Kow  I  haint  no  objections  agin  particklar 

climea, 
Nor  agin  ownin*  anythin*  (except  the 

truth  sometimes). 
But,  ez  I  haint  no  capital,  up  there 

among  ye,  maybe, 
You  might  raise  funds  enough  fer  me  to 

buy  a  low-priced  baby. 
An'  then  to  suit  the  Ko'them  folks,  who 

feel  obleeged  to  say 
They  hate  an*  cuss  the  very  thing  they 

vote  fer  every  day, 
Say  you  *re  assured  I  go  full  butt  fer 

Libbatv's  diffusion 
An'  made  the  purchis  on'y  jest  to  spite 

the  lustitootion ; — 
But,  golly !  there  's  the  currier^s  boss 

upon  the  pavement  pawin* ! 
I  *11  be  more  'xplicit  in  my  next 
Youm, 

BIRDOi-REBUU  SAWIN. 

tWe  have  now  a  tolerably  fair  chance  of  es- 
timatlng  how  the  holaace-sheet  stands  between 
OOP  returned  volunteer  and  glory.  Supposing 
the  entries  to  be  set  down  on  both  sides  of  the 
account  in  fractional  parts  of  one  hundred,  we 
shall  arrive  at  something  like  the  following  re- 
sult :  — 

B.  Sawin,  Esq.,  In  account  with  (Blank) 
Olory. 
Or.  Dr. 

By  loos  of  one  leg;    80  To  one  675th  three 
"    da     one  arm,  15         cheers  in  Fan- 
"    do.  four  fingers,  5         euil    Hall,    .    .  30 
"    do.  one  eye .    .10    "  da  da  on  occa- 
"    the  breaking  of  slon  of  presenta- 

siz  ribs,     .    .   6         tion  of  sword  to 
*•    having    served  Colonel  Wright,  25 

under  Colonel         "  one  suit  of  gray 
Gushing     one  clothes    (ingen- 

month, ...  44        iously  unbecom- 
ing)    ....  15 


Or.  Dr. 

Brought  forward   100    Brought  forward       70 
To  musical      enter- 
tainments (drum 
and      fife      six 
months),  ...  6 
*'  one  dinner  after 

return  ....  1 
"  chance    of   pen- 
sion,   ....   1 
"  privilege  of 

drawing  long- 
bow during  rest 
of  natural  life,  « 


E.  E. 


100 


100 


100 


70 


It  ahoald  app«ur  that  Mr.  Sawln  found  the 
actual  feast  curiously  the  reverse  of  the  bill 
of  ikre  advertised  in  Fianeuil  Hall  and  other 
pUces.  His  primary  object  seems  to  have 
been  the  making  of  his  fortune.  Qw^rtnda 
veeunia  primum,  virtus  pott  nummos.  He 
hoisted  sail  for  Eldorado,  and  shipwrecked  on 
Point  Tribulation.  Quid  non  nwrtalia  peetora 
oogis,  auri  aaera  ftiTnea  t  The  speculation  has 
sometimes  crossed  my  mind,  in  that  dreary 
interval  of  drought  which  intervenes  between 

Suarterly   stipendiary    showers,   that    Provl- 
ence,  by  the  creation  of  a  money-tree,  might 
have  simplilied  wonderfully  the  sometimes  per- 
proUem  of  human  life.    We  read  of 


bread-trees,  the  butter  for  which  lies  ready- 
churned  in  Irish  bogs.  Milk-trees  we  are  as- 
sured of  in  South  America,  and  stout  Sir  John 
Hawkins  testifies  to  water-trees  in  the  Cana- 
ries. Boot-trees  bear  abundantly  in  Lynn  and 
elsewhere ;  and  I  have  seen,  in  the  entries  of 
the  wealthy,  hat-trees  with  a  fair  show  of  fhiit 
A  family-tree  I  once  cultivated  myself,  and 
found  thereftx>m  but  a  scanty  yield,  and  that 
quite  tasteless  and  innutritions.  Of  trees  bear- 
ing men  we  are  not  without  examples ;  as  those 
in  the  park  of  Louis  the  Eleventh  of  France. 
Who  has  forgotten,  moreover,  that  olive-tree, 
growing  in  the  Athenian's  back-garden,  with  its 
strange  uxorious  crop,  for  the  general  propaga- 
tion of  which,  as  of  a  new  and  precious  variety^ 
the  philosopher  Diogenes,  hitherto  uninterested 
in  arboriculture,  was  so  zealous  f  In  the  tylwi 
of  our  own  Southern  States,  the  females  of  ray 
family  have  called  my  attention  to  the  chinsr 
tree.  Not  to  multiply  examples,  I  will  barely 
add  to  my  list  the  birch-tree,  in  the  smaller 
branches  of  which  has  been  implanted  so 
miraculous  a  virtue  for  communicating  the 
Latin  and  Greek  languages,  and  which  may 
well,  therefore,  be  classed  among  the  trees  pro- 
ducing necessaries  of  Wtt.  — vtnerdbiU  donum 
ftUaiis  virffCB.  That  money-trees  existed  in  the 
golden  age  there  want  not  prevalent  reasons 
for  our  believing.  For  does  not  the  old  prov- 
erb, when  it  asserts  that  money  does  not  grow 
on  every  bush,  imply  a  fortiori  that  there  were 
certain  bushes  which  did  produce  it  ?  Again, 
there  is  another  ancient  saw  to  the  effect  thai 
money  Is  the  root  of  all  evil.  Prom  which  two 
adage"  it  may  be  safe  to  infer  that  the  afore- 
said species  of  tree  first  degenerated  into  a 
shrub,  then  absconded  underfminnd,  and  final- 
ly,  in  our  iron  age,  vanished  altogether.  In 
favorable  exposuree  it  may  be  conjectured  that 
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a  iipecimen  or  two  survived  to  a  great  age,  as 
In  the  garden  of  the  Hesperidea ;  and,  indeed, 
what  else  could  that  tree  in  the  Sixth  JEneid 
have  been,  with  a  branch  whereof  the  Trojan 
hero  procured  admission  to  a  territory,  for  the 
entering  of  which  money  is  a  snrer  passport 
than  to  a  certain  other  more  profitable  and  too 
foreign  kingdom  ?  Whether  thejM»  ppeculations 
of  mine  have  any  force  In  them,  or  whether 
tbey  will  not  rather,  by  most  readers,  be  deemed 
impertinent  to  tbe  BMtter  in  hand,  is  a  ques- 
tion which  I  leave  to  the  detennination  of  an 
indulgent  posterity.  That  there  were,  in  more 
primitive  and  happier  times,  shops  where 
money  was  sold,  —  and  that.  too.  on  credit  and 
at  a  bargain,  —  I  take  to  be  matter  of  demon- 
stration .  For  what  but  a  dealer  in  this  article 
was  that  Mohu  who  supplied  Ulysses  with 
motive-power  for  hia  fleet  in  bags  1  What  that 
Ericus,  King  of  Sweden,  who  is  said  to  have 
kept  the  winds  in  bis  can?  what,  in  more 
recent  times,  those  Lapland  Nomas  who  traded 
in  favorable  breezes?  All  which  will  appear 
the  more  clearly  when  we  consider,  that,  even 
to  this  day,  raisiiig  the  loind  is  proverbial  for 
raising  monev,  and  that  brokers  and  banks 
were  mvented  by  the  Venetians  at  a  later  pe- 
riod. 

And  now  for  the  improvement  of  this  dj^gres- 
siou.  I  find  a  parallel  to  Mr.  Sawln's  fortune 
in  an  adventure  of  my  own.  For,  shortly  after 
I  had  first  broached  to  myself  the  before-fitated 
natural-historical'  and  archaeological  theories, 
as  I  was  passing,  hoc  ntffolia  penUus  mecum 
revolvens,  through  one  of  the  obscure  suburbs 
of  our  New  England  metropolis,  my  eye  was 
attracted  by  these  words  upon  a  sign-board,  — 
Cheap  Casu^tore.  Here  was  at  onoe  the 
coufinuaUon  of  my  speculations,  and  the  sub- 
stance of  my  holies.  Here  lingered  the  frag- 
ment of  a  happier  past,  or  stretched  out  the 
first  tremulous  oigauic  filament  of  a  more  for- 
tunate future.  Thus  glowed  the  distant  Mex- 
ico to  the  eyes  of  Sawin,  as  he  looked  through 
the  dirty  pane  of  the  recruiting-office  window, 
or  speculated  trom  the  summit  of  that  miroge- 
Pisgah  which  the  imps  of  tlie  bottle  are  so 
cunning  to  raise  up.  Already  bad  mv  Al- 
naschar-C&ncy  (even  during  that  first  half-be- 
lieving glance)  expended  in  various  useful  direc- 
tions the  funds  to  be  obtained  by  pledging  the 
manuscript  of  a  proposed  volume  of  discourses. 
Already  did  a  clock  ornament  the  tower  of  the 
Jaalam  meeting-house,  a  gift  appropriately, 
but  modestly,  commemorated  in  the  parish  and 
town  records,  both,  for  now  many  years,  kept 
by  mvself.  Already  had  my  son  Seneca  com- 
pleted his  course  at  the  University.  Wliether, 
for  the  moment,  we  may  not  be  considered  as 
actually  lording  it  over  those  Baratarias  with 
the  viceroyalty  of  which  Hope  invests  us,  and 
whether  we  are  ever  so  warmly  housed  as  in 
our  Spanish  castles,  would  afford  matter  of 
argument  Enough  that  1  found  that  sign- 
Ix^rd  to  be  no  other  than  a  bait  to  the  trap  of 
a  decayed  grocer.  Nevertheless,  I  bought  a 
pound  of  dates  (getting  short  weight  by  reason 
of  immense  flights  of  harpy  flies  who  pursued 
and  lighted  upon  their  prey  even  in  the  very 
scales),  which  purchase  I  made,  not  only  with 
an  eye  to  the  little  ones  at  home,  but  also  as 
a  figurative  reproof  of  that  too  frequent  habit 
of  my  mind,  which,  forgetting  the  due  order  of 
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cbronolt^,  will  often  persuade  me  that  ib« 
ha])iiy  sceptre  of  Saturn  is  stretched  over  this 
Asti-vea-forstiken  nineteenth  ccntur}-. 

Having  glanced  at  the  ledger  of  Glory  under 
the  title  Sonrin,  .&,  let  us  extend  our  inves- 
tigations, and  discover  if  tliat  instructive  vol- 
ume does  not  coutaiu  some  charges  more 
Itersonally  interesting  to  ourbelvea.  I  think  wo 
should  be  mure  economical  of  our  resources, 
did  we  thoroughly  appreciate  the  fact,  tliat, 
whenever  Brother  Jonathan  seems  to  betbrusl- 
ing  his  hand  into  his  own  {lOcket,  ho  is,  in  fact 
picking  oura  I  confess  that  Uie  late  viudC* 
which  the  country  has  been  running  has  mate- 
rially changed  my  views  as  to  the  best  method 
of  raising  revenue.  If,  by  means  of  direct  tax- 
ation, the  bills  for  every  extraordinary  outlay 
were  brought  under  our  Immediate  eye,  so  that» 
like  thrifty  housekeepers,  we  could  see  where 
and  how  fast  the  money  was  going,  we  should 
be  leas  likely  to  commit  exuavagances.  At 
present,  these  things  are  managed  in  such 
a  hugger-mugger  way,  that  we  know  not  what 
we  pay  for ;  the  poor  man  is  charged  as  much 
as  tlie  rich  ;  and,  while  we  are  saving  and 
scrimping  at  l^e  spigot,  the  government  is 
drawing  off  at  the  oung.  If  we  could  know 
that  a  part  of  the  money  we  expend  for  tea 
and  conee  goes  to  buy  powder  and  balls,  and 
that  it  is  Mexican  blood  which  makes  the 
clothes  on  our  backs  more  costly,  it  would  set 
some  of  us  athinking.  During  the  present  fall, 
I  have  often  pictured  to  myself  a  government 
official  entering  my  study  and  handing  me  the 
following  biU:  — 

Washutotoit,  Sept  30, 184a 
Rev.  Homkb  Wxlbub  to  Vntlc  il^amufl, 

Dr, 

To  his  share  of  work  done  in  Mexico  on 
partnership  account,  sundry-  Jobs, 
as  below. 

'*  killing,  maiming,  and  wounding  about 

6,000  Mexicans $2.00 

'*  slaughtering  one  woman  carrying  wa- 
ter to  wounded,      10 

*'  extra  work  on  two  different  Sabbaths 
(one  bombardment  and  one  as- 
sault), whereby  the  Mexicans 
were  prevented  from  defiling 
themselves  with  the  idolatries  of 
high  mass, 8.50 

"  throwmg  an  especially  fortunate  and 
Protestant  Dombshell  into  the 
Cathedral  at  Vera  Cruz,  whereby 
several  female  Papists  were  slain 
at  the  Altar, 50 

"  his  proi)ortion  of  cash  paid  for  con- 
quered territory,    .  .1.75 

"  do.    do.  for  conquering  do.     .        1.50 

*' manuring  da  with  new  superior 
compoat  caHed  "American  Citi- 
zen,*        50 

"extending  the  area  of  f^'^dom  and 

Protestantism,       ....      .01 

"fi^ory, .01 

eo.87 
Imm^iate  paymerd  U  rvptegted. 

N.  B.  Thanktbl  for  former  favors,  U.  a 
requests  a  continuance  of  patronage.    Orders 
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«C8RUiad  with  neatness  and  despatch.  Terms 
as  low  as  those  of  any  other  contractor  for  the 
same  kind  and  style  of  work. 

I  can  fancy  the  official  answering  my  look  of 
horror  with,  —  '*  Tes.  Sir.  it  looks  like  a  high 
charge,  Sir :  bat  in  these  days  slaughtering  is 
rlanghtering"  Verily,  I  would  that  every  one 
liUderstood  that  it  was ;  for  !t  goes  about  ob- 
taining money  under  the  lUae  pretence  of  being 
glory.  For  me,  I  have  an  imagination  which 
plays  me  uncomfortable  tricks.  It  happens  to 
Ke  sometimes  to  see  a  slaughterer  on  fits  way 
hi -me  fh>m  his  day's  work,  and  forthwith  ray 
In  agination  puts  a  cocked-hat  upon  his  head 
aL  I  epaulettes  upon  his  shoulders,  and  sets 
hiui  up  as  a  candidate  for  the  Presidency.  So, 
al& ),  on  a  recent  public  occasion,  as  the  place 
ass^ed  to  the  "  Reverend  Glexgy  "  is  Just  be- 
hind that  of  **  Officers  of  the  Army  and  Navy  " 
in  processions,  it  was  my  fortune  to  be  seated 
at  the  dinnet^table  over  against  one  of  these 
respectable  persons.  He  was  arrayed  as  (out 
of  hts  own  profession)  only  kings,  court-offi- 
cers, and  footmen  are  hi  Buroi)e,  and  Indians 
in  America.  Now  what  does  my  over-officious 
imagination  but  set  to  work  upon  him,  strip 
him  of  his  gay  Uveiy,  and  present  him  to  me 
coatlesa.  his  teousers  thrust  into  the  tops  of 
a  pair  of  boots  thick  with  elotted  blood,  and  a 
basket  on  his  arm  out  of  which  lolled  a  gore- 
smeared  axe.  thereby  deetroyiog  my  rolisli  for 
the  temporal  mercies  upon  tlie  board  before 
met— H.  W.) 


No.  IX. 

A  THIRD  LBTTBR  FROM  B.  SAWIK,  ESQ. 

CUPOir  the  following  letter  slender  comment 
will  be  needfuL  In  what  river  Selemnus  has  Mr. 
Sawin  bathed,  that  he  has  become  so  swiftly 
oblivions  of  his  fbrmer  loves  f  From  an  ardent 
and  (as  befits  a  soldier)  confident  wooer  of  that 
GOV  bride,  the  popalar  Csvor,  we  see  him  sub- 
side of  a  sudden  into  the  (I  trust  not  Jilted) 
Cincinnatus,  retaining  to  his  plough  with  a 
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ffoodly  slsed  bnuioh  of  willow  in  his  hand, 
flguntively  returning,  however,  to  a  figurative 
plough,  and  firom  no  profound  affection  for  that 
honored  implement  of  hnsbandrv  (for  which, 
indeed,  Mr.  Sawin  never  dlspUyed  any  decided 
predilection),  but  in  order  to  be  graceftiUy  sum- 
moned thereftom  to  more  congenial  labors.  It 
would  seem  that  the  character  of,  the  ancient 
Dictator  had  become  part  of  the  recognized 
stock  of  our  modem  political  comedy,  though, 
as  our  term  of  office  attends  to  a  quadrennial 
length,  the  parallel  is  not  so  minutely  exact  as 
could  be  desired.  It  Is  sufficiently  so,  how- 
ever, for  purposes  of  scenic  representation. 
An  humble  cottage  (if  built  of  logs,  the  better) 
forms  the  Arcadian  bMckground  of  the  staxe. 
This  rustic  paradise  is  labelled  AshLaud,  Ja- 
alam.  North  Bend,  Marshfield,  Kinderhook,  or 
B&ton  Bongs,  as  oceadon  demands.  Before 
the  door  stands  a  something  with  one  handle 
(the  other  painted  in  proper  perapective), 
i^l^h  represents,  in  happy  ideal  vagueness, 
the  plough.    To  this  the  defeated  eandidate  / 


mshes  with  deUrions  joy,  welcomed  as  a  father 
by  appropriate  groupe  of  happy  laborers,  or 
from  it  the  sucoessAil  one  is  torn  with  diffi- 
cultv,  sustained  alone  by  a  noble  sense  of  pub* 
lie  duty.  Only  I  have  observed,  that,  if  the 
scene  be  lakl  at  B&ton  Rouge  or  Ashland,  the 
laborers  are  kept  careAiUy  in  the  background, 
and  are  heard  to  shout  from  behind  the  scenes 
in  a  singular  tone  resembling  ululation,  and 
accompanied  by  a  sound  not  unlike  vigorous 
clapping.  This,  however,  may  be  artisUcally 
in  keeping  with  the  habits  of  the  rustic  popula- 
tion of  those  localities.  The  precise  connection 
between  agricultiiral  pursuits  and  statesman- 
ship, I  have  not  been  able,  after  diligent 
inquiry,  to  discover.  But,  that  my  investiga- 
tions may  not  be  barren  of  all  fruit,  I  will 
mention  one  curious  statistical  fhct,  which  I 
consider  thoroughly  established,  namely,  that 
no  real  fSfirmer  ever  attains  practically  beyond 
a  seat  In  General  Court,  however  theoretically 
qualified  for  more  exalted  station. 

It  is  probable  that  some  other  prospect  has 
been  opened  to  Mr.  Sawin,  and  that  he  has  not 
made  tliis  sreat  saci'iflce  without  some  definite 
understanding  in  regard  to  a  seat  in  the  cab- 
inet or  a  foreign  mission.  It  may  be  supposed 
that  we  of  JaaBtm  were  not  untouched  by  a 
feeling  of  vilUtic  pride  in  beholding  our  towns- 
man occupying  so  large  a  space  in  the  public 
eye.  And  to  me,  deeply  revolving  the  quali- 
fications necessary  to  a  candidate  in  these  fhi- 
gal  times,  those  of  Mr.  S.  seemed  peculiariy 
adapted  to  a  successful  campaign.  The  loss  of 
a  leg,  an  arm,  an  eye,  and  four  fingers  reduced 
him  so  nearlv  to  the  condition  of  a  inxb  «<  -prm- 
terea  nihil,  that  I  could  think  of  nothing  but 
the  loss  of  his  head  by  which  his  chance  could 
have  been  bettered.  But  since  he  has  chosen 
to  balk  our  suflhiges,  we  must  content  our- 
selves with  what  we  can  get,  remembering  lae- 
tuoaa  non  eaat  dandos,  dum  a»ni«i  suMdoaU.— 
H.  W.] 


I  sposE  yoa  recollect  thet  I  explained 

my  gennle  views 
In  the  last  billet  thet  I  writ,  'way  down 

frum  Veery  Cnize, 
Jest  arter  I*d  a  kind  o*  ben  sponta- 

nonsly  sot  up 
To  run  anannermonsly  fer  the  Presiden- 

'  tial  cup ; 
0'  course  it  wom't  no  wish  o*  mine, 

't  wnz  ferflely  distressin*. 
But  poppiler  enthusiasm  gut  so  almighty 

pressin* 
Thet,  though  like  sixty  all  along  I  fumed 

an'  fussed  an'  sorrered, 
There  did  n't  seem  no  ways  to  stop  their 

bringin'  on  me  forrenl : 
Fact  is,  they  udged  the  matter  so,  I 

could  n't  help  admit  tin' 
The  Father  o'  his  Country's  shoes  no 

feet  but  mine  'ould  fit  in, 
Besides  the  sann'  o'  the  soles  fer  ages  to 

succeed. 
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Seein'  thet  with  one  wannut  foot,  a  pair 

'd  be  more  'n  1  need ; 
An*,  tell  ye  wut,  them  shoes  *11  want  a 

thund'hn  sight  o'  patching 
£f  this  ere  fashion  is  to  last  we  've  gnt 

into  o'  hatchin' 
A  pair'o'  second  Washintons  fer  every 

new  election,  — 
Thotu^,  fer  ez  number  one 's  consarned, 

I  don't  make  no  oljection. 

I  wuz  agoin'  on  to  say  thet  wen  at  fust  I 

saw 
The  masses  would  stick  to  't  I  wnz  the 

Country's  father-'n-law, 
(They  would  ha'  hed  it  Father,  but  I  told 

em  *t  would  n't  du, 
Coz  thet  wuz  sutthin'  of  a  sort  they 

could  n't  split  in  tu. 
An'  Washintou  hed  hed  the  thing  laid 

fairly  to  his  door. 
Nor  dars  n't  say  't  wom't  his'n,  much 

ez  sixty  year  afore,) 
But 't  aint  no  matter  ez  to  thet ;  wen  I 

wuz  nomemated, 
T  wom't  natur  but  wut  I  should  feel 

consid'able  elated, 
An*  wile  the  hooraw  o'  the  thing  wuz 

kind  o'  noo  an'  fresh, 
I  thought  our  ticket  would  ha'  caird  the 

country  with  a  resh. 

Sence  I  'ye  come  hum,  though,  an'  looked 

round,  I  think  I  seem  to  find 
Strong  argimunts  ez  thick  ez  fleas  to 

make  me  change  my  mind; 
It 's  clear  to  any  one  whose  brain  aint 

fur  ffone  in  a  phthisis, 
Thet  hail  Columby's  happy  land  is  goin' 

thru  a  crisis. 
An'  't  would  n't  noways  du  to  hev  the 

people's  mind  distracted 
By  bein   all  to  once  by  sev'ial  pop'lar 

names  attackted ; 
*T  would  save  holl  haycartloads  o'  fuss 

an*  three  four  months  o'  jaw, 
£f  some  Ulustrous  paytriot  should  back 

out  an'  withdraw ; 
So,  ez  I  aint  a  crooked  stick,  jest  like — 

like  ole  (I  swow, 
I  dunno  ez  I  know  his  name) — I  '11  go 

back  to  my  plough. 

Wenever  an  Amerikin  distinguished  pol- 

itishin 
Begins  to  try  et  wut  they  call  definin' 

his  posishin, 


Wal,  I,  fer  one,  feel  sure  he  aint  gut 

nothin'  to  define ; 
It 's  so  nine  cases  out  o'  ten,  but  jest  that 

tenth  is  mine ; 
And 't  aint  no  more  'n  is  proper  'n'  right 

in  sech  a  sitooation 
To  hint  tiie  course  you  think  'U  be  the 

savin'  o'  the  nation ; 
To  funk  right  out  o'  p'lit'cal  strife  aint 

thought  to  be  the  thing, 
Without  you  deacon  off  the  toon  you 

want  your  folks  should  sins; ; 
So  I  edvise  the  noomrous  fiienos  thet  *§ 

in  one  boat  with  me 
To  jest  up  killick,  jam  right  down  their 

helium  hard  a  lee. 
Haul  the  sheets  taut,  an',  laying  out  upon 

the  Suthun  tack, 
Make  fer  the  safest  port  they  can,  wich, 

/think,  isOleZack. 

Next  thing  you  '11  want  to  know,   I 

spose,  wut  argimunts  I  seem 
To  see  thet  makes  me  think  this  ere  '11 

be  the  stronsest  team  ; 
Fust  place,  I  've  oen  consid'ble  round  in 

biar-rooms  an'  saloons 
Agetherin'  public   sentiment,  'mongst 

Demmercrats  and  Coons, 
An'  't  aint  ye'y  offen  thet  I  meet  a  chap 

but  wut  goes  in  . 
Fer  Rough  an'  Ready,  fair  an'  sijuare, 

hufs,  taller,  horns,  an*  skin  ; 
I  don't  deny  but  wut,  fer  one,  ez  fur  ez  I 

could  see, 
I  did  n't  like  at  fust  the  Pheladelphy 

nomemee : 
I  could  ha'  pinted  to  a  man  thet  wuz,  I 

guess,  a  peg 
Higher  than  nim,  — a  soger,  tu,  an'  with 

a  wooden  leg ; 
But  every  day  with  more  an'  more  o* 

Taylor  zeal  I  'm  bumin*, 
Seein'  wich  way  the  tide  thet  sets  to 

office  is  atumin*; 
Wy,  into  Bellers's  we  notched  the  votes 

down  on  three  sticks,  — 
'Twuz  Birdofrednm  one,  Cass  atight,  an' 

Taylor  ttperUv'Six, 
An*  bein'  the  on  y  canderdate  thet  wuz 

upon  the  ground. 
They  said  *t  wuz  no  more  'n  right  thet  I- 

should  pay  the  drinks  all  round ; 
£f  I  'd  expected  sech  a  trick,  I  would  n't 

ha'  cut  my  foot 
By  goin'  an'  votin'  fer  myself  like  a  con- 
sumed coot; 


THE  BIGLOW  PAPERS. 


It  did  n't  make  no  difTranoe,  thoagh ;  I 

wish  I  may  be  cost, 
Ef  Bellera  wuz  n't  slim  enough  to  say  he 

would  n't  trust ! 

Another  pint  thet  influences  the  minds 

o'  sober  jedges 
Is  thet  the  Gin'ral  hez  n't  gut  tied  hand 

an'  foot  with  pledges; 
He  hez  n't  told  ye  wut  ne  is,  an'  so  there 

aint  no  knowin' 
But  wut  he  may  turn  out  to  be  the  best 

there  is  agoin' ; 
This,  at  the  on'v  spot  thet  pinched,  the 

shoe  directly  eases, 
Coz  every  one  is  free  to  'xpect  percisely 

wut  he  pleases: 
I  want  free-trade ;  you  don't ;  the  Gin- 
'ral is  n't  bound  to  neither ; — 
I  vote  my  way ;  you,  youm ;  an'  both 

air  sooted  to  a  T  there. 
Ole  Rough  an'  Ready,  tu,  's  a  Wig,  but 

without  bein*  ultry 
(He  's  like  a  holsome  hayin'  day,  thet 's 

warm,  but  is  n't  sultry ; 
He  *s  jest  wut  I  should  call  myself,  a 

kin'  o'  scratch  ez  't  ware, 
Thet  aint  exacly  all  a  wig  nor  wholly 

your  own  hair ; 
I  've  ben  a  Wig  three  weeks  myself, 

jest  o'  this  mod'rate  sort. 
An'  don't  find  them  an'  Demmercrats  so 

different  ez  I  thought ; 
They  both  act  pooty  much  alike,  an' 

push  an'  scrougean'  cus  ; 
They  're  like  two  pickpockets  in  league 

fer  Uncle  Samwell  s  pus ; 
Each  takes  a  side,  an'  then  they  squeeze 

the  ole  man  in  between  em. 
Turn  all  his  pockets  wrong  side  out  an' 

quick  ez  iightnin'  clean  'em ; 
To  nary  one  on  'em  I  'd  trust  a  secon*- 

handed  rail 
No  furder  off  'an  I  could  sling  a  buUock 

by  the  tail. 

Webster  sot  matters  right  in  thet  air 

Mashfiel'  speech  o'  hisn  ; — 
"Taylor,"  sez  he,  " aint  nary  ways  the 

one  thet  I  'd  a  chizzen. 
Nor  he  aint  fittln'  fer  the  place,  an'  like 

ez  not  he  aint 
No  more  'n  a  tough  ole  buUethead,  an' 

no  gret  of  a  saint ; 
Bat  then,"  aez  he,  "obearve  my  pint, 

he  's  jest  ez  good  to  vote  fer 


Ez  though  the  greasin*  on  him  wom't  a 

thing  to  hire  Choate  fer ; 
Aint  it  ez  easy  done  to  drop  a  ballot  in 

a  box 
Fer  one  ez  't  is  fer  t'  other,  fer  the  bull- 
dog ez  the  fox?" 
It  takes  a  mind  like  Dannel's,  fact,  ez  big 

ez  all  ou'  doors. 
To  find  out  thet  it  looks  like  rain  artar 

it  fairly  poura ; 
I  'gree  with  him,  it  aint  so  dreffle  tron- 

blesome  to  vote 
Fer  Taylor  arter  all,  — it 's  jest  to  go  an' 

change  your  coat ; 
Wen  he  's  once  greased,  you  '11  swaller 

him  an'  never  know  on 't,  source. 
Unless  he  scratches,  goin'  down,  with 

them  'ere  Gin'ral's  spurs. 
I  've  ben  a  votiu'  Demmercrat,  ez  reg- 

'lar  as  a  clock, 
But  don't  find  goin'  Taylor  gives  my 

narves  no  gret  'f  a  shock  ; 
Truth  is,  the  cutest  leadin'  Wigs,  ever 

sence  fust  thev  found 
Wich  side  the  bread  gut  buttered  on,  hev 

kep'  a  ed^'  round ; 
They  km'  o*  shpt  the  nlanks  from  out  th' 

ole  platfonn  one  by  one 
An'  made  it  gradooallv  noo,  'fore  folks 

know'd  wut  wuz  done. 
Till,  fur  'z  I  know,  there  aint  an  inch 

thet  I  could  lay  my  han'  on. 
But  I,  or  any  Demmercrat,  feels  oomf  t- 

ble  to  Stan'  on. 
An'  ole  Wig  doctrines  act'Uy  look,  their 

occ'pants  bein'  gone. 
Lonesome  ez  staddles  on  a  mash  with- 
out no  hayricks  on. 

I  spose  it 's  time  now  I  should  give  my 

thoughts  upon  the  plan, 
Thet  chipped  the  shell  at  Buffalo,  o'  set- 
tin'  up  ole  Van. 
I  used  to  vote  fer  Martin,  but,  I  swan, 

I'm  clean  disgusted,  — 
He  aint  the  man  thet  I  can  say  is  fittin' 

to  be  trusted ; 
He  aint  half  antislav'ry  'nough,  nor  I 

aint  sure,  ez  some  be. 
He  'd  go  in  fer  abolishin'  the  Deestrick 

o'  Columby ; 
An',  now  I  come  to  recoUec,  it  kin'  o* 

makes  me  sick  'z 
A   Lorse,  to  think  o'  wut  he  wuz  in 

eighteen  thirty-six. 
An'  then,   another   thing ;  —  1   guess, 

though  mebby  I  am  wrong, 
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This  Buff  *lo  plaster  aint  agoin'  to  dror 

almighty  strong ; 
Some  folKs,  I  know,  hev  gut  th*  idee 

thet  No'thun  dough '11  rise, 
Though,  'fore  1  see  it  riz  an'  baked,  I 

would  n't  trust  my  eyes ; 
'T  will  take  more  emptins,  a  long  chalk, 

than  this  noo  party 's  gut, 
To  give  sech  heavy  cakes  ez  them  a 

start,  I  tell  ye  wut 
But  even  ef  they  caird  the  day,  there 

would  n't  be  no  enduriu' 
To  Stan'  upon  a  platform  with  sech  crit- 
ters ez  Van  Buren  ;  — 
An'  his  son  John,  tn,  I  can't  think  how 

thet  'ere  chap  should  dare 
To  speak  ez  he  doos  ;  wy,  they  say  he 

used  to  cuss  an'  swear  1 
I  spose  he  never  read  the  hymn  thet 

tells  how  down  the  stairs 
A  feller  with  long  1^  wuz  throwed  thet 

would  n't  say  his  prayers. 
This  brings  me  to  another  pint :  the 

leaders  o'  the  party 
Aint  jest  sech  men  ez  I  can  act  along 

with  free  an'  hearty ; 
They  aint  not  quite  respectable,  an*  wen 

a  feller's  morrils 
Don't  toe  the  straig^htest  kin'  o'  mark, 

wy,  him  an*  me  jest  quarrils. 
I  went  to  a  free  soil  meetin'  once,  an' 

wut  d*  ye  think  I  see  ? 
A  feller  was  aspoutin'  there  thet  act'Uy 

come  to  me, 
About  two  year  ago  last  spring,  ez  nigh 

ez  I  can  jedge, 
An'  axed  me  ef  I  did  n't  want  to  sign 

the  Temprunce  pledge  ! 
He's  one  o'  them  that  goes  about  an'  sez 

you  hed  n't  ough'ter 
Drink  nothin',  momin',  noon,  or  night, 

stronger  'an  Taunton  water. 
There 's  one  rule  1  've  ben  cuided  by,  in 

settlin'  how  to  vote,  oilers, — 
I  take  the  side  thet  t»  nH  took  by  them 

consamed  teetotallers. 

£z  fer  the  niggers,  I  *ve  ben  South,  an' 

thet  hez  changed  mv  min'; 
A  lazier ;  more  ongrateful  set  you  could 

n't  nowers  fin'. 
You  know  I  mentioned  in  my  last  thet 

I  should  buy  a  nigger, 
£f  I  could  make  a  purchase  at  a  pooty 

mod'rate  figger ; 
So,  ez  there  's  nothin'  in  the  world  I  'm 

fonder  of  'an  gunnin'. 


I  closed  a  bargain  finally  to  take  a  feller 

runnin'. 
I  shou'dered  queeji's-arm  an'  stumped 

out,  an'  wen  I  come  t'  th'  swamp, 
'T  wom't  very  long  afore  I  gut  upon  the 

nest  o'  Pomp ; 
I  come  acrost  a  kin*  o'  hut,  an*,  playin* 

round  the  door, 
Some    little    woolly-headed    cubs,    ez\ 

many'z  six  or  more. 
At  fust  1  thought  o'   firin*,  but  think 

ttoice  is  safest  oilers; 
There  aint,  thinks  I,  not  one  on  'em 

but  *s  wuth  his  twenty  dollars, 
Or  would  be,  ef  I  hed  'em  back  into  a 

Christian  land, — 
How  temptin'  all  on  'em  would  look 

upon  an  auction-stand  ! 
(Not   out  wut  /  hate  Slavery,  in  th' 

abstract,  stem  to  stam,  — 
I  leave  it  ware  our  fathers  did,  a  privit 

State  consani.) 
Soon  'z  they  see  me,  they  yelled  an*  run, 

but  Pomp  wuz  out  ahoein' 
A  leetle  pateli  o'  com  he  hed,  or  else 

there  aint  no  knowin' 
He  would  n't  ha'  took  a  pop  at  me ;  but 

I  hed  gut  the  start. 
An'  wen  he  looked,  I  vow  he  groaned 

ez  though  he  'd  broke  his  heart ; 
He  done  it  like  a  wite  man,  tu,  ez  nat'- 

ral  ez  a  pictur, 
The  Imp'dunt,  pis'nous  hypocrite !  wus 

'an  a  boy  constrictur. 
"  You  can't  gum  rjw,  1  tell  ye  now,  an* 

so  you  need  n't  try, 
I  *xpect  my  eye-teeth  every  mail,  so  jest 

shet  up,*  sez  1. 
**  Don't  go  to  actin*  ugly  now,  or  else 

I  '11  let  her  strip. 
You  'd  best  draw  kindly,  seein*  *z  how 

I  've  gut  ye  on  the  nip ; 
Besides,  you  darned  ole  fool,  it  aint  no 

gret  of  a  disaster 
To  be  benev'lently  dniv  back  to  a  con- 
tented master. 
Ware  you  hed  Christian  priv'ledges  you 

don't  seem  quite  aware  on, 
Or  you  'd  ha'  never  run  away  from  bein' 

well  took  care  on ; 
Ez  fer  kin'  treatment,  wy,  he  wuz  so 

fond  on  ye,  he  said 
He  'd  give  a  fifty  spot  right  out,  to  git 

ye,  'live  or  dead  ; 
Wite  folks  aint  sot  by  half  ez  much; 

'member  I  run  away, 
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Wen  I  wuz  bonnd  to  CRp*n  Jakes,  to 

Mattysqumscot  Bay; 
Don'  know  him,  likely?    Spose  not; 

wal,  the  mean  ole  codger  went 
An*  offered  —  wut  reward,  think  I  Wal, 

it  worn't  no  Us8  'n  a  cent.'* 

Wal,  I  jest  gut  'era  into  line,  an*  druv 

'em  on  afore  me, 
The  pis'nous  brutes,  1  'd  no  idee  o'  the 

ill-will  they  bore  me ; 
We  walked  till  som'ers  about  noon,  an' 

then  it  grew  so  hot 
I  thought  it  best  to  camp  awile,  so  I 

chose  out  a  spot 
Jest  under  a  magnoly  tree,  an'  there 

r^ht  down  I  sot ; 
Then  f  unstrapped  my  wooden  leg,  eoz 

it  begun  to  chafe. 
An'  laid  it  down  'long  side  o'  me,  sup- 

posin'  all  wnz  safe ; 
I  made  my  darkies  all  set  down  around 

me  in  a  ring, 
An'  sot  an'  kin*  o'  ciphered  up  how 

much  the  lot  would  brins;; 
But,  wile  I  drinked  the  peaceful  cup  of 

a  pure  heart  an*  min 
(Mixed  with  some  wiskey,  now  an'  then), 

Pomi>  he  snaked  up  behin'. 
An'  creepin'  grad'lly  close  tu,  ez  quiet 

ez  a  mink, 
Jest  jgrabbed  my  leg,  and  then  pulled 

foot,  quicker  'an  you  could  wink. 
An',  come  to  look,  they  each  on  *em 

hed  gut  behin'  a  tree. 
An'  Pomp  poked  out  the  leg  a  piece, 

jest  so  ez  1  could  see. 
An'  yelled  to  me  to  throw  away  my  pis- 
tils an'  my  gun» 
Or  else  thet  they  'd  cair  off  the  leg,  an' 

fairly  cut  an'  run. 
I  vow  I  did  n't  b'lieve  there  wuz  a  de- 
cent alligatur 
Thet  hed  a  heart  so  destitoot  o'  common 

human  natur; 
However,  ez  there  worn't    no  help,  I 

finally  give  in 
An'  heft  my  arms  away  to  git  my  leg 

safe  back  agin. 
Pomp  gethered  all  the  weapins  up,  an' 

then  he  come  an'  grinned. 
He  showed  his  ivory  some,  I  guess,  nn' 

sez,  *•  You  're  fairly  pinned  ; 
Jest  buckle  on  vour  leg  agin,  an'  git 

right  up  an  come, 
*T  wun't  du  fer  fammerly  men  like  me 

to  be  so  long  frum  hum." 


At  fust  1  put  my  foot  riffht  down  an* 

swore  1  would  n't  buc^e. 
"  Jest  ez  yon  choose,"  sez  he,  quite  cool, 

**  eitner  be  shot  or  trudge." 
So  this  black-hearted  monster  took  an 

act*lly  dniv  me  back 
Along  the  very  feetmarks  o'  my  happj 

momin*  track. 
An*  kep'  me  pris'ner  'bout  six  months^ 

an  worked  me,  tu,  like  sin. 
Till  I  hed  ^t  his  com  an'  his  Carliny 

taters  m ; 
He  made  me  lam  him  readin',  tu  (al- 
though the  crittur  saw 
How  much  it  hut  my  morril  sense  to  act 

rthe  law), 
could  read  a  Bible  he  'd  gut ; 

an'  axed  ef  1  could  pint 
The  North  Star  out ;  but  there  I  put 

his  nose  some  out  o'  jint, 
Fer  I  weeled  roun'  about  sou'west,  an', 

lookin'  up  a  bit. 
Picked  out  a  middlin'  shiny  one  an'  tole 

him  thet  wuz  it. 
Fin'll^,  he  took  me  to  the  door^  an', 

givin'  me  a  kick, 
Sez,  —  "  Ef  you  know  wut  *8  best  fer  ye, 

be  off,  now,  double-quick  ; 
The  winter-time 's   a  corain'  on, ,  an', 

though  I  gut  ye  cheap. 
You're  so  darned  lazy,  I  don't  think 

;ou  're  hardly  wuth  your  keep ; 

ies,  the  childrin  *s  growin'  up,  an' 

vou  aint  jest  the  model 
I  'd  like  to  hev  'em  immertate,  an'  so 

you'd  better  toddle!'* 

Now  is  there  anythin'  on  airth  *11  ever 

prove  to  me 
Thet  renegader  slaves  like  him  air  fit 

fer  bein'  free  I 
D'  you  think  they  '11  suck  me  in  to  jine 

the  BufTlo  cnaps,  an'  them 
Rank  infidels  thet  go  agin  the  Scriptural 

cus  0*  Shem  I 
Not  by  a  jugfull  t  sooner  'n  thet,  I  'd 

go  thra  fire  an'  water ; 
Wen  1  hev  once  made  up  my  mind,  a 

meet'nhus  aint  sotter; 
No,  not  though  all  the  crows  thet  flies 

to  pick  my  bones  wuz  cawin',— 
I  guess  we  're  m  a  Christian  land,  — 
Youra, 

BIRDOPREDUM  8AWIN. 

[Here,  paUent  reader,  we  take  leave  of  each 
otber,  I  trust  with  eome  mutual  aatiaractioK. 
I  aaypatitnt,  for  I  love  not  tliat  kind  which 
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skims  dippingly  over  the  sarflice  of  the  page, 
as  swallows  over  a  pool  before  rain.  By  such 
no  pearls  shall  be  sathered.  But  if  no  pearls 
there  be  (as,  Indeed,  the  world  U  not  without 
example  of  books  whereiyom  the  longest-winded 
tliver  shall  bring  up  no  more  than  his  proper 
handful  of  mud),  yet  let  us  hope  that  an  oyster 
or  two  may  reward  adequate  perseverance.  If 
neither  pearls  nor  oysters,  yet  is  patience  itself 
a  gem  worth  diving  deeply  for. 

It  may  seem  to  some  that  too  much  space 
has  been  usurjied  by  my  own  itrivate  lucubra- 
tions, and  some  may  be  fain  to  bring  against 
me  that  old  Jest  of  him  who  })reached  all  his 
hearers  out  of  the  meeting-house  save  only  the 
sexton,  who,  remaining  for  yet  a  little  space, 
from  a  sense  of  official  duty,  at  last  gave  out 
also,  and,  presentim;  the  keys,  humbly  requested 
our  preacher  to  lock  the  doors,  when  he  should 
have  wholly  relieved  himself  of  his  testimony. 
I  confess  to  a  satisfaction  in  the  self  act  of 
preaching,  nor  do  I  esteem  a  discourse  to  be 
wholly  thrown  away  even  upon  a  fdeepins  or 
unintelligent  auditory.  1  cannot  easily  betieve 
that  the  Gospel  of  Saint  John,  which  Jacques 
Cartier  ordered  to  be  read  in  the  Latin  toncue 
to  the  Canadian  savages,  upon  his  first  meeting 
with  them,  fell  altogether  upon  stony  ground. 
For  the  earnestness  of  the  pi-eacher  ia  a  sermon 
appreciable  by  dullest  intellects  and  most  alien 
ears.  In  this  wise  did  Epiacopius  convert 
manv  to  his  opinions,  who  yet  understood  not 
the  language  in  which  he  discoursed.  The 
chief  thing  is  that  the  messenger  believe  tliat 
he  has  an  authentic  message  to  deliver.  For 
counterfeit  messengers  that  mode  of  treat-ment 
which  Father  John  de  Piano  Carpiui  relates  to 
have^revailed  among  the  Tartars  would  seem 
effectual,  and,  perhaps,  desei-ved  enough.  For 
my  own  part,  I  may  lay  claim  to  so  much  of 
the  spirit  of  martyrdom  as  would  have  led  me 
to  go  into  banishment  with  those  clei^gymea 
whom  Alphonso  the  Sixth  of  Portugal  dcave 
out  of  his  kingdom  for  reftising  to  shorten  their 
pulpit  eloquence.  It  Is  possible,  tliat,  having 
been  invited  into  ray  brother  Biglow's  desk,  I 
may  have  been  too  little  scrupulous  in  using  it 
for  the  venting  of  my  own  peculiar  doctrines  to 
A  congregation  dxawn  together  in  the  expecta- 
tion and  with  the  desire  of  hearing  him. 


I  am  not  wholly  nncnnscioiu  of  a  peculiarity 
of  mental  oi^nization  which  imiiels  me,  like 
the  railroad-engine  with  its  train  of  cars,  to  run 
backward  for  a  short  distance  in  order  to  ob- 
tain a  fiiirer  start  I  may  compare  myself  to 
one  fishing  from  the  rocl(M  when  the  sea  runs 
high,  who,  misinterpreting  the  suction  of  the 
undertow  for  the  biting  of  some  laiger  fish, 
Jerks  suddenly,  and  finds  that  he  has  caught  bot- 
ton,  hauling  in  upon  the  end  of  his  line  a  trail 
of  various  a2gre,  among  which,  nevertheless,  the 
naturalist  mav  haply  find  somewhat  to  repay 
the  disappointment  of  the  angler.  Yet  have  I 
conscientiously  endeavored  to  adapt  in  vself  to 
the  impatient  teniiier  of  tlie  age,  dally  uegener> 
ating  more  and  more  fhim  the  high  standard  of 
our  pristine  New  England.  To  tlie  catalogue 
of  lost  arts  I  would  moumftilly  add  also  that 
of  listening  to  two-hour  sermons.  Surely  we 
have  been  abridged  into  a  race  of  pygmies. 
For,  truly,  in  those  of  the  old  discourses  yet 
subsisting  to  us  in  print*  the  endless  spinal 
column  of  divisions  and  subdivisions  can  be 
likened  to  nothing  so  exactly  as  to  the  verte- 
brBB  of  the  saurlans,  whence  the  theorist  may 
ooQjecture  a  race  of  Anakim  proiiortioiiate  to 
the  withstanding  of  these  other  monsters.  I 
say  Anakim  rather  than  Nephelim,  because 
there  seem  reasons  for  supposing  that  the  race 
of  Uiose  whose  heads  (though  no  giants)  are 
koonstantiy  enveloped  in  cluuda  (which  tliat 
name  Imports)  will  never  become  extinct  The 
attempt  to  vanquish  the  innnmerable  htad* 
of  one  of  those  afore-mentioned  discourses 
may  supply  us  with  a  plausible  interpretation 
of  the  second  labor  of  Hercules,  and  his  suc- 
cessful experiment  with  fire  affords  us  a  useful 
precedent 

Bat  while  I  lament  the  degeneracy  of  the  age 
in  this  regard,  I  cannot  refuse  to  succumb  to 
its  influence.  Looking  out  through  my  study- 
window,  I  see  Mr.  B^Iow  at  a  distance  busy 
in  gathering  his  Baldwins,  of  which,  to  Judge 
by  the  number  of  barrels  lying  about  under  tlie 
trees,  his  crop  is  more  abundant  than  my  own, 
—by  which  sight  I  am  admonished  to  turn  to 
those  orchards  of  the  mind  wherein  my  labors 
may  be  more  prospered,  and  apply  myself  dili- 
gently to  the  preparation  of  my  next  SabUath'a 
3iacoan&-lt  wi] 
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Though  prefaces  seem  of  late  to  have 
fUIen  under  some  reproach,  they  have  at 
least  this  advantage,  that  they  set  us 
again  on  the  feet  of  our  personal  conscious- 
ness and  rescue  us  from  the  gregarious 
mock-modesty  or  cowardice  of  that  toe 
which  shrills  feeblv  throughout  modem 
literature  like  the  snrieking  of  mice  in  the 
walls  of  a  house  that  has  passed  its  prime. 
Having  a  few  words  to  say  to  the  many 
friends  whom  the  "  Biglow  Papers  "  have 
won  me,  I  shall  accordingly  take  the  free- 
dom of  the  first  person  singular  of  the 
personal  pronoun.  Let  each  of  the  good- 
natured  unknown  who  have  cheered  me  by 
the  written  communication  of  their  sym- 
pathy look  upon  this  Introduction  as  a 
private  letter  to  himself. 

When,  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  I 
wrote  the  first  of  the  series,  I  had  no  defi- 
nite plan  and  no  intention  of  ever  writinff 
another.  Thinking  the  Mexican  war,  as  I 
think  it  still,  a  national  crime  committed 
In  behoof  of  Slavery,  our  common  sin,  and 
wishing  to  put  the  feeling  of  those  who 
thought  as  I  did  in  a  way  that  would  tell, 
I  imagined  to  myself  such  an  upcountry 
man  as  I  had  often  seen  at  antlslavery 

Stherings.  capable  of  district-school  Eng- 
h,  but  always  instinctively  falling  back 
into  the  natural  stronghold  of  his  homelv 
dialect  when  heated  to  the  point  of  self- 
foigetfulness.  When  I  began  to  carry  out 
my  conception  and  to  rate  in  my  as- 
sumed character,  I  found  myself  in  a  strait 
between  two  perils.  On  the  one  hand,  I 
was  in  danger  of  being  carried  beyond  the 
limit  of  my  own  opimons,  or  at  least  of 
that  temper  with  wnich  every  man  should 
speak  his  mind  in  print,  and  on  the  other 
I  feared  the  risk  ox  seeming  to  vulgarize  a 
deep  and  sacred  conviction.  I  needed  on 
occasion  to  rise  above  the  level  of  mere 
oo^oM.  and  for  this  purpose  conceived  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Wilbur,  who  should  express  the 
more  cautious  element  of  the  New  England 
character  and  its  pedantrv,  as  Mr.  Biglow 
should  serve  for  its  homely  common-sense 
vivified  and  heated  by  conscience.  The 
parson  was  to  be  the  complement  rather 
thuan  the  antithesis  of  his  parishioner,  and 
I  felt  or  fancied  a  certain  humorotis  ele- 


ment in  the  real  identity  of  the  two  under 
a  seeming  incongruity.  Mr.  Wilbur's  fond- 
ness for  scraps  of  Latin,  though  drawn 
from  the  life,  I  adopted  deliberately  to 
heighten  the  contrast.  Finding  soon  after 
that  I  needed  some  one  as  a  mouthpiece  of 
the  mere  drollery,  for  I  conceive  that  true 
humor  is  never  divorced  from  moral  con- 
viction, I  invented  Mr.  Sawln  for  the 
clown  of  my  little  puppet-show.  I  meant 
to  embody  in  him  that  half-conscious  un- 
morality  which  I  had  noticed  as  the  recoil 
in  ffross  natures  from  a  puritanism  that 
still  strove  to  keep  in  its  creed  the  intense 
savor  which  had  long  gone  out  of  its  faith 
and  life.  In  the  three  I  thought  I  should 
find  room  enough  to  express,  as  it  was  my 
pUn  to  do,  the  popular  feeUng  and  opin- 
ion of  the  time.  For  the  names  of  two  of 
my  eharacters,  since  I  have  received  some 
remonstrances  from  very  worthy  persons 
who  happen  to  bear  them,  I  would  say 
that  they  were  purely  fortuitous,  probar 
bly  mere  unconscious  memories  of  sign- 
boards or  directories.  Mr.  Sawin's  spraoff 
from  the  accident  of  a  rhyme  at  the  ena 
of  his  first  epistle,  and  I  purposely  chris- 
tened him  by  the  impossible  surname  of 
Birdofredum  not  more  to  stigmatise  him  as 
the  incarnation  of  *' Manifest  Destiny/*  in 
other  words,  of  national  recklessness*  as  to 
riffht  and  wrong,  than  to  avoid  the  chance 
01  woondmg  anv  private  sensitiveness. 

The  success  of  my  experiment  soon  began 
not  only  to  astonish  me,  but  to  make  me 
feel  the  responsibility  of  knowing  that  I 
held  in  my  nand  a  weapon  instead  of  the 
mere  fencing-^tick  I  had  supposed.  Very 
far  from  being  a  popular  author  under  my 
own  name,  so  far,  indeed,  as  to  be  almost 
unread,  I  found  the  verses  of  my  pseu- 
donyme  copied  everywhere ;  I  sa>r  them 
pinned  up  in  workshops:  I  heard  them 
quoted  and  their  authorsnip  debated;  I 
once  even,  when  rumor  had  at  len^i^ 
caught  up  my  name  in  one  of  its  eddies, 
had  the  satisfaction  of  overhearing  it  dem- 
onstrated, in  the  pauses  of  a  concert,  that 
/  was  utterly  incompetent  to  have  writ- 
ten anything  of  the  kind.  I  had  read  too 
mudi  not  to  know  the  utter  worthlessness 
of  contemporary  reputation,  especially  as 


214 


THE  BIGLOW  PAPERS. 


regards  satire,  bnt  I  knew  also  that  by 
giving  a  certain  amount  of  influence  it  also 
had  its  worth,  if  that  influence  were  used  on 
the  right  side.  I  had  learned,  too,  that  the 
first  requisite  of  good  writing  is  to  have  an 
earnest  and  definite  purpose,  whether  les- 
thetic  or  moral,  and  that  even  good  writing, 
to  please  long,  must  have  more  than  an 
average  amount  either  of  imagination  or 
oommon-sense.  The  first  of  these  falls  to 
the  lot  of  scarcely  one  in  several  genera- 
tions ;  the  last  is  within  th^  reach  of  many 
in  every  one  that  passes ;  and  of  this  an 
author  may  fairly  hope  to  become  in  part 
the  mouthpiece.  If  I  put  on  the  cap  and 
bells  and  mdde  myself  one  of  the  court- 
fools  of  King  Demos,  it  was  less  to  make 
his  migesty  laugh  than  to  win  a  passage 
to  his  royal  ears  for  certain  serious  thin^ 
which  I  had  deeply  at  heart.  I  say  this 
because  there  is  no  imputation  that  could 
be  more  galling  to  any  man's  self-respect 
than  that  of  being  a  mere  jester.  I  en- 
deavored, by  generalizing  my  satire,  to 
give  it  what  value  I  could  beyond  the  pass- 
ing moment  and  the  immediate  applica- 
tion. How  far  I  have  succeeded  I  cannot 
tell,  but  I  have  had  better  luck  than  I 
ever  looked  for  in  seeing  my  verses  survive 
to  pass  beyond  their  nonage. 

In  choosing  the  Yankee  dialect,  I  did 
not  act  without  forethought.  It  had  long 
seemed  to  me  that  the  great  vice  of  Amer- 
ican writing  and  speaking  was  a  studied 
want  of  simplicity,  that  we  were  in  danger 
of  coming  to  look  on  our  mother-tongue 
as  a  dead  language,  to  be  sought  in  the 
grammar  and  dictionarv  rather  than  in  the 
heart,  and  that  our  omy  ch/ince  of  escape 
was  by  seeking  it  at  its  living  sources 
among  those  wno  were,  as  Scottowe  savs 
of  Maior-General  Gibbons,  "  divinely  illit- 
erate. President  Lincoln,  the  only  really 
great  public  man  whom  these  latter  days 
have  seen,  was  great  also  in  this,  that  he 
was  master  —  witness  his  speech  at  Get- 
tysburg—  of  a  truly  masculine  English, 
classic  because  it  was  of  no  special  period, 
and  level  at  once  to  the  highest  and  lowest 
of  his  countrymen.  I  learn  from  the  high- 
est authority'that  his  favorite  reading  wa.«« 
in  Shakespeare  and  Milton,  to  which,  of 
course,  the  Bible  should  be  added.  But 
whoever  should  read  the  debates  in  Con- 
gress might  fancy  himself  present  at  a  meet- 
mg  of  the  city  council  of  some  city  of  South- 
ern Gaul  in  the  decline  of  the  Empire,  where 
barbarians  with  a  Latin  varnish  emulated 
each  other  by  being  more  than  Ciceronian. 
Whether  it  be  want  of  culture,  for  the 
highest  outcome  of  that  is  simplicity,  or 
for  whatever  reason,  it  is  certain  that  very 
ftw  Americaii  writers  or  speakers  wield 


their  native  language  with  the  directness, 
precision^  and  force  that  are  common  as 
the  day  m  the  mother  country.  We  use 
it  like  Scotsmen,  not  as  if  it  belonged  to 
us.  but  as  if  we  wished  to  prove  that  we 
belonged  to  it,  by  showing  our  intimacy 
with  its  written  •  rather  than  with  its 
spoken  dialect.  And  yet  all  the  while  our 
popular  idiom  is  racy  with  life  and  vigor 
and  originality,  bucksome  (as  Milton  used 
the  word)  to  our  new  occasions,  and  proves 
itself  no  mere  graft  by  sending  up  new 
suckers  from  the  old  root  in  spite  of  us. 
It  is  only  from  its  roots  in  the  living  gen- 
erations of  men  that  a  language  can  be 
reinforced  with  fresh  vigor  for  its  needs ; 
what  may  be  called  a  literate  dialect  grows 
ever  more  and  more  i>edantic  and  foreign, 
till  it  becomes  at  last  as  unfitting  a  vehicle 
for  living  thought  as  monkish  Latin.  That 
we  should  all  oe  made  to  talk  like  books 
is  the  danger  vrith  which  we  are  threatened 
bv  the  Universal  Schoolmaster,  who  does 
his  best  to  enslave  the  minds  and  memo- 
ries of  his  victims  to  what  he  esteems  the 
best  models  of  English  composition,  that 
is  to  say,  to  the  writers  wnose  style  is 
faultily  correct  and  has  no  blood -warmth 
in  it.  No  language  after  it  has  faded  into 
dictum,  none  that  cannot  suck  up  the 
feeding  juices  secreted  for  it  in  the  rich 
mother-earth  of  common  folk,  can  bring 
forth  a  sound  and  lusty  book.  True  vigor 
and  heartiness  of  phrase  do  not  pass  from 
page  to  page,  but  from  man  to  man,  where 
the  brain  is  kindled  and  the  lips  suppled 
by  downright  living  interests  and  bv  pas- 
sion in  its  very  throe.  Language  is  the 
soil  of  thought,  and  our  own  especially  is 
a  rich  leaf-mould,  the  slow  deposit  of  a^, 
the  shed  foliage  of  feeling,  fancy,  and  im- 
agination, which  has  suffered  an  earth- 
change,  that  the  vocal  forest,  as  Howell 
called  it,  may  clothe  itself  anew  with 
living  green.  There  is  death  in  the  dic- 
tionary; and,  vhere  language  is  too  strictly 
limited  by  convention,  the  ground  for  ex- 
pression to  grow  in  is  limited  also;  and 
we  get  a  potted  literature,  Chinese  dwarfs 
instead  of  healthy  trees. 

Bnt  while  the  schoolmaster  has  been 
busy  starching  our  language  and  smooth- 
ing it  flat  with  the  mangle  of  a  supposed 
classical  authority,  the  newspaper  reporter 
has  l>een  doing  even  more  harm  by  stretch- 
ing and  swelling  it  to  suit  his  occasions. 
A  dozen  years  ago  I  began  a  list,  which  I 
hav^  added  to  fW>m  time  to  time,  of  some 
of  the  changes  which  may  be  fairly  laid  at 
his  door.  I  give  a  few  of  them  as  show- 
ing their  tendencv.  all  the  more  dangerous 
that  their  eff'ect,  fixe  that  of  some  poisons, 
is  insensibly  cumulative,  and  that  they  are 
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•ore  at  last  of  effect  among  a  people  whoee  t  two  oolnmni  the  old  style  aad  its  modem 
chief  reading  is  the  daily  paper.    I  give  in  |  equivalent 


OldStyU. 

Wasbsaged. 

When  the  haltor  was  pat  round  his  neck 


A  great  crowd  came  to  see. 
Great  fire. 
The  fire  apread. 

Honae  burned. 

The  fire  was  got  unden 


Man  fell. 

▲  hone  aad  wagon  i 


The  Mghtened  horse. 
Sent  for  the  doctor. 

The  mavor  of  the  city  in  a  short  speech  wel- 


me  mzvi 
corned. 


I  shall  say  a  few  words. 


Begnn  his  t 
A.<ked  him  to  dine. 
A  byatandtr  adviaed. 


He  died. 


In  one  sense  this  is  nothing  new.  The 
school  of  Pope  in  verse  ended  by  wire- 
drawing its  phrase  to  such  thinness  that 
it  could  bear  no  weight  of  meaning  what- 
ever. Nor  is  fine  writing  by  any  means 
confined  to  America.  All  writers  without 
imagination  fall  into  it  of  necessity  when- 
ever they  attempt  the  fi^rative.  I  take 
two  examples  from  Mr.  Merivale's  *'  His- 
tory of  the  Romans  under  the  Empire/' 
which,  indeed,  is  full  of  such.  *'  The  last 
years  of  the  a^e  familiarly  styled  the  Au- 
gustan were  smgularly  barren  of  the  liter- 
ary glories  from  which  its  celebrity  was 
chiefly  derived.  One  by  one  the  stars  in 
its  firmament  had  been  lost  to  the  world  ; 
Virgil  and  Horace,  etc.,  had  long  since 
died;  the  charm  which  the  imagination  of 
Livy  had  thrown  over  the  earlier  annals  of 
Rome  had  ceased  to  shine  on  the  details 
of  almost  contemporary  history ;  and  if 
the  flood  of  his  eloquence  still  continued 
flowing,  we  can  haraly  suppose  that  the 
stream  was  as  rapid,  as  fresn,  and  as  clear 
as  ever.*'  I  will  not  waste  time  in  criti- 
cising the  bad  English  or  the  mixture  of 
metaphor  in  these  sentences,  but  will 
simply  cite  another  from  the  same  author 


N&»  SttfU. 

Was  launched  into  eternity* 

When  the  fatal  nooee  waa  adiosted  aboat  the 

neck  of  the  unfortunate  victim  of  his  owa 

unbridled  passiona. 
A  vaat  concourse  was  assembled  to  witnesa 
Disaatroua  conflagration. 
The  conflagxation  exteaded  its  devaatatiag 


Edifice  cooaumed. 

The  progreaa  of  the  devouring  element  was 
anested. 

Indivldaal  was  precipitated. 

A  valuable  hone  attached  to  a  vehicle  driven 
by  J.  8.,  in  the  employment  of  J.  B.,  collided 
with. 

The  Inftirlated  anbnal. 

Galled  into  reauisltion  the  aervioes  of  the 
fkmily  physician. 

The  chief  niaffistrate  of  the  metropolis,  in  weU- 
choaen  and  eloquent  language,  frequently 
interrupted  by  the  plaudita  of  the  auivlng 
multitude,  officially  tendered  the  hoapltalip 
tiea. 

I  shall,  with  your  permiaaion,  beg  leave  to 
ofler  some  brief  observations. 

Commeneed  his  rejoinder. 

Tendered  him  a  banquet. 

One  of  thoae  omnlpieaent  eharaetera  who,  as 
if  in  pursuance  of  some  previous  arrange- 
ment, are  certain  to  be  encountered  in  the 
vicinity  when  an  accident  occurs,  ventured 
the  suggestioa 

He  deceased,  he  passed  out  of  existence,  his 
spirit  quitted  its  earthly  habitation,  winged 
its  way  to  eternity,  shook  ofT  ita  burden,  etc. 

which  is  even  worse.  "The  shadowy 
phantom  of  the  Republic  continued  to  flit 
before  the  eyes  of  the  Csesar.  There  was 
still,  he  apprehended,  a  germ  of  senti- 
ment existing,  on  whicn  a  sdon  of  his  own 
house,  or  even  a  stranger,  might  boldly 
throw  himself  and  raise  the  standard  of 
patrician  independence."  Now  a  ffhost 
may  haunt  a  murderer,  but  hardly,  I 
should  think,  to  scare  him  with  the  threat 
of  taking  a  new  lease  of  its  old  tenement. 
And  fancy  the  scion  of  a  funue  in  the  act 
of  throwing  itadf  upon  a  germ,  of  sentiment 
to  raise  a  standard!  I  am  ^lad,  since  we 
have  so  much  in  the  same  kmd,  to  answer 
for,  that  this  bit  of  hortioultund  rhetoric 
is  from  beyond  sea.  I  would  not  be  sup- 
posed to  condemn  truly  imaginative  prose. 
There  is  a  simplicity  of  splendor,  no  less 
than  of  plainness,  and  prose  would  be  poor 
indeed  if  it  could  not  find  a  tongue  for 
that  meaning  of  the  mind  which  is  behind 
the  meaning  of  the  words.  It  has  some- 
times seemed  to  me  that  in  England  there 
was  a  growing  tendency  to  curtail  langusge 
into  a  mere  convenience,  and  to  defecate  it 
of  all  emotion  as  thoroughly  as  algebraic 
signs.    This  has  arisen,  no  doubt,  in  part 
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from  that  healthy  nataonal  contempt  of 
humbug  which  is  characteristic  of  English- 
•  meo,  in  part  from  that  sensitivenees  to  the 
ludicrous  which  makes  them  so  shy  of  ex- 
pressing feeling,  but  in  part  also,  it  is  to 
be  feared,  from  a  growmg  distrust,  one 
might  almost  say  hatred,  of  whatever  is 
super-material.  There  is  something  sad 
in  the  scorn  with  which  their  journalists 
treat  the  notion  of  there  being  such  a  thing 
as  a  national  ideal,  seeming  utterly  to 
have  foivotten  that  even  in  the  aifairs  of 
this  worid  the  imagination  is  as  muph 
matter-of-fact  as  the  understanding.  If 
we  were  to  trust  the  impression  msBe  on 
us  by  some  of  the  cleverest  and  most 
characteristic  of  their  periodical  litera- 
ture, we  should  think  England  hopelessly 
stranded  on  the  good-humored  cynicism  <n 
well-to-do  middle-age,  and  should  fancy  it 
an  enchanted  nation,  doomed  to  sit  forever 
wiUi  its  feet  under  the  mahosany  in  that 
after-dinner  moud  which  follows  consci- 
entious repletion,  and  which  it  is  ill- 
manners  to  disturl)  with  any  topics  more 
exciting  than  the  qualit}'  of  the  wines. 
But  there  are  already  symptoms  that  a 
ku^e  class  of  Englishmen  are  ffetting 
weary  of  the  dommion  of  consols  ana 
divine  common-sense,  and  to  believe  that 
eternal  three  per  cent  is  not  the  chief  end 
of  man,  nor  the  hishest  and  only  kind  of 
interest  to  which  the  powers  and  oppor- 
tunities of  England  are  entitled. 

The  quality  of  exaggeration  has  often 
been  remarked  on  as  tvpical  of  American 
character,  and  especially  of  American  hu- 
mor. In  Dr.  Petn's  Oearangtes  Handbuch 
der  Fmndwdrter,  we  are  told  that  the 
word  humbug  is  commonly  used  for  the 
exaggerations  of  the  North- Americans.  To 
be  sure,  one  would  be  tempted  to  think 
the  dream  of  Columbus  half  fulfilled,  and 
that  Europe  had  found  in  the  West  a 
nearer  way  to  Orientalism,  at  least  in  dic- 
tion. But  it  seems  to  me  that  a  great  deal 
of  what  is  set  down  as  mere  extravagance 
is  more  fitly  to  be  called  intensity  and  pic- 
turesqueness,  symptoms  of  the  imagina- 
tive faculty  in  full  health  and  strength, 
thouffh  producing,  as  yet,  only  the  raw  ana 
formless  material  in  which  poetry  is  to 
work.  By  and  by,  perhaps,  the  world 
will  see  it  fashioned  into  poem  and  picture, 
and  Europe,  which  will  be  hard  pnsh^ 
for  originality  erelong,  may  have  to  thank 
us  for  a  new  sensation.  l*he  French  con- 
tinue to  find  Shakespeare  exaggerated 
because  he  treated  English  just  as  our 
country-folk  do  when  they  speak  of  a 
"steep  price/*  or  say  that  they  "freeze 
to"  a  thing.  The  first  postulate  of  an  origi- 
nal literature  is  that  a  people  should  use 


their  langoage  instlDctiTely  and  vnooft* 
scioosly,  as  if  it  were  a  lively  part  of  their 
growth  and  personality,  not  as  the  mere 
torpid  boon  of  education  or  inheritance. 
Even  Bums  contrived  to  write  very  poor 
verse  and  prose  in  English.  Vulgarisms 
are  often  only  poetry  in  the  egg.  The  late 
Mr.  Horace  Mann,  in  one  of  his  public 
addresses,  commented  at  some  length  on 
the  beauty  and  moral  significance  of  the 
French  phrase  s'orietUer,  and  called  on 
his  young  friends  to  practise  upon  it  in 
life.  There  was  not  a  Yankee  in  his 
audience  whose  problem  had  not  always 
been  to  find  out  what  was  cUnnU  east,  and 
to  shape  his  course  accordingly.  This 
charm  which  a  familiar  expression  gains 
by  being  commented,  as  it  were,  and  set 
in  a  new  light  by  a  foreign  language,  is 
curious  and  instructive.  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  forgets 
this  a  little  too  much  sometimes  when  he 
writes  of  the  beauties  of  French  style.  It 
would  not  be  hard  to  find  in  the  works  of 
French  Academicians  phrases  as  coarse  as 
those  he  cites  from  Burke,  only  they  are 
veiled  by  the  unfamiliarity  of  the  language. 
But,  however  this  may  oe,  it  is  certain 
that  poets  and  peasants  please  us  in  the 
same  way  by  translating  words  back  again 
to  their  primal  freshness,  and  infusing 
them  with  a  delightful  strangeness  which 
is  anything  but  alienation.  What,  for  ex- 
ample, is  Milton's  "  edpe  of  battle  "  but  a 
doing  into  English  of  the  Latin  aeieat 
Was  die  Oans  ffedacfU  das  der  Schtoan 
voUbracht,  what  the  goose  but  thought, 
that  the  swan  full  brought  (or,  to  de-Sax- 
onize  it  a  little,  what  the  goose  conceived, 
that  the  swan  achieved),  and  it  may  well 
be  that  the  life,  invention,  and  vigor  shown 
by  our  popular  speech,  and  the  freedom 
with  whicn  it  is  shaped  to  the  instant 
want  of  those  who  use  it,  are  of  the  best 
omen  for  our  having  a  swan  at  last.  The 
part  I  have  taken  on  myself  is  that  of  the 
numbler  bird. 

But  it  is  affirmed  that  there  is  some- 
thing innately  vulgar  in  the  Yankee  dia- 
lect. M.  Siainte-Beuve  says,  with  his 
usual  neatness  :  "Je  difinis  un  patois  une 
ancienne  langue  qui  a  eu  des  malheurs, 
ou  encore  une  langue  touts  Jeune  et  qui  n*a 
pas  fait  fortune.**  The  first  part  of  his 
definition  applies  to  a  dialect  like  the  Pro- 
vencal, the  last  to  the  Tuscan  before  Dante 
had  lifted  it  into  a  classic,  and  neither,  it 
seems  to  me,  will  quite  fit  a  patois,  which 
is  not  properly  a  dialect,  but  rather  certain 
archaisms,  proverbial  phrases,  and  modes 
of  pronunciation,  which  maintain  them- 
selves amon^  the  uneducated  side  by  side 
with  the  finished  and  universally  accepted 
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ltiifliiag«L  Komuui  French,  for  example, 
or  Scotch  down  to  the  time  of  James  VL, 
could  hardlv  be  calledixUow,  while  I  ahould 
be  half  inclined  to  name  the  Yankee  a  lingo 
rather  than  a  dialect  It  has  retained  a 
few  words  now  fallen  into  disuse  in  the 
mother  country,  like  to  tarry,  to  progreaa^ 
fieshjff/aU,  and  some  others ;  it  has  changed 
the  meaning  of  som^  as  in  freshet ;  and 
it  has  clung  to  what  I  suspect  to  have  been 
the  broad  Norman  pronunciation  of  e 
(which  Moliire  puts  into  the  mouth  of  his 
rustics)  in  such  words  as  tarvant,  par/eet, 
vartoOf  and  the  like.  It  maintains  some- 
thins  of  the  French  sound  of  a  also  in 
words  like  ehdmberf  danger  (though  the 
latter  had  certainly  b^n  to  take  its  pres- 
ent sound  80  early  as  I6S6,  when  I  find  it 
sometimes  spelt  dainger).  But  in  general 
it  may  be  said  that  nothing  can  be  found 
in  it  which  does  not  still  survive  in  some 
one  or  other  of  the  English  provincial  dia- 
lects. There  is.  perhaps,  a  single  exception 
in  the  verb  to  sleeve.  To  sleeve  silk  means 
to  divide  or  ravel  out  a  thread  of  silk  with 
the  point  of  a  needle  till  it  becomnJUm. 
(A.  S.  sMfan,  to  cleave  =  divide.)  This,  I 
think,  explains  the  '*</«eoe/e«  errands"  in 
"Troilus  and  Cressida"  so  inadequately, 
sometimes  so  ludicrously  darkened  by  the 
commentators.  Is  not  a  "  sleeyeless  er- 
rand "  one  that  cannot  be  unravelled,  in- 
comprehensible and  therefore  bootless  r 

I  am  not  speaking  now  of  American- 
isms properly  so  called,  that  is,  of  words 
or  phrasfcs  which  have  grown  into  use  here 
either  through  necessity,  invention,  or  ac- 
cident, such  as  a  carry,  a  one-horse  affair, 
ti  prairie^  to  vamose,  £ven  these  are  fewer 
than  is  sometimes  taken  for  granted.  But 
I  think  some  fair  defence  may  be  made 
against  the  char^  of  vulgarity.  Properly 
speaking,  vulgarity  is  in  the  thought,  an'd 
not  in  the  wortl  or' the  way  of  pronouncing 
it.  Modem  French,  the  most  polite  of  lan- 
gua^res,  is  barbarously  vulgar  if  compared 
with  the  Latin  out  of  which  it  has  been  cor- 
rupted, or  even  with  Italian.  There  is  a 
wider  gap,  and  one  implying  greater  boor- 
ish ness,  between  ministerium  and  metier,  or 
sapiens  and  snchant,  than  between  druv  and 
drove  or  agin  and  against,  which  last  is 
plainly  an  arrant  superlative.  Our  rustic 
coverlid  is  nearer  its  French  ori^nal  than 
the  diminutive  cover/^f,  into  which  it  has 
been  ignorantly  corrupted  in  politer  speech. 
I  obtained  from  three  cultivated  English- 
men at  different  times  three  diverse  pro- 
nunciations of  a  single  word,  —  cowcum- 
her,  eooeumber,  and  encumber.  Of  these 
the  first,  which  is  Yankee  also,  comes 
nearest  to  the  nasality  of  eotieombre.  Lord 
Ossory  assures  us  that  Voltaire  saw  the 


best  society  in  Enffland,  and  VoltnirR  telln 
his  countrymen  that  handkerchitf  waa 
pronounced  hanhercKeT,  I  find  it  so  s^t 
m  Hakluyt  and  elsewhere.  This  enormity 
the  Yankee  still  persists  in,  and  as  there 
is  always  a  reason  for  such  deviations  from 
the  sound  as  represented  by  the  spelling, 
may  we  not  suspect  two  sources  of  deriva- 
tion, and  find  an  ancestor  for  kercher  in 
§on/9erture  rather  than  in  eouvrech^t 
And  what  greater  phonetic  vagary  (which 
Dryden,  by  the  way,  called  fegary)  in  our 
Ungna  rustica  than  this  her  for  couvret 
I  copy  from  the  fly-leaves  of  my  books 
where  I  have  noted  them  from  time  to 
time  a  few  examples  of  pronunciation  and 
phrase  which  will  show  that  the  Yankee 
often  has  antiquity  and  very  respectable 
literary  authonty  on  his  side.  My  list 
might  be  Urgely  increased  by  referring  to 
glossaries,  but  to  them  eveiy  one  can  go 
for  himself,  and  I  have  gathered  enough 
for  my  purpose. 

I  will  take  first  those  caaas  in  which 
something  like  the  French  sound  has  been 

S reserved  in  certain  single  letters  and 
iphthongs.  And  this  opens  a  curious 
question  as  to  how  long  this  Gallicism 
maintained  itself  in  England.  Sometimes 
a  divergence  in  pronunciation  has  given 
us  two  words  with  different  meanings,  as 
in  genteel  ejid  jaunty,  which  I  find  coming 
in  toward  the  close  of  the  seventeenth  oen- 
tui^,  and  wavering  between  genteel  and 
JanUe,  It  is  usual  in  Amenca  to  drop 
the  u  in  words  ending  in  our,  —  a  very 
proper  change  recommended  by  HoweU 
two  centuries  agp,  and  carried  out  by  him 
so  far  as  his  pnntera  would  allow.  This 
and  the  corresponding  changes  in  musique, 
musick,  and  the  like,  which  he  also  advo* 
cated,  show  that  in  his  time  the  French 
accent  indicated  by  the  superfluous  letters 
(for  French  had  once  nearly  as  strong  an 
accent  as  Italian)  had  sone  out  of  use. 
There  is  plenty  of  French  accent  down  to 
the  end  of  Elizabeth's  reign.  In  Daniel  we 
have  riches'  and  counsel',  in  Bishop  Hall 
comet',  chaplain,  in  Donne  pichaw,  vvr- 
tut,  presence^,  mortal*,  merit*,  hainous', 
giant*,  with  many  more,  and  Marston's 
satires  are  full  of  them.  The  two  Utter, 
however,  are  not  to  be  relied  on,  as  they 
may  be  suspected  of  C!hauoerizing.  Her- 
rick  writes  bapHme.  The  tendency  to 
throw  the  accent  backward  began  early. 
But  the  incongruities  are  perplexing,  and 
perhaps  mark  the  period  of  transition.  In 
Warner's  "Albion's  England"  we  have 
crecUor*  and  eriature*  side  by  side  with  the 
modem  creator  and  creature.  K*nvy  and 
tfwvying  occur  in  Campion  (1602),  and  yet 
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tnvf^  survived  Milton.  In  some  cases  we 
have  gone  back  a^ain  nearer  to  the  French, 
as  in  reffftfiiut  for  mxm'ue.  1  had  been  so 
nsed  to  hearing  imbeciU  prononnced  with 
the  accent  on  the  first  syllable,  which  is  in 
accordance  with  the  general  tendency  in 
inch  matters,  that  I  was  surprised  to  find 
imbee'iU  in  a  verse  of  Wordsworth.  Tlie 
iictionaries  all  give  it  so.  I  asked  a  liiglily 
cultivated  EDglisbman,  and  he  declared 
for  imdeceeT.  In  general  it  may  be  at- 
sumed  that  accent  will  finally  settle  on  the 
syllable  dictated  by  greater  ease  and  there- 
fore quickness  of  utterance.  Bla^phetnous. 
for  example,  is  more  rapidly  pronoimced 
than  bUuphem'ous,  to  which  our  Yankee 
clings,  following  in  this  the  usage  of  many 
of  the  older  poets.  Amer^ican  is  easier 
than  ATneri'can,  and  therefore  the  false 
quantity  has  carried  the  day,  though  the 
true  one  may  be  found  in  Geoi^ge  Herbert, 
and  even  so  late  as  Cowley. 

To  come  back  to  the  matter  in  hand. 
Our  "  uplandish  man "  retains  the  soft  or 
thin  sound  of  the  u  in  some  words,  such 
as  ride,  truth  (sometimes  also  pronounced 
triUhf  not  trooth),  while  he  says  noo  for 
new,  and  gives  to  view  and  few  so  inde- 
scribable a  mixture  of  the  two  sounds  with 
a  slurht  nasal  tincture  that  it  may  be  called 
the  Yankee  shibboleth.  Voltaire  says  that 
the  Eni^lish  pronounce  true  as  if  it  rnymed 
with  vt«i0 ;  and  this  is  the  sound  our  rustics 
give  to  it.  Spenser  writes  cteow  ((lew)  which 
can  only  be  pronounced  with  the  Yankee 
naMlity.  In  rtUe  the  least  sound  of  a  pre- 
cedes the  u.  I  find  reti/e  in  Pecock*s  "  Re- 
pressor.'* He  probably  pronounced  it  ray- 
oole^  as  the  old  French  word  from  which  it 
is  derived  was  very  likely  to  be  sounded  at 
first,  with  a  rem'iniscence  of  its  original 
reyula.  Tindal  has  rve/er.  and  the  Coven- 
try Plavs  ha,Ye  preudent.  In  the  "Parlya- 
ment  oi  Byrdes  "  I  find  retUe,  As  for  noo, 
mar  it  not  claim  some  sanction  in  its  deri- 
vation, whether  from  noinoeau  or  fKu/*,  the 
ancient  sound  of  which  may  verv  wpII  have 
been  noo/,  as  nearer  nomu  t  Be^  would 
seem  more  like  to  have  oome  from  bujfe 
than  from  boe^f.  unless  the  two  were  mere 
varieties  of  spelling.  The  Saxon  few  may 
have  caught  enough  from  its  French  cousin 
peu  to  claim  the  benefit  of  the  same  doubt 
as  to  sound ;  and  our  slang  phrase  a  few 
(as  "  I  licked  him  a  few>")  may  well  ap- 
peal to  un  peu  for  sense  and  authority. 
Nay,  might  not  lick  itself  turn  out  to  be 
the  good  old  word  lam  in  an  English  dis- 
guise, if  the  latter  should  claim  descent  as, 
perhaps,  he  fairly  might,  from  the  Latin 
lamberet  The  New  England  ferce  for 
fierce,  and  perce  for   pierce  (sometimes 


heard  as  /(Urce  and  pairee),  are  also  Nor- 
man. For  its  antiquity  I  dte  the  rhyme 
of  veree  and  pierce  in  Chapman  and  Doane, 
and  in  some  commendatory  verses  by  a 
Mr.  Berkenhead  before  the  poems  of  Fran- 
cis Beaumont.  Our  pairloue  for  periloue 
is  of  the  same  kind,  and  is  nearer  Shake- 
speare's parloue  than  the  modern  pronun- 
ciation. One  other  Gallicism  survives  in 
our  pronunciation.  Perhaps  I  should  rather 
call  it  a  semi-(jkaUcism,  for  it  is  the  result 
of  a  futile  effort  to  reproduce  a  French 
sound  with  English  lips.  Thus  for  joint, 
emphy,  royal,  we  have  Jyui,  emoly,  ryU^ 
the  last  differing  ouly  from  rUe  (rod)  m  a 
prolottgstiun  of  the  y  sound.  I  find  royal 
so  pronounced  in  the  *'  Mirror  for  Magis- 
trates." In  Waller  de  Biblesworth  I  had 
»oUvee  Englished  by  gittet.  This,  it  is  true, 
may  have  been  pronounced /eesto,  but  the 
pronunciation  y^steJ  must  have  preceded  the 
present  spelling,  which  was  no  doubt  adopt- 
ed after  the  radical  meaning  was  forgotten, 
as  analogical  with  other  words  in  oi.  In  the 
same  way  after  Norman-French  influence 
had  softened  the  /  out  of  would  (we  already 
find  woud  for  teut  in  N.  F.  poems),  dhoM 
followed  the  example,  and  then  an  /  was 
foisted  into  could,  where  it  does  not  belong, 
to  satisfy  the  logic  of  the  eye,  which  has 
affected  the  pronunciation  and  even  the 
spelling  of  English  more  than  is  commonly 
supposed.  I  meet  with  eyster  for  oyster 
as  earlv  as  the  fourteenth  century.  Ifind 
viage  m  Bishop  Hall  and  Middleton  the 
dramatist,  Inle  tor  boil  in  Donne  and  Chro- 
nonhotonthologos,  line  for  loin  in  Hall, 
ryaU,  chyse  (for  choice),  and  dystrye  for  rfe- 
strou  in  the  Coventry  Plays.  In  Chapman's 
**  All  Fools  '*  is  the  misprint  of  employ  for 
implv,  fairly  inferring  an  identity  of  sound 
in  the  last  sylUble.  Indeed,  this  pronun- 
ciation was  habitual  till  after  Pope,  and 
Bogei-s  tells  us  that  the  elegant  Gra^  said 
ncnse  for  noiee  just  as  our  rustics  still  do. 
Our  comiah  (which  I  find  also  in  Herrick) 
remembers  the  Freuch  belter  than  cornice 
does.  While,  clinging  more  closely  to  the 
Anglo-Saxon  in  dropping  the  g  from  the 
end  of  the  present  participle,  the  Yankee 
now  and  then  pleases  himself  with  an  ex- 
periment in  French  nasality  in  words  ending 
in  n.  It  is  not^  so  far  as  my  experience 
goes,  very  common,  though  it  may  formerly 
have  been  more  so.  Capting,  for  instance, 
I  never  heard  save  in  jest,  the  habitual  form 
being  kepp'n.  But  at  any  rate  it  is  no  in- 
vention of  ours.  In  that  delightful  old  vol- 
ume, '*Ane  Compendious  Buke  of  Gf>dly 
and  Spirituall  Song?,"  in  which  I  know 
not  whether  the  piety  iuelf  or  the  simpli- 
city of  its  exprension  be  more  charming,  I 
find  burding,  garding,  and  couting,  and  in 
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th«  State  TrtaU  uncertUg  used  by  a  geDtl<»- 
man.  loonfMsthatllike  the  abetter  than 
theng. 

Of  Yankee  preterites  I  fiod  rime  and  me 
for  rose  In  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Middle- 
ton,  and  Dryden,  dim  in  Spenser,  chee$ 
(eJiou)  In  Sir' John  Mandevll,  give  {gave)  in 
the  Coventry  Plays,  ahti  {shut)  in  Goldinff*! 
Ovid,  het  in  Chapman  and  in  Weevcr's  Ejpi- 
tnphA,  thriv  and  tmit  in  Drayton,  quit  in 
Ben  Jonson  and  Henry  More,'  and  pltd^  in 
the  Pdston  Letters,  nay,  even  in  the  fastidi- 
ous Landor.  Rid  for  rode  was  anciently 
common.  So  likewise  wa^  see  for  biio,  but  I 
lind  it  in  no  writer  of  autliority  (except 
Goldinjc),  unless  Chaucer's  sete  and  Gowers 
dgh  were,  as  I  am  inclined  to  think,  so 
sounded.  Shew  is  used  by  Hector  Boece, 
Giles  Fletcher,  Dnimmond  of  Hawthorn- 
den,  and  in  the  Paston  Letters.  Similar 
strong  preterites,  like  anew,  thew,  and  even 
mtiDf  are  not  without  example.  I  find  sew 
for  atwed  in  Piers  Plonghman.  Indeed,  the 
anomalies  in  English  preterites  are  per- 
plexing. We  have  probably  transferred 
Hew  trom/low  (as  the  preterite  of  which  I 
nave  heard  it)  to  fig  because  we  had  anotlier 
preterite  in  kea.  Of  weak  preterites  the 
Yankee  retains  growed,  Mowed,  for  wliich 
he  has  good  authority,  and  less  often 
knowed.  His  sot  is  merely  a  broad  sound- 
ing of  satf  no  more  inelegant  than  the  com- 
mon got  for  aalf  which  he  further  degrades 
into  gut.  When  he  says  darst,  he  uses  a 
form  as  old  as  Chaucer. 

The  Yankee  has  retained  something  of 
the  long  sound  of  the  a  in  such  words  as 
axe,  W(tx.  pronouncing  them  exe,  wex 
(shortened  from  aix.  toaix).  He  also  says 
hev  and  hed  {hdve,  add)  for  have  and  hcui. 
In  most  cases  he  follows  an  An^Io-Saxon 
usage.  In  aix  for  axle  he  certainly  does. 
I  find  wex  and  aisehes  (ashes)  in  Pecock, 
and  exe  in  the  Paston  Letters.  Golding 
rhymes  wax  with  wexe  and  spells  challenge 
ehelenge.  Chaucer  wrote  hendtf.  Dryden 
rhymes  can  with  men,  as  Mr.  Biglow 
would.  Alexander  Gill,  Milton's  teacher, 
in  his  "  Logonomia  '*  cites  hez  for  hath  as 
peculiar  to  Lincolnshire.  I  find  hayth  in 
Collier's"  Bibliographical  Acoountof  Early 
Endish  Literature  **  under  the  date  1584, 
ana  Lord  Cromwell  so  wrote  it  Sir  Cliris- 
topher  Wren  wrote  belcony.  Our  feet  is 
only  the  0.  F.  faici,  Thatm  for  tliem  was 
common  in  the  sixteenth  century.  We 
have  an  example  of  the  same  thing  in  the 
double  form  of  the  verb  threuh,  thresh. 
While  the  New-Englander  cannot  be 
brought  to  say  instead  for  instid  (com- 
monly *stid  where  not  the  last  worrl  in  a 
sentence),  he  changes  tJie  %  intx)  e  in  red  for 
rid,  teU  for  till,  hender  for  hinder,  rense 


for  rinse,  I  find  red  in  the  old  interlude 
of  "Thersytes,**  ^eff  in  a  letter  of  Dabome 
to  Henslowe.  and  also,  I  shudder  to  men- 
tion it«  in  a  letter  of  the  great  Duchess  of 
Marlborough,  Atossa  herself!  It  occurs 
twice  in  a  single  verse  of  the  Chester  Plays, 

"  TeU  the  day  of  dome,  UU  the  beames  blow.'' 

From  the  word  blow  (in  another  sense)  is 
formed  blowth,  which  I  heard  again  this 
summer  after  a  lon^  interval.  Mr.  Wright* 
explains  it  as  meaning  "  a  blossom."  With 
us  a  Kiugie  blossom  is  blow,  while  bioiath 
means  the  blossoming  in  general.  A  farmer 
would  Miy  that  there  was  a  good  blowth  on 
hi.'»  fruit-trees.  The  word  retreats  farther 
inland  and  away  from  the  railwavn,  year  by 
year.  Wither  rhymes  hinder  with  slender, 
and  Shakeflpeare  and  Lovelace  have  renched 
for  rinsed.  In  *'  Gammer  Gurton "  and 
'*  Mirror  for  Magistrates "  is  sence  for 
since;  Marlborough*s  Duchess  so  writes 
it,  and  Donne  rhymes  since  with  Amiens 
and  patience,  Bishop  Hall  and  Otway  with 
pretence,  CHiapnian  with  citizens,  Drvden 
with  providence.  Indeed,  why  should  not 
sithence  take  that  form?  Dryden's  wife 
(an  earl's  daughter)  has  tell  for  tUl,  Mar- 
garet, mother  of  Henry  VII..  writes  seche 
lor  such,  and  our  ^  finds  autnority  in  the 
old  form  yeffe. 

E  sometimes  takes  the  place  of  u,  as 
jedge.  tredgc.  bresh.  I  find  tredoe  in  the 
interlude  of  "Jack  Ju^ler,**  bresh  in  a  ci- 
tation by  Collier  from  "  London  Oies  "  of 
the  middle  of  the  seventeenth  centurv,  and 
resche  for  rush  (fifteenth  ceuturv)  m  the 
very  valuable  "Volume  of  Vocabularies" 
edited  by  Mr.  Wright.  Resce  is  one  of  the 
Anglo-Saxon  forms  of  the  word  in  Bos- 
worth's  A.  S .  Dictionary.  Golding  has shet. 
The  Yankee  always  shortens  the  u  in  the 
ending  ture,  making  ventur,  natur^  pictur, 
and  so  on.  This  was  common,  also,  among 
the  educated  of  the  last  generation.  I  am 
incliued  to  think  it  may  have  been  once 
universal,  and  I  certainly  think  it  more 
eleeaut  than  the  vile  vencher,  naycher, 
pickcher,  that  have  taken  its  place,  sound- 
ing like  the  invention  of  a  lexicographer 
to  mitigate  a  sneeze.  Kash  in  his  "  Pierce 
Penniless"  has  ventur,  and  so  spells  it, 
and  I  meet  it  also  in  Spenser,  Drayton, 
Ben  Jonson,  Herrick,  ana  Prior.  Spenser 
has  tort* rest,  which  can  be  contracted  only 
from  tortur  and  not  from  torcher,  Quaria 
ifajmes  nature  with  creator,  and  Dryden 
with  satire,  which  he  doubtless  pronounced 
according  to  its  older  form  of  satvr.  (^uarles 
has  ilso  torture  and  mortar.    Mary  Boleyn 
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wiitMhreatur,    I  flnd/nMer  in  Izuk  Wal- 
ton's autograph  will. 

I  shall  now  give  some  examples  which 
cannot  so  eaffilv  be  ranked  under  any  spe- 
cial head.  Gill  chargefi  the  Kast em 'coon- 
ties  with  kivtr  for  corer,  and  ta  for  to. 
The  Yankee  pronouncpH  both  too  and  to 
like  (n  (like  the  tou  in  touch)  where  they 
are  not  emplistic.  When  they  are,  both 
become  tu.  In  old  9pe1Iing,  to  is  the  cona- 
mon  (and  inde<rd  correct )  form  of  too,  which 
is  only  to  with  the  »eme  of  in  addition. 
I  suspect  that  the  sound  of  our  too  has 
caught  something  from  the  French  tout^ 
and  it  is  possible  that  the  old  too  too  is  not 
a  reduplication,  but  a  reminiscence  of  the 
feminine  form  of  the  same  word  {toute)  as 
anciently  pronounced,  with  the  e  not  yet 
silenced.  Gill  gives  a  Northern  origin  to 
geaun  for  goum  and  loaund  for  wound 
(vukius).  Lovelace  has  wound,  but  there 
is  something  too  dreadful  in  suspecting 
Spenser  (who  boretUized  in  his  pastorals) 
of  having  ever  been  guilty  of  geaun  1  And 
yet  some  delicate  mouths  even  now  are 
careful  to  observe  the  Hibemidsm  of 
ge-ard  for  guards  and  ge-url  for  girl.  Sir 
Philip  Sidney  (crwiite  poster*/)  wrote /wrr 
for  far.  I  would  hardly  Jiave  believed  it 
had  1  not  seen  it  in  fac-dmiU.  As  some 
consolation,  I  find  furder  in  Lord  Bacon 
and  Donne,  and  Wither  rhjrmes  far  with 
cur.  The  Yankee,  who  omits  the  final  d 
in  many  words,  as  do  the  Scotch,  makes 
up  for  It  by  adding  one  in  geound.  The 
purist  does  not  feel  the  loss  of  the  d  sen- 
sibly in  laton  and  yon,  from  the  former  of 
which  it  has  dropped  again  after  a  wrong- 
ful adoption  (retamed  m  laundry),  while 
it  properly  belongs  to  the  latter.  But 
what  shall  we  make  of  git,  yit,  and  yis  t 
I  find  yis  aad  gU  ia  Warner's  "  Albion's 
England,"  yet  rhyming  with  vfit.  admit, 
and  JU  in  Donne,  with  wit  in  the  "  Re- 
venger's Tragedy,"  Beaumont,  and  Suck- 
ling, with  writ  in  Dryden,  and  latest  of  all 
wiUi  toit  in  Sir  Hanbury  Williams.  Prior 
rhymes  ^^in^  and  begetting.  Worse  is  to 
come.  Among  others,  Donne  rhymes  again 
with  sin,  and  Quarles  repeatedly  with  in. 
Ben  for  been,  of  which  our  dear  Whittier 
is  so  fond,  has  the  authority  of  Sackville, 
"Gammer  Gurton"  (the  work  of  a  bishop), 
Chapman,  Dryden,  and  many  more,  though 
bin  seems  to  nave  been  the  common  form. 
Whittier's  accenting  the  first  syllable  of 
rom'ance  finds  an  accomplice  in  Drayton 
among  others,  and  though  manifestly 
wrong,  is  analogous  with  Rom*ans,  Of 
other  Yankeeisms,  whether  of  form  or  pro- 
Aunciation,  which  I  have  met  with  I  add  a 
few  at  random.  Pecock  writes  aotodiers 
(,8jjerj,  sjiulof/era),  and  Chapman  and  Gill 


soddsr.  This  absorption  of  the  I  is  com- 
mon in  various  dialects,  especially  in  the 
Scottish.  Pecock  writes  also  biyende,  mh\ 
the  authors  of  "Jack  Jugler  "  and  "  Gam- 
iner  Gurton"  vender.  The  Yankee  in- 
cludes **y(m**  m  the  same  category,  and 
says  "hither  an*  yen,"  for  "to  and  fro," 
(Cf.  Gennan  jenaeits. )  Pecock  and  plenty 
more  have  tcrcutU.  Tindal  has  agynste, 
gretter,  sJtett,  ondone,  dehyig,  and  seace. 
"Jack  Jailer"  has  scacely  (which  I  have 
often  hear.l,  though  skurce  is  the  common 
form),  and  Donne  and  Dryden  make  great 
rhyme  with  set.  In  the  inscription  on 
Caxton's  tomb  I  find  ynd  for  end,  wliich 
the  Yankfie  more  often  makes  eend.  still 
using  familiarly  the  old  phrase  "right 
anend  *'  for  "  contuiuoaaly.^'    His  "  stret 

i straight)  along"  in  the  same  sense,  which 
'.  thought  i)eculiar  to  him,  I  find  in  Pecock. 
Tindui  N  debyt9  for  deputy  is  so  perfectly 
Yankee  that  I  could  almost  fancy  the  brave 
martyr  to  have  been  deacon  of  the  First 
Parish  at  Jaalam  Centre.  "  Jack  J ugler  " 
further  gives  us  playsent  and  sartayms. 
Dryden  rhymes  certain  with  parting,  and 
Chapman  and  Ben  Jonson  use  certain,  as 
the  Yankee  always  does,  for  certainly. 
The  "  Coventry  Mysteries  "  have  occapiea, 
massage,  nateraUe,  materal  (inatericU), 
and  merucles,  —  all  excellent  Yankeeisms. 
In  the  "Quatre  fils,  Aymon"  (1504),*  is 
vertus  for  virtuous.  Thomas  Fuller  called 
volume  voUum,  I  suspect,  for  he  spells  it 
volumne.  However,  per  contra,  Yankees 
habitually  say  colume  for  column.  In- 
deed, to  prove  that  our  ancestors  brought 
their  pronunciation  with  them  from  the 
Old  Country,  and  have  not  wantonly  de- 
based their  mother  tongue,  1  need  only  to 
cite  the  words  scriptur,  Israll,  athisls,  and 
cherfulness  from  Governor  Bradford's 
"  History. "  So  the  good  man  wrote  them, 
and  80  the  good  descendants  of  his  fellow- 
exiles  still  pronounce  them.  Brampton 
Gurdon  writes  shet  in  a  letter  to  Winthrop. 
Purtend  {pretend)  has  crept  like  a  serpent 
into  the  "  Paradise  of  Dainty  Devices " ; 
purvide,  which  is  not  so  bad,  is  in  Chaucer. 
These,  of  course,  are  universal  vulgarisms, 
and  not  peculiar  to  the  Yankee.  Butler 
has  a  Yankee  phrase,  and  pronunciation 
too,  in  "To  which  Uiese  carr'i«^s-o»  did 
tend."  Langham  or  Laneham,  who  wrote 
an  account  of  the  festivities  at  Kenilworth 
in  honor  of  Queen  Bess,  and  who  evidently 
tried  to  spell  phonetically,  makes  sorrows 
into  sorora.  Herrick  writes  hollow  for 
hailoo,  and  perhaps  pronounced  it  {hor- 

•  G1te<l  in  Collier.     (I  give  my  sathorlty 
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rejco  suggerena/)  JwUo,  m  Vankees  do. 
Why  not,  when  it  comes  from  AoWf  I 
^liiX  jftila8chypp9  (fellowiihip)un  the  Coven- 
tty  Plays.  SpfSQAer  and  his  queen  neither 
of  thtom  scmpled  to  write  ajort,  and  the 
former  feels  no  inelegance  even  in  chaw 
and  idu.  ^Fort  was  common  till  after 
Herrick.  I>ryden  has  do'a  for  doeSj  and 
his  wife  spells  toorae  lootce.  A/eared  was 
once  nni  versal.  Warner  has  ery  for  ever  a  ; 
nay,  he  also  has  iUy,  with  which  we  were 
once  is^orantiy  reproached  by  persons 
more  familiar  with  Murray's  Grammar 
than  with  English  literature.  And  why 
not  illy  t  Mr.  Bartlett  says  it  is  "  a  word 
used  by  writers  of  an  inferior  class,  who 
rlo  not  seem  to  perceive  that  ill  is  itself  an 
adverb,  without  the  termination  ly"  and 
quotes  Dr.  Messer,  President  of  Brown 
University,  as  asking  triumphantly,  "  Why 
don't  you  say  toellyt"  I  should  like  to 
have  had  Dr.  Messer  answer  his  own  ques- 
tion. It  would  be  truer  to  say  that  it  was 
used  by  people  who  still  remembered  that 
%U  was  an  amective,  the  shortened  form  of 
evi/f  out  of  which  Shakespeare  and  the  trans- 
lators of  the  Bible  ventured  to  make  evilfv. 
This  slurred  evil  is  "the  dram  of  eale  **  m 
"Hamlet."  I  find  tfly  In  Warner.  The  ob- 
jection to  iUy  is  not  an  etymological  one, 
but  ftimpi y  that  It  is  contranr  to  prood  usage, 
—  a  very'  sufficient  reason.  ///  as  an  ad- 
verb was  at  first  a  vulgarism,  precisely 
like  the  rustic's  when  m  say^  "1  wais 
treated  bnd.**  May  not  the  reason  of  this 
exceptional  form  be  looked  for  in  that  tend- 
ency  to  dodge  what  is  hard  to  pronounce, 
to  which  I  have  already  alluded  ?  If  the 
letters  were  distinctly*  uttered,  as  they 
should  be,  it  woald  take  too  much  time 
to  say  ill-lyi  tcelUy,  and  it  is  to  be  ob- 
served that  we  have  avoided  mnatly*  and 
tally  in  the  same  way,  though  we  add  tsh 
to  them  without  hesitation  in  amaUisk  and 
talUah,  We  have,  to  be  sure,  dully  and 
fully,  but  for  the  one  we  prefer  stupidly, 
and  the  other  (though  this  may  have  come 
from  eliding  the  y  before  aa)  is  giving  way 
UyfulL  Tlie  uneducated,  whose  utterance 
is  slower,  still  make  adverbs  when  they 
will  by  adding  :iA:c  to  all  manner  of  ai^ec- 
tivea.  We  have  had  hig  chained  upon  us, 
because  we  use  it  where  an  Englishman 
would  now  use  great,  I  fully  admit  that 
it  were  better  to  distinguish  between  them, 
allowing  to  6i^  a  certain  contemptuous 
quality ;  but  as  for  authority,  T  want  none 
better  than  that  of  Jeremy  Taylor,  who, 
in  his  noble  sermon  "On  the  Return  of 
Prayer,*'  speaks  of  "Jesus,  whose  spirit 

•  The  wonl  ocenrs  io  a  totter  of  Maiy  Boleyn,      t  Though  I  find  Worcestwr  \a  the  iSnorfea 
In  Oolding  and  Warner.    Milton  also  wss  fond  I  Magistr^**** 
of  the  word. 


was  meek  and  gentle  up  to  the  greatness 
of  tbp  biggeat  ex  ample. "  As  for  our  double 
negative,  I  shall  waste  no  time  in  quoting 
instances  of  it,  because  it  was  once  as  uni- 
versal in  English  as  it  still  is  in  the  neo- 
Latin  languages,  where  it  does  not  strike 
us  as  vulgar.  I  am  not  sure  that  the  loss 
of  it  is  not  to  be  regretted.  But  surely 
T  xhall  admit  the  vulgarity  of  slurring  or 
altogether  eliding  certain  terminal  conso- 
nants ?  I  admit  that  a  clear  and  sharp-cut 
enunciation  is  one  of  the  crowning  charms 
and  elegancies  of  speech.  Words  so  ut- 
tered are  like  coins  fresh  from  the  mint, 
compared  with  the  worn  and  dingy  drudges 
of  long  service,  ~  I  do  not  mean  American 
coins,  for  those  look  less  badly  the  more 
they  lose  of  their  original  ugliness.  No 
one  is  more  painfully  conscious  than  I  of 
the  contrast  oetween  the  rifle-crack  of  an 
Englishman's  yea  and  no,  and  the  wet-fuse 
drawl  of  the  same  monosyllables  in  the 
mouths  of  my  countrymen.  But  I  do  not 
find  the  dropping  of  final  consonants  disa- 
greeable in  Allan  Ramsay  or  Bums,  nor  do 
I  believe  that  our  literary  ancestors  were 
sensible  of  that  inelegance  in  the  fusing 
them  together  of  which  we  are  conscious. 
How  manv  educated  men  pronounce 
the  /  in  eneatmU  t  how  many  say  P^fU- 
iae  for  penthouae,  as  they  should  ?  When 
a  Yankee  skipper  says  that  he  is  "  bonn' 
for  Gloster  '*  (not  Gloucester,  with  the  leave 
of  the  Universal  Scboolniaater),t  ho  but 

raks  like  Chaucer  or  an  old  ballad-sioffer, 
ugh  they  would  have  pronouncea  it 
boon.  This  is  one  of  the  cases  where  the 
d  is  surreptitious,  and  has  been  added  in 
compliment  to  the  verb  bind,  with  which 
it  has  nothing  to  do.  If  we  consider  tlie 
root  of  the  word  (though  of  course  I  grant 
that  every  race  has  a  right  to  do  what  it 
will  with  what  is  so  peculiarly  its  own  aa 
its  speech),  the  d  has  no  more  right  there 
than  at  the  end  of  gone,  where  it  is  often 
put  by  children,  who  are  our  best  guides 
to  the  sources  of  linguistic  corruption,  and 
the  best  teachers  of  its  processes.  Oom- 
well,  minuter  of  Henry  VlII.,  writes  worle 
for  uwrld.  dhapman  has  wan  for  wand, 
and  lawn  has  rightfully  dispUced  laund, 
though  with  no  thought,  I  suspect,  of  ety- 
mology. Rogers  tells  us  that  Lady  Ba- 
thurst  sent  him  some  letters  written  to 
William  III.  by  Queen  Mary,  in  which 
sheaddn!8seshima8"Z>earZf«stafi.''  The 
old  form  expoun*.  which  our  farmers  use, 
is  more  correct  than  the  form  with  a  bar- 
barous d  tacked  on  which  has  taken  its 
place.    Of  the  kind  opposite  to  this,  like 
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our  goumd  for  gown,  and  the  London  cock- 
ney's vyind  for  ^aine.  I  find  drownd  for 
drmtm  in  the  "Misfortnnes  of  Arthur" 
(1584),  and  in  SwifL  And,  by  the  way, 
whence  came  the  long  sound  of  wvnd  which 
our  poets  still  retain,  and  which  survives 
in  "winding"  a  horn,  a  totally  different 
word  from  "  winding  "  a  kite-string  ?  We 
say  heklnd  and  hlnaer  (comparative),  and 
vet  to  hlTider.  Shakespeare  pronounced 
hind  kUid^  or  what  becomesof  bis  play  on 
that  word  and  kin  in  Hamlet  ?  Nay,  did 
he  not  even  (Khali  I  dare  to  hint  it?)  drop 
the  final  d  as  the  Yankee  still  does  f  John 
Lilly  plays  in  the  same  way  on  kindred 
and  kindness.  But  to  come  to  some  other 
ancient  instances.  Warner  rhymes  bounds 
with  crovmSj  arounds  with  tovms,  text  with 
«x,  vforst  with  crust,  interrupts  with  cups; 
Drayton,  defects  with  sex;  Chapman, 
amends  with  cleanse;  Webster,  assets 
with  cheeks;  Ben  Jonson,  viinds  with 
combines;  Marston,  tnut  and  obseqwotLS, 
clothes  and  shows;  Dryden  gives  the  same 
sound  to  clothesy  and  has  also  minds  with 
designs.  Of  course,  I  do  not  affirm  that 
their  ears  may  not  have  told  them  that 
these  were  Imperfect  rhymes  (though  I  am 
by  no  means  sure  even  of  that),  but  thev 
surely  would  never  have  tolerated  any  sucn 
bad  they  suspected  the  least  vulgarity  in 
them.  Prior  nas  the  rhyme^r*^  and  trust, 
but  puts  it  into  the  mouth  of  a  landlady. 
Swift  has  stwUed  and  burnt  it,  an  inten- 
tionally imperfect  rhyme,  no  doubt,  but 
which  I  cite  as  giving  precisely  the  Yankee 
pronunciation  of  bwrned.  Donne  couples 
in  unhallowed  wedlock  c^fter  and  matter, 
thus  seeming  to  give  to  both  the  true  Yan- 
kee sound ;  and  it  is  not  uncommon  to  find 
after  and  dauqhter.  Worse  than  all,  in 
one  of  Dodsley  s  Old  Plays  we  have  onions 
rhyming  with  minions^  —  I  have  tears  in 
my  eyes  while  I  record  it.  And  yet  what 
is  viler  than  the  universal  Misses  {Mrs.) 
for  Mistress  t  This  was  once  a  vulgarism, 
and  in  "The  Miseries  of  Inforoed  Mar- 
riage" the  rhyme  (printed  as  prose  in 
Dodsley's  Old  Plays  by  Collier), 

"  To  make  mv  young  mistrese. 
Delighting  in  kUaes" 

is  put  into  the  mouth  of  the  down.  Our 
people  say  If^un  for  Indian.  The  ten- 
dency to  make  this  change  where  i  follows 
d  is  common.  The  Italian  giomo  and 
French  Jour  from  diumus  are  ntmiliar  ex- 
amples. And  vet  Tt^'un  is  one  of  those 
depravations  which  the  taste  challenges 
peremptorily,  though  it  have  the  authonty 
of  Charles  Cotton  —  who  rhymes  "  Indies^* 
with  "cringes"  — and  four  English  lexi- 
cographers, beginning  with  Dr.  Sheridan, 


bid  us  say  invidgeous.  Yet  after  all  it  is 
no  worse  than  the  debasement  which  all 
our  terminations  in  iion  and  tience  have 
undergone,  which  yet  we  hear  with  resip- 
nashun  and  pay^iunee,  though  it  miffht 
have  aroused  both  impat-i-ence  and  inaig- 
na-ti-on  in  Shakespeare's  time.  When 
George  Herbert  tells  us  that  if  the  sermon 
be  dull, 

"God  takes  a  text  snd  preacheth  pati-ence,'* 

Che  prolongation  of  the  word  seems  to  con- 
vey some  hint  at  the  longanjmity  of  the 
virtue.  Consider  what  a  poor  curtal  we 
have  made  of  Ocean.  There  was  some- 
thing of  his  heave  and  expanse  in  o-ce-an, 
and  Fletcher  knew  how  to  use  it  when  he 
wrote  so  fine  a  verse  as  the  second  of  these, 
the  best  deep-sea  verse  I  know,  — 

"  In  desperate  storms  stem  with  a  little  rudder 
The  tumbling  ruins  of  the  ocean." 

Oceanus  was  not  then  wholly  shorn  of  his 
divine  proportions,  and  our  modem  oshim 
sounds  like  the  gush  of  small-beer  in  com- 
parison. Some  other  contractions  of  ours 
nave  a  vulgar  air  about  them.  More  'n  for 
more  than,  as  one  of  the  worst,  may  stand 
for  a  type  of  such.  Yet  our  ola  dramatists 
are  full  of  such  obscurations  (elisions  they 
can  hardly  be  called)  of  the  th,  making 
wAsV  of  whether,  where  of  whither,  Aere 
of  hither,  bro'r  of  brother,  ftno'r  of  smother, 
mo"r  of  mother,  and  so  on.  And  dear  Brer 
Rabbit,  can  I  forget  him  ?  Indeed,  it  is  this 
that  explains  the  word  rare  (which  has 
Dryden ^s  support),  and  which  we  say  of 
meat  where  an  Englishman  would  use  uiUter- 
done.  I  do  not  believe,  with  the  dictiona- 
ries, that  it  bad  ever  anything  to  do  with 
the  Icelandic  hrar  (raw),  as  it  plainly  has 
not  in  rareripe,  which  means  earlier  ripe. 
President  Lincoln  said  of  a  precocious  boy 
that  **he  was  a  rareripe.**  And  I  do  not 
believe  it,  for  this  reason,  that  the  earliest 
form  of  the  word  with  us  was,  and  the  com- 
moner now  in  the  inland  parts  still  is,  so 
far  as  I  can  discover,  rarttlone.  Golding 
has  "egs  reere-rostea,'*  which,  whatever 
else  it  mean,  cannot  mean  roto-roasted. 
I  find  rtUher  as  a  monosyllable  in  Donne, 
and  still  better,  as  saving  the  sound,  rhym- 
ing with /air  in  Warner.  There  is  an  epi- 
gram of  Sir  Thomas  Browne  in  which  the 
words  rather  than  make  a  monosyllable: 

'*  What  ftoie  Is  *t  to  take  Death's  part 
And  rather  than  by  Nstore,  die  by  Art  I  '* 

The  contraction  more  'n  I  find  in  the  old 
play  "  Fuimus  Troes,"  in  a  verse  where 
the  measure  is  so  strongly  accented  as  to 
leave  it  beyond  doubt,  — 
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"  A  golden  croxm  wboM  hein 
Mora  than  half  the  world  subdue.** 

It  niAY  be,  however,  that  tbe  contraction  is 
in  "th'  orld."  It  is  unmistalcable  in  tbe 
"  Second  Maiden*8  Tragedy  ** :  — 

^  .  "It  wen  but  folly, 

Dear  soul,  to  boast  of  more  than  I  can  perform." 

Is  our  gin  for  given  more  violent  than 
nuir*l  for  m/trvely  which  was  once  common, 
and  which  I  find  as  late  as  Herrick  ?  Nay, 
Herrick  has  gin  (spelling  it  g'en),  too,  as 
do  the  Scotch,  who  agree  with  us  likewise 
in  nreferring  chindy  to  chimney. 

I  will  now  leave  pronunciation  and  turn 
to  words  or  phrases  which  have  been  sup- 
posed peculiar  to  us,  only  pausing  to  pick 
up  a  siiigle  dropped  stitch,  in  the  pronun- 
ciation of  the  word  mfpreme,  which  I  had 
thought  native  till  I  found  it  in  the  well- 
langnaged  Daniel.  I  will  begin  with  a 
word  of  which  I  have  never  met  with  any 
example  in  anv  English  writer  of  authoritv. 
We  express  the  first  stage  of  withering  In 
a  green  plant  suddenlv  cut  down  by  the 
verb  to  wiit.  It  is.  of' course,  own  cousin 
of  the  German  toelken,  but  I  have  never 
come  upon  it  in  literary  use,  and  my  own 
books  of  reference  give  me  faint  help. 
Graff  gives  loelhht,  marctacere.  and  refers 
to  weth  (weah)f  and  coniecturallv  to  A.-S. 
hretan.  The  A.-S.  wealwian  {to  wither) 
is  nearer,  but  not  so  near  as  two  words  in 
the  Icelandic,  which  perhaps  put  us  on  tbe 
track  of  its  ancestry,  —  velgi^  tep^aeere 
(and  9elkif  with  the  derivative)  meaning 
contamttiare.  WtU,  at  any  rate,  is  a  good 
word,  fillinf^,  as  it  does,  a  sensible  gap  be- 
tween drooping  and  withering,  and  the  im- 
sKinative  phrase  "  he  wilted  right  down," 
like  ''he  caved  right  in,'*  is  a  true  Amer- 
icanism. WHt  occurs  in  English  provin- 
cial fi'lossaries,  but  is  explained  by  mther, 
which  with  us  it  does  not  mean.  We  have 
a  few  words  such  as  cache,  cohog^  eturry 
iportaoe).  shoot  (chute),  tunber  (forest), 
oushvkaat  ^to  pull  a  boat  along  by  the 
bushes  on  tne  edge  of  a  stream),  buckeye 
(a  picturesque  word  for  the  horFe-chestnut) ; 
but  how  many  can  we  be  said  to  have  fairly 
lirongbt  into  the  language,  as  Alexander 
Gill,  who  first  mentions  Americanisms, 
meant  it  when  he  said,  <'  8td  ti  ah  Ameri- 
cants  nonnulla  mutuamur  ut  maiz  et  oAp 
»oA"?  Ver>-  few,  I  suspect,  and  those 
mostly  by  borrowing  from  the  French,  Ger- 
man, Spanish,  or  Indian.*  *'  The  Dipper  " 
for  tbe  ''Great  Bear"  strikes  me  as  hav- 
ing a  native  air.  Bogtu,  in  the  sense  of 
vorthleasj  is  undoubtedly  ours,  but  is,  I 

*  This  was  written  twenty  years  ago.  and  now 
(1880)  I  eannoC  open  an  Knf  li<ih  journal  witbont 
ooming  upon  an  Americanisoi. 


more  than  suspect,  a  corruption  of  the 
French  bagasee  (from  low  Latin  baaaaea), 
which  travelled  up  the  Mississiopi  from 
New  Orleans,  where  it  was  used  for  the 
refuse  of  the  sugar-caue.  It  is  true,  we 
have  modified  the  meaning  uf  some  words. 
We  use  freshet  in  the  sense  of  Jlood,  for 
which  I  have  not  chanced  upon  any  au- 
thoritv. Our  New  Eof^land  cross  between 
Ancient  Pistol  and  Dugald  Dalgett)',  Cap- 
tain Underbill,  uses  the  word  (1638)  to 
mean  a  current,  and  I  do  not  recollect  it 
elsewhere  in  that  sense.  I  therefore  leave 
it  with  a  ?  for  future  explorers.  Crick 
for  creek  I  find  in  Captam  John  Smith 
and  in  the  dedication  of  Fuller's  "Holy 
Warre,"  and  run,  meaning  a  smaU  stream, 
in  Wavmouth's  "Vovage"  (1606).  Eu^ 
mans  for  men.  which  Mr.  Bartlett  includes 
in  his  "Dictionary  of  Americanisms,"  is 
Chapman's  habitual  phrase  in  his  transla- 
tion of  Homer.  I  find  it  also  in  the  old 
play  of  "The  Hog  hath  lost  his  Pearl." 
I)ogs  for  andiroHS  is  still  current  hi  New 
England,  and  in  Walter  de  Biblesworth  I 
find  ehiens  glossed  in  the  margin  by  and- 
,trcm«.  Ounning  for  shooting  is  in  Dray- 
,ton.  We  once  got  credit  for  the  poetical 
word  fall  for  autumn,  but  Mr.  Dartlett 
and  the  last  edition  of  Webster's  Diction- 
ary refer  us  to  Drvden.  It  is  even  older, 
jfor  I  find  it  in  Dravton,  and  Bishop  Hall 
.  has  autumn  fall,  Middleton  plays  upon 
the  word:  "May'st  thou  have  a  reason- 
able good  spring,  for  thou  art  like  to  have 
many  dangerous  foul  falls,*'  Daniel  does 
the  same,  and  Coleridge  uses  it  as  we 
do.  Gray  uses  the  archaism  picked  for 
peaked,  and  the  word  amudge  (as  our 
Dackwoodsmen  do)  for  a  smothered  fire. 
Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury  (more  prop- 
erly perhaps  than  even  Sidney,  the  last 
E  chevalier )  has  "the  Emperor's  folks  " 
18  a  Yankee  would  say  it.  Loan  for 
with  which  we  have  hitherto  been 
blackened,  I  must  retort  upon  the  mother 
island,  for  it  appears  so  long  ago  as  in 
"Albion's  England."  JFI^y,  in  the  sense 
of  sUmt,  may  claim  Ben  Jonnon's  warranr, 
and  I  find  it  also  so  latelv  as  in  Francklin's 
"  Lucian."  Chore  is  also  Jonson's  word, 
and  i  am  inclined  to  prefer  it  to  chare  and 
ehar^  because  I  think  that  I  see  a  more  nat- 
ural origin  in  it  for  the  French^oyr —  whence 
it  might  come  to  mean  a  day's  work,  and 
thence  a  job  —  than  anywhere  else.f  At 
onet  for  at  onee  I  thoueht  a  corruption  of 
our  own,  till  I  found  it  in  the  Chester 
Plays.  I  am  now  inclined  to  suspect  it 
no  corruption  at  all,  but  only  an  emtio 
and  obsolete  superlative   <U  onest.      To 

t  The  Rev.  A.  L.  Mavhew  of  Wadham  OoUege, 
Oxford,  has  eoUTinoea  me  that  I  was  astxaylm 
this. 
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vrogress^  was  flung  in  onr  teeth  till 
Mr.  Pickering  retorted  with  Shakespeare's 
"doth  pro'gress  down  thy  cheeks."  I 
confess  that  I  was  never  satisfied  with 
this  answer,  because  the  accent  was  differ- 
ent, and  because  the  word  might  here  be 
reckoned  a  substantiTe  quite  as  well  as 
a  verb.  Mr.  Bartlett  (in  his  dictionary 
above  citeil)  adds  a  surrebutter  in  a  verse 
from  Ford's  "Broken  Heart"  Here  the 
word  is  clearly  a  verb,  but  with  the  accent 
unhappily  still  on  the  first  syllable.  Mr. 
Bartlett  says  that  he  "cannot  say  whether 
the  word  was  used  in  Bacon's  time  or 
not"  It  certainly  was,  and  with  the  ac- 
cent we  sive  to  it  Ben  Jonson,  in  the 
"  Alchemist,"  has  this  verse, 

"Progress'  so  firom  extreme  unto  extreme," 

and  Sir  Philip  Sidney, 

"  Progressing  then  from  ikir  Tnrias'  golden 
place." 

Surely  we  may  now  sleep  in  peace,  and 
our  English  cousins  will  roiigive  us,  since 
we  have  cleared  ourselves  from  any  suspi- 
cion of  originality  in  the  matter!  Even 
after  1  had  convinced  myself  that  the 
chances  were  desperately  against  our  hav- 
ing invented  any  of  ibe  'Amerioaiiuma  with 
which  we  un/imUed  and  which  we  are  in 
the  habit  of  trndng^  there  were  one  or  two 
which  had  so  prevailingly  indigenoua  an 
accent  as  to  stagger  me  a  little.  One  of 
tbe.se  was  "  the  biggest  thing  out,"  Alas, 
even  this  slender  comfort  is  denied  me. 
Old  Gower  has 


and 


**  So  harde  an  berte  was  none  rate," 
"  That  such  merreilM  wm  uooa  oifte." 


He  also,  by  the  wav,  saj^s  "a  nghte  of 
flowres**  as  naturalo*  as  our  upniountiy 
folk  would  say  it  Poor  for  lean,  thirds  for 
Joirer,  and  dry  for  ihirtty  I  find  in  Middle- 
ton's  plays.  Dry  is  also  in  Skelton  and  in 
the  "  Worid  "  (1764).  In  a  note  on  Middle- 
ton,  Mr.  Dree  thinks  it  needful  to  explain 
the  phrase  /  canH  ttU  (univerral  in  Amer- 
ica) by  the  gloss  /  could  not  say.  Middle- 
ton  altK)  uses  ineckedy  which  I  had  believed 
an  Amerlcanihm  till  I  saw  it  there.  It  is, 
of  course,  only  another  form  of  match,  anal- 
ogous to  theek  and  thatch  (cf.  the  proper 
names  Dekker  and  Thacher),  break  ^brack) 
and  breach,  make  (still  common  with  us) 
and  match.  'Long  on  for  occasioned  by 
f  *  who  is  this  'long  on  V  " )  occurs  constantly 
m  Gower  and  likewise  in  Milton.  *  Cause 
why  is  in  Chaucer.  Raising  (an  English 
version  of  ihe  French  leaven)  for  ytatt  is  em- 
ployed by  Gay  ton  in  his  "Festivous  Notes 
on  Don  Quixote.'*    I  have  never  seen  an  in- 


stance of  onr  New  Rnglsnd  word  emptins  in 
the  same  sense,  m  r  can  I  divine  its  original. 
Gay  ton  has  Umekill;  also  shuts  for  skutt*rs, 
and  the  latter  is  used  bv  Mrs.  Hutchinson  in 
her  <*  Life  of  Colonel  if  utchinson."  Bishop 
Hall,  and  Purehas  in  his  "  Pilgrims,"  have 
ehist  for  ehest,  and  it  is  certainlv  nearer 
eista,  as  well  as  to  its  form  in  the  Ten- 
tonic  languages,  whence  probably  we  got 
it  We  retam  the  old  sound  from  dstj  but 
chest  is  as  old  as  Chaucer.  Lovelace  says 
toropt  for  ivrapl.  "  Mnsidauer  "  I  had  al- 
ways associated  with  the  militia-mustert 
of  my  boyhood,  and  too  hastily  condudeil 
it  an  abomination  of  our  own,  but  Mr. 
Wright  calls  it  a  Norfolk  word,  and  I  find 
it  to  be  as  old  as  1642  by  an  extract  in 
Collier.  "Not  worth  the  time  of  day" 
had  passed  with  me  for  native  till  I  saw 
it  in  Shakespeare's  "  Pericles."  For  diek 
(which  is  only  a  shorter  sound  of  sleeky 
like  crick  and  the  now  universal  britches 
for  breeches)  I  will  only  call  Chapman 
and  Jonson.  "That 's  a  sure  card  !  ^  and 
^'That's  a  stinger!"  both  sound  like 
modem  slang,  but  you  will  find  the  one 
in  the  old  intertude  of  "Thersytes"  (1537), 
and  the  other  in  Middleton.  "Right 
here"  a  favorite  phra.se  with  our  orators 
and  with  a  certam  class  of  our  editors, 
turns  up^^m  in  the  CHiester  and  Cov- 
entry plays.  Mr.  Dickens  found  some- 
thing very  ludicrous  in  what  he  considereil 
our  neologism  right  atnzy.  But  I  find  a 
phrase  very  like  it,  and  which  I  would 
gladly  suspect  to  be  a  misprint  for  it,  in 
"  Gammer  Gurton  "  :  — 

"  Lyght  it  snd  bring  it  tUe  av/ay. " 

But  Hte  is  the  true  word  in  this  case.  After 
all,  what  is  it  but  another  form  of  straight- 
way f  Cussedness,  meaning  wickedmas,  mu- 
Vgnity,  and  cuss,  a  sneaking,  ill-natured 
fellow,  in  such  phrases  as  "  He  done  it  out 
o'  pure  cussedness,"  and  "He  is  a  nstf ral 
cuHs,"  have  bwn  commonly  thought  Yan- 
keeisms.  To  vent  certain  contemptuouslv 
indignant  moods  Ihey  are  admirable  in  their 
rouKh-and-ready  way.  But  neither  is  our 
own .  Curminessey  in  the  same  sense  «f  ma- 
lignant wickedues.^  occnrs  in  the  Coventry 
Plays,  and  cuss  niav  perhaps  claim  to  have 
come  in  with  the  Conqueror.  At  least  the 
term  is  also  French.  Saint  Simon  uses  it 
and  confesse<  its  usefulness.  Speaking  of 
the  Abb^  Dubois,  he  says,  "Qui  dtoit  en 
plein  ce  qu'un  mauvais  fran^is  appelle  un 
sacrCf  mais  qui  ne  se  pent  gu^re  exprimer 
autrement"  "  Not  worth  a  cuss,"  though 
supported  by  "  not  worth  a  damn,"  may 
be  a  mere  corruption,  since  "  not  worth  a 
cress"  is   in  "Piers   Ploughman."     "I 


INTRODUCTION. 


S25 


d<m*t  see  it**  was  the  popular  8U]i([  a 
year  or  two  ago,  and  seemed  to  spnng 
from  the  soil ;  hut  no,  it  is  in  Gib- 
ber's "Careless  Husband.'*  Oreen  aauee 
for  vegetahUa  1  meet  in  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  Gayton,  and  elsewhere.  Our 
rustic  pronunciation  tahce  (for  either  the 
diphthong  au  was  anciently  pronounced  oA, 
or  else  we  have  followed  abundant  analogy 
in  changing  it  to  the  latter  sonnd,  as  we 
have  in  chance,  dance,  and  so  many  more) 
may  be  the  older  one,  and  at  least  gives 
some  hint  at  its  ancestor  salsa.  Warn, 
in  the  sense  of  notify,  is.  I  believe,  now 
peculiar  to  us,  but  Pecock  so  employs  it 
1  flnd/mmm«r  {primer,  as  we  pronounce  it) 
in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  a  "  square 
eater**  too  (compare  our  "*jwire  meal"), 
heft  for  tpeight,  and  '*mnchne#s*'  in  the 
"Mirror  for  Magistrates,**  bankbill  in  Swift 
and  Fielding,  and  as  for  that  i  mi^ht  say 
passim.  To  cotton  to  is,  1  rather  think,  an 
American tf(m.  The  nearest  approach  to  it 
I  have  found  is  cotton  together,  in  Congreye's 
"Love  for  Love."  To  cotton  or  cotten.isi 
another  sense,  is  old  and  common.  Our 
word  means  to  cling,  and  its  origin,  pos- 
sibly, is  to  be  sought  in  another  direction, 
perhaps  in  A.  S.  cvead,  which  means  mud, 
clay  (Doth  proverbially  clinging),  or  better 
yet,  in  the  Icelandic  qvoda  (otherwise 
x6a)j  meaninff  resin  and  glue,  which  are 
Kar'  i$ox^  sticlcy  substances.  To  spit  cot- 
ton is,  I  think,  American,  and  also,  per- 
hap,  to  Jfax  for  to  beat  To  the  heaves 
still  survives  among  us,  though  apparently 
obsolete  in  England.  It  means  either  to 
let  or  to  hire  a  piece  of  land,  receiving  half 
tiie  profit  in  money  or  in  kin<i  {partibiis 
Iftcare),  I  mention  it  because  in  a  note 
liy  some  English  editor,  to  which  I  have 
l«i««t  my  reference,  I  have  seen  it  wrongly 
explained  The  editors  of  Nares  cite  Bur- 
t  on.  To  put,  in  the  sense  of  to  go,  as  Put  I 
for  Begone  1  would  seem  our  own,  and  yet 
it  is  strictly  analogons  to  the  French  se 
fnettre  d  la  voie,  and  the  Italian  mettersi  in 
via.     Indeed,  Dante  has  a  verse, 

"  lo  Mrei  [for  mi  Mrei]  gia  messo  per  lo  $entier9' 

which,  but  for  the  indignity,  might  bt 
ti-annlated, 

"  I  should,  ere  this,  have  put  along  the  way." 

I  deprecate  in  advance  any  share  in 
General  Banks's  notions  of  international 
law,  but  we  may  all  take  a  just  pride  in 
his  exuberant  eloquence  as  something 
distinctively  American.  When  he  spoke  a 
few  years  ago  of  "  letting  the  Union  slide," 
even  those  who,  for  political  purposes,  re- 
proacheil  him  with  tne  sentiment,  admire<1 
the  indigenous  virtue  of  his  phrase.     Yet 


I  find  "let  the  worid  slide**  in  Heywood's 
"Edward  IV.*';  and  in  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher's  "Wit  without  Money"  Valen- 
tine says, 

"  Will  yon  go  drink. 
And  let  the  world  slide?" 

So  also  In  Sidney's  Arcadia, 

"  Let  his  dominion  slide." 

In  the  one  case  it  is  put  into  the  mouth  of 
a  down,  in  the  other,  of  a  gentleman,  and 
was  evidently  proverbial.  It  has  even 
higher  sanction,  for  (Chancer  writes, 

"  Well  nigh  aU  other  cunte  let  he  dide.** 

Mr.  Bartlett  ^ves  "above  one's  bend"  as 
an  Americanism;  but  compare  Hamlet's 
"to  the  top  of  my  bent"  fn  his  tracks 
for  immediately  has  acquired  an  American 
accent,  and  passes  where  he  can  for  a 
native,  but  is  an  importation  nevertheless ; 
for  what  is  he  but  tne  Latin  e  vestigio,  or 
at  best  the  Norman  French  enedespas, 
both  which  have  the  same  meaning  ?  act- 
foot  (provincial  also  in  England),  I  find  in 
the  old  romance  of  "  Tristan," 

"  Si  s'tn  parti  chaut  pas." 

Like  for  as  is  never  used  in  New  England, 
but  is  universal  in  the  South  and  West. 
It  has  on  its  side  the  authority  of  two 
kings  {ego  sum  rex  Romanorum  et  supra 

rnmaticam),  Henry  VIII.  and  Clharles 
This  were  ample',  without  throwing 
into  the  scale  the  scholar  and  poet  Daniel. 
TheinwM  usetl  as  a  nominative  by  the 
majesty  of  Edwanl  VI.,  by  Sir  P.  Hoby, 
and  by  Lord  Paget  (in  Fronde's  "His- 
tory"). I  have  never  seen  any  passage 
adduced  where  guess  was  used  as  the 
Yankee  nses  it  The  word  was  familiar  in 
the  mouths  of  our  ancestors,  but  with  a  dif- 
ferent shade  of  meaning  from  that  we  have 
given  it,  which  is  something  like  rather 
think,  though  the  Yankee  implies  a  confi- 
dent certainty  by  it  when  he  says,  "  I 
guess  I  du/"  There  are  two  examples  in 
Otway,  one  of  which  ("  So  in  the  struggle, 
I  guess  the  note  was  lost")  perhaps  might 
serve  our  purpose,  and  Coleridge's 

"  T  771PO  't  wng  fenrftil  thure  to  see" 
certainly  comes  very  near.  But  I  have 
a  higher  authority  than  either  in  Selden, 
who,  in  one  of  his  notes  to  the  "Polyol- 
bion,"  writes,  "The  first  inventor  of  them 
(I  guess  you  dislike  not  the  addition)  was 
one  Benhold  Swarts."  Here  he  must 
mean  by  it,  "  I  take  it  for  granted." 
Kobert  (jreeue,  in  hi»  "  Quip  for  uii  Upstart 
Courtier,"  makes  Cloth-breeches  ttay,  "but 
I  gesse  3'our  maistership  never  tried  what 
true  honor  meant."     In  this  case  the  word 
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» to  be  used  wUh  a  meaning  praciaelj 
like  that  which  we  give  it.  Another  peca- 
liaritT  almost  as  prominent  is  the  beginning 
sentences,  especially  in  answer  to  questions, 
with  '*  well."  Put  before  such  a  phrase  as 
"How  d*e  do  ?  "  it  is  commonly  snort,  and 
has  the  sound  of  wuly  but  in  reply  it  is  de- 
liberative, and  the  varioos  shades  of  mean- 
ing which  can  be  conveyed  by  difference  of 
intonation,  and  by  prolonging  or  abbreviat- 
ing. I  should  vainly  attempt  to  describe.  I 
have  heard  ooa-anlf  wahl,  akl^  wdl,  and 
something  nearly  approaching  the  sound  of 
the  le  in  able.  '  Sometimes  before  '*!*'  it 
dwindles  to  a  mere  /,  as  "M  /  dunno."  A 
friend  of  mine  (why  should  I  not  plea!*e 
myself,  though  1  displease  him,  by  brighi- 
ening  mv  page  with  the  initial.^  of  the  mo<4 
exquisite  of  humorists,  J.  H.  V)  told  me  that 
be  once  heard  five  *^  wells,"  )ike  pioneers, 
precede  the  answer  to  an  inquiry  about 
the  price  of  land.  The  first  was  the 
ordinary  vnd,  in  deference  to  custom  ; 
the  second,  the  long,  perpending  ooahl, 
with  a  falling  inflection  of  the  voice  ;  the 
third,  the  same,  but  with  the  voice  rising, 
as  if  in  despair  of  a  conclusion,  into  a 
plaintively  nasal  whine  ;  the  fourth,  wulh, 
ending  in  the  aspirate  of  a  sigh ;  and 
then,  fifth,  came  a  short,  sharp  wal,  show- 
ing that  a  conclusion  had  been  reached. 
I  have  used  this  latter  form  in  the  "  Biglow 
Papers,"  because,  if  enofugh  nasality  be 
added,  it  represente  most  nearly  the  aver- 
age sound  6f  what  I  may  call  the  inteijee- 
tion. 

A  locution  prevails  in  the  Southern  and 
Middle  States  which  is  so  curious  that, 
though  never  heard  in  New  England,  I 
will  give  a  few  lines  to  ite  discussion,  the 
more  readily  because  it  is  extinct  elae- 
where.  I  mean  the  use  of  eUloto  in  the 
sense  of  ^/^rm,  as  "  I  allow  that 's  a  good 
horse."  I  find  the  word  so  used  in 
1558  by  Anthony  Jenkinson  in  Hakluyt : 
"Come  they  sowe  not.  neither  doe  eate 
any  bread,  mocking  the  Christians  for 
the  same,  and  disabling  our  strengthe,  say- 
ing we  live  by  eating  the  toppe  of  a  weede, 
and  drinke  a  drinke  made  of  the  same, 
cUlovnng  theyr  great  devouring  of  flesli 
and  drinking  of  milke  to  he  the  increase 
of  theyr  strength."  That  Is,  they  under- 
valued our  strength,  and  affirmed  their 
own  to  be  the  result  of  a  certain  diet.  In 
another  passage  of  the  same  narrative 
the  word  has  ite  more  common  meaning 
of  approving  or  praising  :  "  The  said  kin^r. 
niucn  ailowiny  this  declaration,  said?* 
Ducange  quotes  Bracton  svb  voce  adlo- 
CABB  for  the  meaning  "to  admit  as 
proved,"  and  the  transition  from  this  to 
"affirm"  is  bv  no  means  violent.    Izaak 


Walton  has  "Lebault  allow  wmterfrog^ 
to  be  good  meat,"  and  here  the  word  is 
eauivalent  to  affinm.  At  the  same  time, 
when  we  consider  some  of  the  meanings 
of  aUoio  in  old  English,  and  of  aUouer  in 
old  French,  and  also  remember  that  the 
verbs  prixe  and  praise  are  from  one  root, 
I  think  we  must  admit  allattdare  to  a  share 
in  the  paternity  of  aUow,  The  sentence 
from  Hakluyt  would  read  equally  well, 
"contemning  our  strengthe,  ....  and 
praising  (or  valuing)  their  great  eating 
of  flesh  as  the  cause  of  their  increaMS  in 
strength.'*  After  all,  if  we  confine  our- 
selves to  aUocarCf  it  may  turn  out  that 
the  woni  was  somewhere  and  somewhen 
used  for  to  bet,  analogously  to  put  up.  put 
doion,  post  (cf.  Spanish  apostar),  ana  the 
like.  I  hear  boys  in  the  street  continually 
saying,  "  I  bet  that 's  a  good  horse,"  or 
what  not,  meaning  by  no  means  to  risk 
anything  beyond  their  opinion  in  the 
matter. 

The  word  improve,  in  the  sense  of  "  to 
occupy,  make  use  of,  employ,"  as  Dr. 
Pickering  defines  it,  he  long  ago  proved 
to  be  no  neologism.  He  would  nave  don« 
better,  I  think,  had  he  substituted  prqfii 
by  for  employ.  He  cites  Dr.  Franklin  as 
saying  that  the  word  had  never,  so  far  as 
he  knew,  been  used  in  New  England 
before  he  left  it  in  1723,  except  in 
Dr.  Mather's  "  Remarkable  Providences," 
which  he  oddly  calls  a  "very  old  book." 
Franklin,  as  Dr.  Pickering  goes  on  to 
show,  was  mistoken.  Mr.  Bartlett  in  his 
"  Dictionary  "  merely  abridges  Pickering. 
Both  of  them  should  have  confined  the 
application  of  the  word  to  material  thin^, 
its  extension  to  which  is  all  that  is  peculiai 
in  the  supposed  American  use  of  it  For 
surely  '^Complete  Letter- Writers "  have 
been  "  improving  this  opportunity "  time 
out  of  mind.  I  will  illustrate  the  word  a 
tittle  further,  because  Pickering  cites  no 
English  authorities.  Skelton  has  a  pas- 
idge  in  his  "  Phyllyp  Sparowe,"  which  I 
|Uote  the  rather  as  it  contains  also  the 
word  allotoed,  and  as  it  distinguishes  im- 
prove from  emplfty :  — 

"His  [Chaueer'B]  EnKlysh  well  slowed, 
So  as  it  is  tnprowedf 
For  as  it  is  enployd. 
There  is  no  English  voyd." 

Here  the  meaning  is  to  profit  by.  In 
Fuller's  "Holy  Warre"  (1647),  we  have 
"The  Egyptians  standing  on  the  Arm 
ground,  were  thereby  enabled  to  improve 
and  enforce  their  darte  to  the  ntmost." 
Here  the  word  might  oertoinly  mean  to 
make  use  of.  Mrs.  Hutohinson  (Life  of 
Colonel  H.)  uses  the  word  in  the  same 
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way :  "  And  therefore  did  not  emproove  YdM 
interest   to   engage  the   country  in  the 


quarrell.**  Swift  in  one  of  his  letters  says : 
"  There  is  not  an  acre  of  land  in  Ireland 
turned  to  half  its  advantage ;  yet  it  is 
better  improved  than  the  people.'  I  find 
it  also  in,  *' Strength  out  of  Weakness" 
(1S52),  and  Plutarch's  "Morals"  (1714), 
but  1  know  of  only  one  example  of  its 
use  in  the  purely  American  sense,  and  that 
is,  "a  very  good  improveintnt  for  a  mill " 
in  the  "State  Trials"  (Speech  of  the 
Attomey-Gtoneral  in  the  Lady  Ivy's  case. 
1684).  In  the  sense  of  employ,  I  could 
cite  a  dozen  old  English  authorities. 

In  running  over  the  fly-leaves  of  those 
delightful  folios  for  this  reference,  I  lind 
a  note  which  reminds  me  of  another  word, 
for  our  abuse  of  which  we  have  been  de- 
servedly ridiculed.  I  mean  lady.  It  is 
true  I  might  cite  the  example  of  the  Italian 
donna  *  {domina),  which  nas  been  treated 
in  the  same  way  by  a  whole  nation,  and 
not,  as  lady  among  us,  by  the  uncultivated 
only.  It  perhaps  grew  into  use  in  the 
half-democratic  republics  of  Italy  in  the 
same  way  and  for  toe  same  reasons  as  with 
us.  But  I  admit  that  our  abuse  of  the 
word  Ib  villanoua.  I  know  of  an  orator  who 
once  said  in  a  public  meeting  where  bon- 
nets preponderated,  that  "  the  ladies  were 
last  at  the  cross  and  first  at  the  tomb"  ! 
But  similar  sins  were  committed  before  our 
d^  and  in  the  mother  coontiv.  In  the 
"Harleian  Miscellany  "  (vol.  v.  pi  465)  I  find 
*Mhis  lady  is  my  servant;  the  hedger's 
daughter  loan."  In  the  ''State  Trials'' 
I  ieam  of  *^  b,  gentkiooman  that  lives  cook 
with'*  such  a  one,  and  I  hear  the  Lord 
High  Steward  speaking  of  the  wife  of 
a  waiter  at  a  bagnio  as  a  gentlewoman! 
From  the  same  authority,  by  the  way,  1 
can  state  that  our  yile  habit  of  ^shewing 
tobacco  had  the  somewhat  unsavory  ex- 
ample of  Titus  Oates,  and  I  know  bv  tra- 
dition from  an  eyewitness  that  the  elegant 
General  Burycoyne  partook  of  the  ^ame 
vice.  Howell,  m  one  of  his  letters  (dated 
26  August,  1623).  speaks  thus  of  another 
'institution"  whicn  many  have  thought 
American:  "They  speak  much  of  tnat 
boisterous  Bishop  of  Halverstadt  (for  so 
they  term  him  here),  that,  having  taken 
a  place  wher  ther  were  two  Monasteries 
of  Nuns  and  Friers,  he  caus'd  divers  feath- 
er-beds to  be  rip'd,  and  all  the  feathers 
to  be  thrown  in  a  great  Hall,  whither 
the  Nuns  and  Friers  were  thrust  naked 
with  their  bodies  oil'd  and  pitch'd,  and 
to  tumble  among  the   feathers."    How- 

*  Boms,  in  English,  is  a  decayed  gentle- 
wonutu  of  the  same  family. 


ell  speaks  as  if  the  thing  were  new  to  him, 
and  I  know  not  if  the  "  boisterous  "  Bishop 
was  the  inventor  of  it,  but  I  find  it  prac- 
tised in  England  before  our  Revolution. 

Before  leaving  the  subject,  I  will  add  a 
few  comments  made  from  time  to  time 
on  the  maiigin  of  Mr.  Bartlett's  excellent 
"Dictionary,"  to  which  I  am  gUid  thus 
publicly  to  acknowledge  my  many  obliga- 
tions. "  Avails  "  is  good  old  English,  and 
the  vaUe  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds's  porter 
are  famous.  Averse  Jromy  averse  to,  and 
in  connection  with  them  the  English  vul- 
garism "difierent  to."  The  c<NTupt  use 
of  (o  in  these  cases,  as  well  as  in  the  Yan- 
kee "  he  lives  to  Salem,"  "to  home  "  and 
others,  must  be  a  very  old  one,  for  in  the 
one  case  it  plainly  arose  from  confounding 
the  two  French  prepositions  d  (from  Latin 
ad  and  ab),  and  in  the  other  from  trans* 
lating  the  first  of  them.  I  once  thought 
"difierent  to"  a  modem  vulgarism,  and 
Mr.  Thackeray,  on  my  pointing  it  out  to 
him  in  "  Henry  Esmond,"  confessed  it  to 
be  an  anachronism.  Mr.  Bartlett  refers 
to  "  the  old  writers  quoted  in  Richardson's 
Dictionary"  for  "diferent  to,"  though  in 
my  edition  of  that  work  all  the  examples 
are  with  from.  But  I  find  to  used  invaria- 
bly by  Sir  R.  Hawkins  in  fiakluyt.  Bar^'o 
is  a  nsgro  corruption  of  O.  £.  bandore. 
Bind-weed  can  nardly  be  modem,  for 
wood-bind  is  old  andrsdioally  right,  inter- 
twining itself  through  bindan  and  vrindan 
with  classic  stems.  Bobolink:  is  this  a 
contraction  for  Bob  o'  Lincoln?  I  find 
bobolynes,  in  one  of  the  poems  attributed 
to  Skelton,  where  it  may  be  rendered 
aiddy-paie,  a  term  very  fit  for  the  bird  m 
his  ecstasies.  Cruel  for  grecU  is  in  Hak- 
luyt  Bowlinff-alley  is  in  Nash's  "  Pierce 
Pennllesse."  Curious,  meaning  nice,  oc- 
curs continually  in  old  writers,  and  is  as 
old  as  Peoocks  "Repressor.**  Droger 
is  0.  E.  drugger,  Mducaiional  is  in 
Burke.  FecMe  is  only  a  form  of  ^ics.  To 
fXf  in  tlie  American  sense,  I  find  used  by 
the  Commissionen  of  the  United  Colonies 
so  early  as  1675,  "  their  arms  well  fxed 
and  fit  for  service."  To  take  the  foot  in 
the  hand  in  German ;  so  is  to  ^o  under. 
OuMdalow  is  old  :  I  find  mmdelo  in  Hak- 
luyt,  and  gundeUo  in  Booth's  reprint  of  the 
folio  Shakespeare  of  1628.  Oonoffu  0.  E. 
gnofe.  Neap  is  in  "Pien  Ploughman" 
("and  other  names  an  heep  "),  and  in  Hak- 
luyt  ("  seeing  such  a  heap  of  their  enemies 
ready  to  devour  1;hem '%  To  limtor  is 
In  the  "  Puritan  "  ("  call  *em  in,  and  liquor 
'em  a  little  ").  To  loc^f:  this,  I  think,  U 
unquestionably  German.  Laxifen  is  pro- 
nounced Iqfen  in  some  parts  of  Germany, 
and  I  once  heard  one  German  student  soy 


228 


THE   BIGLOW   PAPEltS. 


to  another,  Ich  lauf*  (lofe)  hier  bis  du 
tciederkehresi,  aud  he  began  accordingly 
to  saunter  up  and  down,  in  shott,  to  2oq/. 
To  muUf  Mr.  Bartlett  says,  njeans  "to 
soften,  to  dispirit/'  aud  quotes  from  "  Mar- 
garet/'—  "There  has  been  a  pretty  consid- 
erable mulhn  ^ing  on  atiioug  the  doc- 
tors," —  where  it  surely  cannot  mean  what 
he  says  it  does.  We  'have  always  heard 
mulling  used  for  gtirriny,  bustling ^  some- 
times in  an  underhand  way.  It  is  a  meta- 
phor derived  probably  from  TwwWtn^wine, 
and  the  word  itself  must  be  a  corruption 
of  ffuU,  ttom  0.  F.  muUr,  Pair  of  stairs 
is  in  Hakluyt.  To  pttU  up  stakes  is  in 
Curweu's  Journal,  and  therefore  pre-Rev- 
olutionary.  I  think  I  have  met  with  it 
earlier.  liaise :  under  this  word  Mr. 
Bartlett  omita  "to  raise  a  house,"  that  is, 
the  frame  of  a  wooden  one,  and  also  the 
substantive  formed  from  it,  a  raisin*.  Re- 
tire for  go  to  bed  is  in  Fielding's"  Amelia." 
Setting-poles  cannot  be  new,  for  I  find 
"  some  set  [the  boats]  with  long  pdes"* 
in  Haklu}-!  Shoulder-hitters :  I  find  that 
shoulder-striker  is  old,  though  I  have  lost 
the  reference  to  my  authority.  Snag  is 
no  new  word,  though  perhaps  the  Western 
apitlication  of  it  is  so;  but  I  find  in 
Gill  the  proverb,  "  A  bird  in  the  bag  is 
worth  two  on  the  snag."  Dryden  nas 
swop  and  to  rights.  Trail:  Hakluyt 
has  "many  wayes  traled  by  the  wilde 
beastes." 

I  subjoin  a  few  phrases  not  in  Mr.  Bart- 
lett's  book  which  I  have  heard.  Bald- 
headed:  "  to  go  it  bald-headed  *' ;  in  great 
haste,  as  where  one  rushes  out  without  his 
hat.  Bogue:  "I  don't  git  much  done 
'tliout  I  bogue  right  in  along  'th  my  men." 
Carry :  a  portage.  Cat-nap :  a  short  doze. 
Cat-stick :  a  small  stick.  Chmoder-head : 
a  muddle-brain.  Clino-John  :  a  soft  cake 
of  rye.  Cocoornut:  the  head.  Cohees  : 
applied  to  the  people  of  certain  settle- 
ments in  Western  Pennsylvania,  from  their 
use  of  the  archaic  form  Qiu>*  he.  Dun- 
noft&t  I  know:  the  nearest  your  true 
Yankee  ever  comes  to  acknowledging  igno- 
rance. Essence-vedUr :  a  skunk.  First- 
rate  and  a  half.  Fish'/lakes,  for  drying 
flsh  :  O.  B.  fleck  (cralis).  Oander-paHy: 
a  social  gatnering  of  men  only.  (Javmi- 
eus :  a  dolt  ffawkin^s  whetstone :  rum ; 
in  derision  of  one  Hawkins,  a  well-known 
temperance-lecturer.  Hyper :  to  bustle  : 
'  *  I  mus*  hjmer  about  an*  git  tea. "  Keeler- 
tub:  one  ui  which  dishes  are  washed. 
("And  Greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot") 
Lap-tea :  where  the  euests  are  too  many  to 
sit  at  table.  Last  of  pea-time :  to  be  hard- 
up.  Lfise-laid  (loose-laid)  :  a  weaver's 
tern,  and  probably  English ;  weak-willed. 


Malahaek:  to  cut  up  hastily  or  awk- 
wardly. Moonglade :  a  beautiful  word  : 
for  the  track  of  moonlight  on  the  water. 
Off-ox:  an  unmanageable,  cross-grained 
fellow.  Old  Dnver,  Old  SplUfoot  ;  the 
Devil.  OnhUch:  to  pull  trigger  (cf.  Span- 
ish fiur/Mtrur).  Popular;  conceited.  Rote: 
sound  of  surf  before  a  storm.  Rot-gtU : 
cheap  whiskey  ;  the  word  occurs  in  Hey- 
woo  I's  "  English  Traveller  "  and  Addison's 
"  Drummer,^*  for  a  poor  kind  Of  drink. 
Seem:  it  is  habitual  with  the  New-Eng- 
lander  to  put  this  verb  to  straiiffe  uses,  as, 
"  I  can't  seem  to  be  suited,"  "I  could  n't 
seem  to  know  him."  Sidehill,  for  hill- 
side. State-house :  this  seems  an  Aroeri- 
caninm,  whether  invented  or  derived  from 
the  Dutch  Stadhuys,  1  know  not  Strike 
and  string :  from  the  game  of  ninepins  ; 
to  mak9  a  strike  is  to  knock  down  all  the 
\flm  with  one  ball,  hence  it  has  come  to 
mean  fortunate,  successful.  Sioampers: 
men  who  break  otit  roads  for  lumberers. 
Tormented:  euphemism  for  damned,  as, 
"  not  a  tormented  cent "  Virginia  fence, 
to  make  a :  to  walk  like  a  drunken  roan. 

It  is  always  worth  while  to  note  down 
the  erratic  words  or  phrases  which  one 
meets  with  in  any  dialect.  They  may 
throw  light  on  the  meaning  of  other  wonU, 
on  the  relationship  of  languages,  or  even  on 
history  itself.  In  so  composite  a  langusge 
as  ours  they  often  supply  a  different  form 
to  express  a  different  shade  of  meaning, 
as  in  viol  and  JIddle,  thrid  and  threaa, 
smother  and  smoulder,  where  the  I  has  crept 
in  by  a  false  analogy  with  would.  We 
have  given  back  to  England  the  excel- 
lent adjective  lengthy,  formed  honestly  like 
earthy,  drouthy,  and  others,  thus  enabling 
their  journalists  to  characterize  cur  Presi- 
dent's messages  by  a  word  civilly  compro- 
nisinc  between  long  and  tedious,  so  as  not 
to  endanger  the  peace  of  the  two  countries 
by  wounding  our  national  sensitiveness  to 
British  criticism.  Let  me  give  two  curious 
examples  of  the  antiseptic  property  of 
dialects  at  which  I  have  already  j^lanced 
Dante  has  ditidi  as  a  childish  or  low  won  I 
for  danari  (money),  and  in  Shropshire 
9mall  Roman  coins  are  still  dug  up  which 
the  pe-asants  call  dinders.  This  can  hanl- 
ly  be  a  chance  coincidence,  but  seems 
rather  to  carry  the  word  oack  to  the 
Roman  soldiery.  So  our  farmers  say 
chuk,  ehiik,  to  their  pigs,  aud  cmcco  U 
one  of  the  Italian  words  for  hog.  When 
ft  countryman  tells  us  that  he  "  fell  aU  qf 
a  heapy  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  he 
unconsciously  points  to  an  amnity  be- 
tween our  word  tumble,  and  the  Latin 
tumvhis,  that  is  older  than  most  others. 
I  believe  that  words,  or  even  the  i 
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intonation  of  them,  have  an  astonishing 
vitality  and  power  of  propagation  by  the 
root,  like  the  gardenerVi  pest,  qnitch- 
grass,*  while  the  application  or  combina- 
tion of  them  may  be  new.  It  is  in  these 
last  that  my  countrymen  seem  to  me  full 
of  humor,  invention,  qnickness  of  wit,  and 
tliat  sense  of  subtle  analogy  which  needs 
onl^  refining  to  become  fancy  and  imagi- 
nation. Prosaic  as  American  life  seems 
in  many  of  its  aspects  to  a  European,  blenk 
and  bare  as  it  is  on  the  side  of  tradition, 
and  utterly  orphaned  of  the  solemn  inspira- 
tion of  antiquity,  I  cannot  help  thinlcing 
that  the  ordinary  talk  of  unlettered  men 
among  us  is  fuller  of  metaphor  and  of 
phrases  that  suggest  lively  images  than 
that  of  any  other  people  I  have  seen. 
Very  manv  such  will  be  found  in  Mr. 
Bartlett's  Book,  though  his  short  list  of 
proverbs  at  the  end  seem  to  me,  with  one 
or  two  exceptions,  as  un-American  as  pos- 
sible. Most  of  them  have  no  character  at 
all  but  coarseness,  and  are  quite  too  lonff- 
skirted  for  working  proverbs,  in  which 
language  always  "  takes  off  its  coat  to  it," 
as  a  Yankee  would  say.  There  are  plenty 
that  have  a  more  native  and  puckery 
flavor,  seedlings  from  the  old  stock  oftei>, 
and  yet  new  varieties.  One  hears  such 
not  seldom  among  us  Easterners,  and  the 
West  would  yieW  many  more.  "Mean 
enough  to  steal  acorns  from  a  blind  hog  " : 
"Cold  as  the  north  side  of  a  Jenooarv 
gravestone  by  starlteht" ;  "  Hungry  as  a 
graven  image " ;  "  PopTar  as  a  hen  with 
one  chicken^* ;  "  A  hen  s  time  ain*t  much  " ; 
"  Quicker  'n  greased  lightnln' "  ;  "  Ther  's 
sech  a  thing  ez  bein'  tur*  (our  Yankee  par- 
aphrase of  fiiiihf  iyw) ;  hence  the  phrase 
tooin*  round,  meaning  a  supererogatory- 
activity  like  that  of  flies  ;  "  Stingy  enough 
to  ftkim  his  milk  at  both  sends" ;  '*Hot  as 
the  Devil's  kitchen  " ;  "Handy  as  a  pocket 
iu  a  shirt " ;  "  He  's  a  whole  team  and  the 
dog  under  the  wagon  "  ;  "  All  deacons  are 
goofl,  but  there's  odds  in  deacons"  (to  dea- 
cfm.  berries  is  to  put  the  largest  atop) ;  "  So 
thievish  they  hev  to  take  in  their  stone 
walls  nights"  ;t  may  serve  as  specimens. 
''  I  take  my  tea  harfoot;*  said  a  back- 
woodsman when  asked  if  he  would  have 
cream  and  sugar.  (I  find  barfoot^  by  the 
way,  in  the  Coventry  Plays.)  A  man 
speaking  to  me  onc«  of  a  very  rocky 
clearing  said,  "Stone 's  got  a  pretty  heavy 
mortgage  on  that  land,*^^  and  I  overheard 

•  Which,  whether  In  that  form,  or  under  Its 
aliases  iPi/eA-grass  and  eoocWrass,  polutsi  us 
back  to  its  orurinAl  Saxon  (piick. 

t  And,  by  the  way,  the  Yankee  never  wy% 
"  o'  nights,'^  but  uses  the  older  adverbial  form, 
analogous  to  the  German  na/6hu. 


a  guide  in  the  woods  say  to  his  compan- 
ions  who  were  ui^ging  him  to  sing,  "  Wal, 
I  did  sing  once,  but  toons  gut  invented,  an' 
thet  spilt  my  trade.."  Whoever  has  driven 
over  a  stream  by  a  bridge  made  of  slaJba 
will  feel  the  picturesque  force  of  the  epi- 
thet slab-bridged  applied  to  a  fellow  of 
sh.iky  character.  Almost  every  county 
has  some  good  die-sinker  in  phrase,  whose 
mintage  passes  into  the  currency  of  the 
whole  neighborhood.  Such  a  one  described 
the  county  jail  (the  one  stone  building 
where  all  the  dwellings  are  of  wood)  as 
"  the  house  whose  underoinnin'  come  up 
to  the  eaves,"  and  called  hell  "  the  place 
where  they  didn't  rake  up  their  fires 
nights."  1  once  asked  a  stage-driver  if 
the  other  side  of  a  hill  were  as  steep  as 
the  one  we  were  climbing  :  "  Steep  ?  cliain 
lightnin'  conld  n*  go  down  it  'thout  puttin' 
tlieshoeon!"  And  this  brines  me  back 
to  the  exaggeration  of  which  1  spoke  be- 
fore. To  uie  there  is  something  very  tak- 
ing in  the  nMppo  "  so  black  that  charcoal 
made  a  chalk-mark  on  him."  and  the 
woo<len  shingle  "painted  so  like  marble 
that  it  sank  in  water,"  as  if  its  very  con- 
sciousness or  its  vanity  had  been  over- 
rirsuaded  by  the  cunning  of  the  painter, 
beard  a  man,  in  order  to  give  a  notion 
of  some  very  cold  weather,  say  to  another 
that  a  certain  Joe.  who  nad  been  taking 
mercury,  found  a  lump  of  quicksilver  in 
each  boot,  when  he  went  home  to  dinner. 
This  power  of  rapidly  dramatizing  a  dry 
fact  into  flesh  and  blood  and  the  vivid 
conception  of  Joe  bA  a  human  thermom- 
eter  strike  me  as  showing  a  poetic  sense 
that  may  be  refined  into  faculty.  At 
any  rate  there  is  humor  here,  and  not 
mere  quickness  of  wit.  —  the  deeper  and 
not  the  shallower  quality.  The  tendency 
of  humor  is  always  towards  overplus  of 
expression,  while  the  very  essence  of  wit 
is  its  logical  precision.  Captain  Basil 
Hall  denied  that  our  people  had  any 
humor,  deceived,  perhaps,  by  their  gravity 
of  manner.  But  this  very  seriousness  is 
often  the  outward  sini  of  that  humorous 
ouality  of  the  mind  which  delights  in 
finding  an  element  of  identity  in  things 
seemingly  the  most  incongruous,  and  then 
again  in  forcing  an  incongruity  upon  things 
identical.  Pertiaps  Captain  Hall  had  no 
humor  himself,  and  if  so  he  would  never 
find  it  Did  he  always  feel  the  point  of 
what  was  said  to  himself?  I  doubt  it, 
because  I  happen  to  know  a  chance  he 
once  had  given  bim  in  vain.  The  Captain 
was  walking  up  and  down  the  veranda  of 
a  country  tayem  in  Massachusetts  while 
the  coach  changed  horses.  A  thunder- 
storm was  going  on,  ami,  with  that  pleas- 
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ant  European  air  of  indirect  sdf-eompli- 
nient  in  coudescendinK  to  be  surprised  by 
American  merit,  which  we  iind  so  concili- 
ating, he  said  to  a  countryman  lounging 
against  the  door,  "Pretty  hea\7  thunder 
yon  have  here."  The  other,  who  bad  di- 
vined at  a  glance  his  feeling  of  generous 
concession  to  a  new  country,  drawled 
gravely,  "Waal,  we  du^  considerin'  the 
number  of  inhabitants.'*  This,  the  more 
I  analyze  it,  the  more  humorous  does  it 
seem.  The  same  man  was  capable  of  wit 
also,  when  he  would.  He  was  a  cabiDet- 
maker,  and  was  once  employed  to  make 
some  commandment-tables  for  the  parish 
meeting-house.  The  parson,  a  very  old 
man,  annoyed  him  by  looking  into  his 
woricsbop  every  morning,  and  cautioning 
him  to  oe  very  sure  to  pick  out  "  clear 
maliogany  without  any  Jaiots  in  it."  At 
last,  wearied  out,  he  retorted  one  day : 
"  Wal,  Dr.  B.,  I  guess  ef  I  was  to  leave 
the  nots  out  o'  some  o*  the  c*man*raents, 
't  'oidd  soot  you  full  ez  wal  1 "  V 

If  I  had  taken  the  pains  to  write  down 
the  proverbial  or  pithy  phrases  I  have 
heard,  or  if  I  had  sooner  thought  of  noting 
the  Yankeeisms  I  met  with  in  my  reading, 
I  might  have  been  able  to  do  more  justice 
to  my  theme.  But  I  have  done  all  I 
wished  in  respect  to  pronunciation,  if  I 
have  proved  that  where  we  are  vulgar,  we 
have  the  conntenance  of  very  good  com- 
pany. For,  as  to  the  jus  et  norma  loquen- 
di,  I  agree  with  Horace  and  those  who 
have  paraphrased  or  commented  him,  from 
Boileau  to  Gray.  I  think  that  a  good  rule 
for  style  is  Gafiani's  definition  of  sublime 
oratory, —  "  I'art  de  tout  dire  sans  §tre 
mis  i*la  Bastille  dans  un  pays  oil  il  est 
dcfendu  de  rien  dire."  I  profess  myself 
A  fanatical  purist,  but  with  a  hearty  con- 
tempt for  the  speech-silders  who  affect 
pimsm  without  any  tnorough,  or  even 
pedagogic,  knowledge  of  the  engendnre, 
growth,  and  affinities  of  the  noble  lan- 
guage about  whose  inUcUliances  the^r  pro- 
fess (like  Dean  Alford)  to  be  so  solicitous. 
If  they  had  tiielr  way  — !  **  Doch  es  sey," 
savs  Lessing,  "  dass  iene  gothische  Hof- 
lichkeit  eine  unentbehrliche  Tugend  des 
heutigen  Umganges  ist  Sol)  sie  darum 
unsere  Schriften  eben  so  schaal  und  falsch 
machen  als unsem  Um^ang? "  And  Dray- 
ton was  not  far  wrong  m  affirming  that 

"T  is  possible  to  climb. 
To  kindle,  or  to  slake. 
Although  in  Skelton's  rtiyme." 

Cumberland  In  bis  Memoirs  tells  us  that 
when,  in  the  midst  of  Admiral  Rodney's 
ipreat  sea-fight,  Sir  Cliarles  Douglas  said 


■  to  him,  "  Behold,  Sir  George,  the  Greeks 
j  and  Trojans  contending  for  the  body  of 
Patroclus ! "  the  Admiral  answered,  pee- 
vishly, "  Damn  the  Greeks  and  damn  the 
Trojans  !  I  have  other  things  to  think  of." 
After  the  battle  was  won,  Rodney  thus 
to  Sir  Charles,  "  Now,  my  dear  fnend,  I 
am  at  the  service  of  your  Greeks  and 
Trojans,  and  the  whole  of  Homer's  Iliad, 
or  as  much  of  it  as  you  please  ! "  I  had 
some  such  feeling  of  the  impertinence  of 
•ur  pseudo-classicalitv  when  I  chose  our 
homely  dialect  to  work  in.  Should  we  be 
nothing,  because  somebody  had  contrived 
to  be  something  (and  that  perhaps  in  a 
provincial  dialect)  ages  ago  ?  and  to  be 
nothing  by  our  very  attempt  to  be  that 
something,  which  they  had  already  been, 
and  which  therefore  nobody  coiUd  be  again 
without  being  a  bore?  Is  there  no  way 
left,  then,  I  thought,  of  being  natural,  of 
being  natf,  whicn  means  nothing  more 
than  native,  of  belonging  to  the  age  and 
country  in  which  you  are  bom  ?  The 
Yankee,  at  least,  ia  a  new  phenomenon ; 
let  us  try  to  be  thcU.  It  is  perhaps  a  pig 
oiler,  but  is  not  iVo  Thanughjare  written 
up  everywhere  else?  In  the  literary 
.world,  thin^  seemed  to  me  very  much  as 
they  were  m  the  latter  half  of  the  last 
century.  Pope,  skimming  the  cream  of 
good  sense  and  ezpi'eesion  wherever  he 
could  find  it,  had  made,  not  exactly 
poetrv,  but  an  honest,  saliable  butter  of 
worlmy  wisdom  which  pleasantly  lubri- 
cated soipe  of  the  drier  morsels  of  life's 
daily  bread,  and,  seeing  this,  scores  of 
harmlessly  insane  people  went  on  for  the 
next  fifty  years  coaung  his  buttermilk 
with  the  regular  up  and  down  of  the  pen- 
tameter chum.  And  in  our  day  do  we 
not  scent  everywhere,  and  even  carry 
away  in  our  clothes  against  our  will,  that 
faint  perfume  of  musk  which  Mr.  Tenny- 
son has  left  behind  him,  or  worse,  of 
Heine's  iMi^«AouZt  f  And  might  it  not  be 
possible  to  escape  them  bv  turning  into 
one  of  our  narrow  New  Unsland  lanes, 
shut  in  though  it  were  by  bleak  stone 
walls  on  either  hand,  and  where  no  better 
flowers  were  to  be  gathered  than  golden- 
rod  and  hardhadk  t 

Beside  the  advantage  of  getting  out  of 
the  beaten  track,  our  dialect  offered  others 
hardly  inferior.  As  I  was  about  to  make 
an  endeavor  to  state  them,  I  remembered 
something  that  the  clear-sighted  Goethe 
had  saicT  about  HebePs  AUemannische 
OedicKU,  which,  making  proper  deduction 
for  special  reference  to  the  book  under 
review,  expresses  what  I  would  have  said 
far  better  than  I  could  hope  to  do :  *' Allen 
diesen  innem  guten  Eigenscbaften  kommt 
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die  behagliche  naive  Sprache  selir  m  stat- 
ten.  Man  tindet  mehrere  sinnlich  bedea- 
tende  und  wohlklingende  Worte  ....  yon 
einem,  zwei  Buchstaben,  Abbrevlationen, 
Contractionen,  viele  knrze,  leichte  Sylben, 
neue  Reinie,  welches,  mehr  ale  man  glaubt, 
ein  Vortheil  tUr  den  Dichter  ist  Diese 
Elemente  werden  durch  gllicklicke  Con- 
structionen  und  lebhafte  Formen  zu  einem 
Styl  zusammengedriingt  der  zu  diesem 
Zwecke  vor  imserer  Biicherspraehe  grosse 
Vorztige  bat'*  Of  course  I  do  not  mean 
to  imply  that  /  have  come  near  achieving 
any  such  success  as  the  great  critic  here  in- 
dicates, but  I  think  the  success  is  therey  and 
to  Ite  plucked  by  some  more  fortunate  hand. 
Nevertheless,  I  was  encouraged  by  the 
approval  of  many  whose  opinions  I  valued 
With  a  feeline  too  tender  and  grateful  to 
be  mixed  with  any  vanity^  I  mention  as 
one  of  these  the  late  A.  H.  Clough,  who 
more  than  any  one  of  those  I  have  known 
(no  longer  living),  except  Hawthorne,  im- 
pressed me  with  the  constant  presence 
of  that  indefinable  thing  we  call  genius. 
He  often  suggested  that  I  should  try  my 
hand  at  some  Yankee  Pastorals,  which 
would  admit  of  more  sentiment  and  a 
higher  tone  without  foregoing  the  advan- 
tage offered  by  the  dialect.  I  have  never 
completed  anything  of  the  kind,  but,  in 
this  Second  Series,  both  my  remembrance 
of  his  counsel  and  the  deeper  feeling 
called  up  by  tlie  great  interests  at  stake, 
led  me  to  venture  some  passages  nearer 
to  what  is  called  poetical  than  could  have 
been  admitted  without  incongruity  into 
the  former  series.  The  time  seemed  call' 
ing  to  me,  with  the  old  poet,  — 

*'  Leave,  then,  your  wonted  pzattle 
The  oaten  reed  fbrbear ; 
For  I  hear  a  sound  of  battle, 
And  trumpets  rend  the  air  t " 

The  only  attempt  I  had  ever  made  at 
anything  like  a  pastoral  (if  that  may  be 
called  an  attempt  which  was  the  result 
almost  of  pure  accident)  was  in  "The 
Courtin'."  While  the  introduction  to  the 
First  Series  was  going  through  the  press, 
I  received  word  from  the  printer  that 
there  was  a  blank  page  left  which  must  be 
filled.  I  sat  down  at  once  and  improvised 
another  fictitious  "notice  of  the  press,'* 
in  which,  because  verse  would  fill  up 
space  more  cheaply  than  proite,  I  inserted 
an  extract  from  a  supposed  ballad  of  Mr. 
Bi|^low.  I  kept  no  copy  of  it,  and  the 
printer,  as  directed,  cut  it  off  when  the 
gap  was  filled.  Presently  I  began  to  re- 
ceive letters  asking  for  the  rest  of  it 
sometimes  for  the  boUanee  of  it.    I  had 


none,  but  to  answer  such  demands,  I 
patched  a  conclusion  upon  it  in  a  later 
edition.  Those  who  had  only  the  first 
continued  to  importune  me.  Afterward, 
being  asked  to  write  it  out  as  an  auto- 
graph for  the  Baltimore  Sanitary  Ck>mmi8- 
siou  Fair,  I  added  other  verses,  into  some 
of  which  I  infused  a  little  more  sentiment 
in  a  homely  way,  and  after  a  fashion  com- 
pleted it  by  sketching  in  the  characters 
and  making  a  connected  ntory.  Most 
likely  I  have  spoiled  it,  but  I  shall  put  it 
at  the  end  of  this  Introduction,  to  answer 
once  for  all  those  kindly  importunings. 

As  I  have  seen  extracts  from  what  pur- 
ported to  be  writings  of  Mr.  Biglow, 
which  were  not  genuine,  I  may  properly 
take  this  6pportunity  to  say,  that  the  two 
volumes  now  published  contain  every  line 
I  ever  printed  under  that  pseudonyme, 
and  that  I  have  never,  so  far  as  I  can  re- 
member, written  an  anonymous  article 
f  where  than  in  the  North  American 
lew  and  the  Atlantic  Monthly y  during 
editorship  of  it)  except  a  review  of 
Mrs.  Stowe's  "Minister's  Wooing,"  and, 
some  twenty  years  ago,  a  sketch  of  tlie 
antislavery  movement  in  America  for  an 
English  joumaL 

A  word  more  on  pronunciation.  I  have 
endeavored  to  express  this  so  far  as  I 
could  by  the  types,  taking  such  pains  as, 
I  fear,  may  sometimes  make  the  reading 
huder  than  need  be.  At  the  same  time, 
by  studying  uniformity  I  have  sometimes 
been  obliged  to  sacrifice  minute  exact- 
ness. The  emphasis  often  modifies  the 
habitual  sound.  For  example,  for  is  com- 
monly fer  (a  shorter  sound  than  fur  for 
far),  but  when  emphatic  it  always  be- 
comes/or, as  "wut/or/"  80  too  la  pro- 
nounced like  to  (as  it  was  anciently  spelt), 
and  to  like  ta  (the  sound  as  in  the  tou  of 
touch),  but  too,  when  emphatic,  changes 
into  tlie,  and  to,  sometimes,  in  similar 
cases,  into  toe.  as,  "  I  did  n'  nardly  know 
wut  toe  du !  '*  Where  vowels  come  to- 
gether, or  one  precedes  another  following 
an  aspirate,  the  two  melt  together,  as  was 
common  with  the  older  poets  who  formed 
their  versification  on  French  or  Italian 
models.  Drayton  is  thoroughly  Yankee 
when  he  says  "  I  'xpecJL**  and  Pope  when 
he  says  "  t'  mspire. "  With  becon^s  some- 
times 'Uhj  *iUh,  or  *th,  or  even  disappears 
wholly  wnere  it  comes  before  the,  as,  "  I 
went  along  th'  Square*'  (along  with  the 
Sanire),  the  are  sound  being^  an  arehaism 
which  I  have  noticed  also  in  choir,  like 
•le  old   Scottish  quhair.*    (Herrick  has, 

*  Greene,  in  his  Qu^)  for  an  Upstart  Cmtrtier, 
says,  **  to  square  it  up  and  downe  the  streete* 
before  his  mistrcwe.'' 
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"  Of  flowers  ne'er  sucked  by  th'  theeviug 
bee. " )  Without  becomes  athoiU  an<l  ^Uwui, 
Afianoards  always  retaius  its  locative  .% 
and  is  pronounced  alwavs  (thterwureW, 
with  a  strong  accent  on  the  last  syllable. 
This  oddity  has  some  support  in  tlie 
erratic  towarcW  instead  of  to  xoardSf  which 
we  tiud  in  the  poets  and  sometimes  hear. 
The  sound  given  to  the  flrst  syllable  of 
ti/'wards,  I  may  remark,  sustains  the  Yan- 
kee lengthening  of  the  o  in  to.  At  the 
beginning  of  a  sentence,  ahtervnurds  has 
the  accent  on  the  first  syllable  ;  at  the 
end  of  one,  on  the  last :  as,  "  ah'terwwrd^ 
he  tol*  me,"  "he  tol  me  ahterwurda^,* 
The  Yankee  never  makes  a  mistake  in 
his  aspirates.  U  changes  in  many  words 
to  e,  alwavs  in  such,oru8h,  tush^  hush, 
rush,  UusAf  seldom  in  muchf  oftener  in 
trust  and  crustf  never  in  mush,  gust,  bust, 
tumble,  or  (?)  Jlush,  in  the  latter  case 
probably  to  avoid  confusion  with  ,^esh.  I 
have  heard  Jlush  with  the  9  sound,  how- 
ever. For  the  same  reason,  I  suspe^ 
never  in  giish  (at  least,  I  never  heard  S 
because  we  have  already  one  gesh  for  gam. 
A  and  t  short  frequently  become  e  short 
U  always  becomes  o  in  the  prefix  un  (ex- 
cept unto),  and  o  in  return  changes  to  u 
short  iu  uv  for  qf,  and  in  some  words  be- 
ginning with  om.  T  and  d,  b  and  p,  v  and 
w,  remaiu  intact  So  much  occurs  to  me 
ill  addition  to  what  I  said  on  this  bead  in 
the  preface  to  the  former  volume. 

Of  course  iu  what  I  have  said  I  wish  to 
be  understood  as  keeping  in  mind  the  dif- 
ference between  provincialisms  properlv 
so  called  and  slang.  Slang  is  always  vul- 
gar, because  it  is  not  a  natural  but  an 
affected  way  of  talking,  and  all  mere 
tricks  of  speech  or  writing  are  offensive. 
I  do  not  tnink  that  Mr.  Biglow  can  be 
fairly  charged  with  vulgaritv,  and  I  should 
have  entirely  failed  in  my  design,  if  I  had 
not  made  it  appear  that  high  /and  even 
refined  sentiment  may  coexist  Vith  the 
shrewder  and  more  comic  elements  of  the 
Yankee  character.  I  believe  that  what  is 
essentially  vulgar  and  mean-spirited  in 
politics  seldom  nas  its  source  in  the  body 
of  the  people,  but  much  rather  among 
those  who  are  made  timid  by  their  wealth 
or  selfish  by  their  love  of  power.  A 
democracv  can  afford  much  better  than 
an  aristoCTacy  to  follow  out  its  convic- 
tions, and  is  perhaps  better  qualifie<l  to 
build  those  convictions  on  plain  princi- 
ples of  riglit  and  wrong,  ratner  than  on 
the  shifting  sands  of  expediency.  I  hod 
alwavs  thought  "Sam  Slick"  a  libel  on 
the  Yankee  character,  and  a  complete 
falsification  of  Yankee  modes  of  speech, 
though,  for  aught  I  know,  it  may  be  ti-ue 


in  both  respects  so  far  as  the  British  prov- 

;  inces  ore  concerned.     To  lue  tlie  dialect 

>  was  native,  was  spoken  all  altout  me  when 

a  boy,  at  a  time  when  an  Irish  day-laborer 

was  as  rare  as  an  American   one  now. 

I  Since  then  I  have  made  a  study  of  it  so 

I  far  as  opportunity  allowed.    But  when  I 

I  write  in  it,  it  is  as  in  a  mother  tongue, 

'  and  I  am  carried  back  far  beyond  any 

'  studies  of  it  to  long-ago  noonings  in  my 

father's  hay-fields,  and  to  the  talk  of  Sam 

and  Job  over  their  jug  of  blackstrap  under 

the  shadow  of  the  ash-tree  which  still 

dapples  the  grass  whence  they  have  been 

gone  so  long. 

But  life  is  short,  and  prefaces  should  be.. 
And  so,  my  gooa  friends,  to  whom  this 
introductory  epistle  is  addressed,  farewell. 
Though  some  of  you  have  remonstrated 
with  me,  I  shall  never  write  any  more 
"Biglow  Papers,"  however  great  the 
temptation,  —  sreat  especially  at  the  pres- 
ent time,  —  unless  it  he  to  complete  the 
original  plan  of  this  Series  by  bringing  out 
Mr.  Sawin  as  an  "original  Union  man." 
The  very  favor  with  which  they  have  been 
received  is  a  hindrance  to  me,  by  forcing 
on  me  a  self-consciousness  from  which  I 
was  entirely  f^  when  I  wrote  the  First 
Series.  Moreover,  I  am  no  longer  the 
same  careless  youth,  with  nothing  to  do 
but  live  to  myself,  my  books,  and  my 
friends,  that  I  was  then.  I  alwavs  hated 
politics,  in  the  onlinary  sense  of  the  word, 
and  I  am  not  likely  to  grow  fonder  of 
them,  now  that  I  have  learned  how  rare  it 
is  to  find  a  man  who  can  keep  principle 
clear  from  party  and  personal  prejudice, 
or  can  conceive  the  possibUitv  of  another's 
doing  so.  I  feel  as  if  I  could  in  some  sort 
claim  to  be  an  emeritus,  and  I  am  sure 
that  political  satire  virill  have  fiUl  justice 
done  it  by  that  genuine  and  delishtful 
humorist,  the  Rev.  Petroleum  V.  Nasby. 
I  regret  that  I  killed  off  Mr.  Wilbur  so 
soon,  for  he  would  have  enabled  me  to 
bring  into  this  preface  a  number  of  learned 
quotations,  which  must  now  go  a-begging, 
and  also  enabled  me  to  dis|>er8onalize  mv- 
self  into  a  vicarious  egotism.  He  would 
have  helped  me  likewise  in  clearing  myself 
from  a  cliaige  which  I  shall  briefly  touch 
on,  because  mv  friend  Mr.  Hughes  has 
found  it  needful  to  defend  me  in  his  pref- 
ace to  one  of  the  English  editions  of  the 
"Biglow  Papers."  I  thank  Mr.  Hughes 
heartily  for  his  friendly  care  of  my  good 
name,  and  were  his  Preface  accessible  to 
my  readers  here  (as  I  am  glad  it  is  not, 
for  its  partiality  makes  me  blush),  I 
should  leave  the  matter  where  he  left  it 
The  charge  is  of  profanity,  brought  in  by 
persons  who  proclaimed  African  slavery 
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of  Divine  iustitution,  And  is  bnneil  (ho  far 
aic  I  have  heard)  on  two  passages  in  the 
First  Series  — 


I  I 


and, 


'  An'  yoa  Ve  gut  to  git  up  airly* 
£f  you  want  to  take  ui  Ood,* 


"  Ood  11  send  the  bUl  to  you," 

and  on  some  Scriptural  illnstrations  bj 
Mr.  Sawin. 

Now,  in  the  first  place,  I  was  writing 
under  an  assumed  character,  and  must  talk 
as  the  person  would  whose  mouthpiece  I 
made  myself.  Will  any  one  familiar  with 
the  New  England  conntr3rman  venture  to 
tell  me  that  ne  does  not  speak  of  sacred 
tilings  familiarl V  ?  that  Biblical  allusions 
(allusions,  that  is,  to  the  single  book  witli 
whose  lan^age,  from  his  church -going 
habits,  he  is  intimate)  are  not  frequent  on 
Ilk  lipsY  If  so,  he  cannot  have  pursue«l 
his  studies  of  the  character  on  so  many 
long-ago  muster-fields  and  at  so  mauv  cat- 
tle-shows as  I.  But  I  scorn  any  such  line 
of  defence,  and  will  confess  at  once  that 
one  of  the  things  I  am  proud  of  in  my 
countrymen  is  (I  am  not  speaking  now  o'f 
such  persons  as  I  have  assumed  Mr.  Sawin 
to  be)  that  they  do  not  put  their  Maker 
away  far  from  them,  or  interpret  the  fear  of 
God  into  being  afraid  of  Him.  The  Tal- 
mudists  had  conceived  a  deep  truth  when 
they  said,  that  ''all  things  were  in  tiie 
power  of  God,  save  the  fear  of  God  "  ;  and 
when  people  stand  in  great  dread  of  an 
invisible  power,  I  suspect  thev  mistake 

?uite  another  personage  for  the  Deity, 
micht  justify  myself  for  the  passages 
criticised  by  many  parallel  ones  from 
Scripture,  but  I  need  not  The  Reverend 
Homer  Wilbur's  note-books  tupjAy  me 
with  three  apposite  Quotations.  Tne  first 
is  from  a  Father  of  the  Roman  Church, 
the  second  from  a  Father  of  the  Anslican, 
and  the  third  fh)m  a  Father  of  Modem 
English  poetry.  The  Puritan  divines 
would  furnish  me  with  many  more  such. 
St.  Bernard  says.  Sapiens  nummularius  est 
Deua :  nummum  /ictum  nan  reeipiet ;  **A 
cunning  money-changer  is  God :  he  will 
take  in  no  base  ccnn."  Latimer  savs, 
"You  shall  perceive  that  God,  by  this 
example,  shaketh  us  by  the  noses  and 
taketn  us  by  the  ears."  Familiar  enough, 
both  of  them,  one  would  say!  But  I 
should  think  Mr.  Biglow  had  verily  stolen 
the  last  of  the  two  maligned  passages  from 
Dryden's  "  Don  Sebastian,"  where  I  find 

"And  beg  of  Heaven  to  charge  the  bill  on 

mel" 
And  there  I  leave  the  matter,  1)eing  will- 
ing to  believe  that  the  Saint,  the  Martyr, 


and  even  the  Poet,  were  as  carefdl  of 
God's  honor  as  my  critics  are  ever  likely 
to  be. 

J.  R.  L. 


THE  COUBTIN*. 

God  makes  sech  nights,  all  white  an' 
still 

Fur  *z  you  can  look  or  listen, 
Moonshine  an'  snow  on  field  an'  hill. 

All  silence  an'  all  glisten. 

Zekle  crep'  up  quite  unbeknown 
An'  peeked  in  thru'  the  winder, 

An'  thei-e  sot  Huldy  all  alone, 
'ith  no  one  nigh  to  hender. 

A  fireplace  filled  the  room's  one  side 
^jfith  half  a  cord  o'  wood  in— 
!^Be  warn't  no  stoves  (tell    comfort 
died) 
To  bake  ye  to  a  puddin'. 

the  wa'niit  logs  shot  sparkles  out 
Towaixis  the  pootiest,  bless  her, 

4n'  leetle  flames  danced  all  about 
The  chiny  on  the  dresser. 

Agin  the  chimbley  crook-necks  hung. 

An'  in  amongst  'em  rusted 
The    ole   queen's-arm    thet    gran'ther 
Young 

Fetched  back  from  Concord  busted. 

The  very  room,  coz  she  was  in. 
Seemed  warm  from  floor  to  ceilin'. 

An'  she  looked  full  ez  rosy  a^n 
£z  the  apples  she  was  peelm'. 

T  was  kin'  o'  kingdom-come  to  look 

On  sech  a  blessed  cretur, 
A  dogrose  blushin'  to  a  brook 

Ain't  modester  nor  sweeter. 

He  was  six  foot  o'  man,  A  i, 
Clear  grit  an'  human  natur' ; 

None  could  n't  quicker  pitch  a  ton 
Nor  dror  a  fuirer  straighter. 

He  'd  sparked  it  with  full  twenty  gals, 
Hed  squired  'em,  danced  'em,  dmr 
'em. 
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Fust  this  one,  an*  then  thet,  by  spells — 
All  is,  he  coold  n*t  love  *em. 

But  long  o'  her  his  veins  'onld  run 
All  cnnkly  like  curled  maple, 

Tlie  side  she  breshed  felt  full  o'  son 
Kz  a  south  slope  in  Ap'il. 

She  thought  no  y*ice  hed  sech  a  swing 

£z  hisn  in  the  choir  ; 
My !  when  he  made  Ole  Hunderd  ring, 

She  knowed  the  Lord  was  nigher. 

An'  she  'd  blush  scarlit,  right  in  prayer, 
When  her  new  meetin'-bunnet 

Felt  somehow  thru'  its  crown  a  pair 
0'  blue  eyes  sot  upun  it 

Thet  night,  I  tell  ye,  she  looked  aoTtuJ 
She  seemed  to  Ve  gut  a  new  soul,  ^^ 

For  she  felt  sartin-sure  he  'd  come,   ^^ 
Down  to  her  yery  shoe-sole. 

She  heered  a  foot,  an'  knowed  it  to, 

A-raspin'  on  the  scraper, — 
All  ways  to  once  her  feelins  flew 

Like  sparks  in  bumt-up  paper. 

He  kin*  o*  I'itered  on  the  mat, 

Some  doubtfie  o'  the  sekle. 
His  heart  kep  goin*  pitv-pat. 

But  hem  went  pity  Zekle. 

An'  yit  she  gin  her  cheer  a  jerk 
£z  though  she  wished  him  fiirder. 

An'  on  her  apples  kep'  to  work, 
Parin'  away  like  murder. 


**  You  want  to  see  my  Ftt,  I  s'poae  ?" 
*'  Wal  ....  no  ....  I  come  da 
signin'  "  — 
"To  see  my  Mat     She  's   sprinkUn 
clo'es 
Agin  to-morrer*8  i'nin'.** 

To  say  why  gals  acts  so  or  so. 
Or  don't,  ould  be  presumin' ; 

Mebby  to  mean  yes  an'  say  no 
Gomes  nateral  to  women. 

He  stood  a  spell  on  one  foot  fust. 
Then  stooa  a  spell  on  t'  other, 

An*  on  which  one  he  felt  the  wust 
He  could  n*t  ha'  told  ye  nuther. 

Says  he,  "  I  'd  better  call  agin  ** ; 

Says  she,  "  Think  likely.  Mister*; : 
Thet  last  word  pricked  him  like  a  mn, 

An*  ...  .  Wal,  he  up  an'  kistAer. 

When  Ma  bimeby  upon  'em  slips, 

Huldy  sot  pale  ez  ashes. 
All  kin'  o'  smily  roun'  the  lips 

An'  teary  roun'  the  lashes. 

For  she  was  jes*  the  quiet  kind 

Whose  natura  never  vary. 
Like  streams  that  keep  a  sunmier  miad 

Snowhid  in  Jenooary. 

The  blood  dost  roun*  her  heart  felt  glued 

Too  tight  for  all  ezpressin'. 
Tell  motber  see  how  metters  stood, 

An*  gin  'em  both  her  blessin*. 

Then  her  red  come  back  like  the  tide 

Down  to  the  Bay  o'  Fundy, 
An'  all  I  know  is  they  was  cried 

In  meetin'  come  nex'  Sunday. 


'  An'  —  wal,  he  up  and  kUt  her.''    Page  ->*. 
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BIRDOFREDUM  SAWIN,  ESQ.,  TO 
MR.   HOSEA  BIGLOW. 

LBITBB  FROM  THE  REVEBBND  HOMBR  WIL- 
BUR, M.  A.,  BNCLOSINO  THE  EPIffTLB 
AFORESAID. 

Jaalam,  15th  Not.,  1861. 
•  •  •  •  • 
It  is  not  from  any  idle  wish  to  obtrude 
my  humble  person  witii  undue  prominence 
upon  the  publick  view  that  I  resume  my 
pen  upon  the  present  occasion.  Juniores 
ad  lahores.  But  having  been  a  main  in- 
strument in  rescuing  the  talent  of  my  young 

oy  giving  it  such  warrant  with  the  world 
as  could  be  derived  from  a  name  already 
widely  known  by  several  printed  discourses 
(all  of  which  I  may  be  permitted  without 
immodesty  to  state  have  been  deemed 
worthy  of  preservation  in  the  Library  of 
'Harvard  College  by  my  esteemed  fnend 
Mr.  Sibley),  it  seemed  becoming  that  I 
should  not  only  testify  to  the  genuineness 
of  the  following  production,  but  call  atten- 
tion to  it,  the  more  as  Mr.  Biglow  had  so 
long  been  silent  as  to  be  in  danser  of  abso- 
lute oblivion.  I  insinuate  no  claim  to  any 
share  in  the  authorship  (vix  ea  nostra  voco) 
of  the  works  already  published  by  Mr. 
Biglow,  but  merely  take  to  myself  the 
cr^it  of  having  fulfilled  toward  them  the 
office  of  taster  (experto  crede),  who,  having 
first  tried,  could  afterward  bear  witness 
(credenzen  it  was  aptly  named  by  the  Ger- 
mans), an  office  always  arduous,  and  some- 
times even  dangerous,  as  in  the  case  of  those 
devoted  persons  who  venture  their  lives  in 
the  d^lutition  of  patent  medicines  {dolus 
latet  in  genercdibuSf  there  is  deceit  in  the 
most  of  them)  and  thereafter  are  wonder- 
fully preserved  lon^  enoiurh  to  append  their 
signatures  to  testimonials  in  the  diurnal 
and  hebdomadal  prints.  I  say  not  this  as 
covertly  glancing  at  the  authors  of  certain 


manuscripts  which  have  been  submitted  to 
my  literary  iudgment  (though  an  epick  in 
twenty-four  DooKs  on  the  "Taking  of  Jcr- 
Ao"  might,  save  for  the  prudent  fore- 
thought of  Mrs.  Wilbur  in  secreting  the 
same  just  as  I  had  arrived  beneath  the  walls 
and  was  beginning  a  catalogue  of  the  various 
horns  and  their  olowers,  too  ambitiously 
emji^us  in  longanimity  of  Homer's  list  of 
■^^migjil^  I  say,  have  rendered  frustrate 
luilPbpe  icould  entertain  vacare  Musis 
for  the  small  remainder  of  my  days),  but 
only  the  further  to  secure  m  vself  against 
any  imputation  of  unseemly  forthputting. 
I  will  oarely  subjoin,  in  this  connexion, 
that,  whereas  Job  was  left  to  desire,  in  the 
soreness  of  his  heart,  that  his  adversary 
had  written  a  book,  as  perchance  misan- 
thropically  wishing  to  indite  a  review  there- 
of, yet  was  not  Satan  allowed  so  far  to  tempt 
him  as  to  send  Bildad,  Eliphaz,  and  Zophar 
each  with  an  unprinted  work  in  his  wallet 
to  be  submitted  to  his  censure.  But  of  this 
enough.  Were  I  in  need  of  other  excuse, 
I  might  add  that  I  write  by  the  express  de- 
sire of  Mr.  'Biglow  himself,  whose  entire 
winter  leisure  is  occupied,  as  he  assures  me, 
in  answering  demands  ror  autographs,  a 
labor  exacting  enough  in  itself,  and  egre- 
giously  so  to  him,  who,  being  no  ready  pen- 
man, cannot  sign  so  much  astiis  name  with- 
out strange  contortions  of  the  face  (his  nose, 
even,  being  essential  to  complete  success) 
and  painfully  suppressed  Saint-V itus-dance 
of  every  muscle  in  his  body.  This,  with 
his  having  been  put  in  the  Commission  of 
the  Peace  by  our  excellent  Governor  {Oj  si 
sie  omaies  /)  immediately  on  his  accession 
to  office,  keeps  him  continually  employed. 
Haiud  inexpertus  loquor,  having  for  many 
years  written  myself  J.  P.,  and  being  not 
seldom  applied  to  for  specimens  of  my  chi- 
rography,  a  reauest  to  which  I  have  some- 
times over  weakly  assented,  believing  as  I 
do  that  nothing  written  of  set  purpose  can 
properly  be  called  an  autograph,  but  only 
those  unpremeditated  sallies  and  lively  run- 
nings which  betray  the  fireside  Man  instead 
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of  the  hunted  Notoriety  doabliDg  on  his 
pursuers.  But  it  is  time  that  1  should  be- 
think me  of  St  Austin's  prayer,  libera  me  a 
meipsOf  if  I  would  arrive  at  the  matter  in 
hand. 

Moreover,  I  had  yet  another  reason  for 
taking  up  the  pen  myself.  I  am  informed 
that  the  Atlantic  Monthly  is  mainly  in- 
debted for  its  success  to  the  contributions 
and  editorial  supervision  of  Dr.  Holmes, 
whose  excellent  ^*  Annals  of  America  *'  oc- 
cupy an  honored  place  upon  my  shelves, 
llie  journal  itself  1  have  never  seen  ;  but  if 
this  oeso,  it  might  seem  that  the  recommen- 
dation of  a  brother-clergyman  (though  par 
magia  quam  nmilis)  should  carry  a  greater 
weight.  I  suppose  that  you  have  a  ^ 
partmeut  for  historical  lucubrations,  a^ 
should  be  glad,  if  deemed  desirable,  to  for- 
ward for  publication  my  "Collections  for 
the  Antiquities  of  Jaalam/*  and  my  (now 
happily  complete)  pedigree  of  the  Wilbur 
family  from  its /onset  origo,  the  Wild^|r 
of  Ardennes.  Withdrawn  fron^  the  ^Hb 
duties  of  my  profession  by  the  settlMKt 
of  a  colleague-pastor,  the  Reverend  Jedu- 
thun  Hitchcock,  formerly  of  Brutus  Four- 
Comers,  I  might  find  time  for  further  con- 
tributions to  general  literature  on  similar 
topicks.  I  have  made  lai^e  advances  to- 
wards a  completer  genealogy  of  Mrs.  Wil- 
bur's family,  the  Pilcoxes,  not,  if  I  know  my- 
self, from  any  idle  vanity,  but  with  the  sole 
desire  of  rendering  myself  useful  in  my  day 
and  generation.  NuUa  dies  sine  lineA.  I 
inclose  a  meteorological  register,  a  list  of 
the  births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  and  a 
few  menuyrabilia  of  longevity  m  Jaalam 
East  Parish  for  the  last  half-century. 
Though  spared  to  the  unusual  period  of 
more  than  eighty  vears,  I  find  no  diminu- 
tion of  my  faculties  or  abatement  of  my 
natural  vigor,  except  a  scarcely  sensible 
decay  of  memory  and  a  necessity  of  recur- 
ring to  younger  eyesight  or  spectacles  for 
the  finer  print  in  CJruden.  It  would  gratify 
me  to  make  some  further  provision  for  de- 
clining years  from  the  emoluments  of  my 
literary  labors.  I  had  intended  to  effect 
an  insurance  on  my  life,  but  was  deterred 
therefrom  by  a  circular  from  one  of  the  of- 
fices, in  which  the  sudden  death  of  so  large 
a  proportion  of  the  insured  was  set  forth 
as  an  inducement,  that  it  seemed  to  me 
little  less  than  a  tempting  of  Providence. 
Ifeque  in  summd  innpid  levis  esse  senectus 
potest,  ne  sapienti  quidem. 

Thus  far  conceminff  Mr.  Biglow ;  and  so 
much  seemed  needful  {brevis  esse  laboro) 
by  way  of  preliminary,  after  a  silence  of 
fourteen  years.  He  greatly  fears  lest  he 
mar  in  this  essay  have  fallen  below  him- 
self, well  knowing  that,  if  exercise  be  dan- 


gerous on  a  full  stomach,  no  less  so  is 
writing  on  a  full  reputation.  Beset  as  he 
has  been  on  all  sides,  he  could  not  refrain, 
and  would  only  imprecate  patience  till  he 
shall  again  have  "got  the  hang"  (as  he 
calls  it)  of  an  accomplishment  lonj;  disused. 
The  letter  of  Mr.  Sawin  was  received  some 
time  in  last  June,  and  others  have  followed 
which  will  in  due  season  be  submitted  to 
the  imbliok.  How  lamly  his  statements 
are  to  be  depended  on,  I  more  than  merely 
dubitate.  He  was  always  distinguished  for 
a  tendency  to  exaggeration,  —  it  might  al- 
most  be  qualified  by  a  stronger  term.  For- 
titer  mentire,  aliquid  keeret,  seemed  to  be 
lus  favourite  rule  of  rhetorick.  That  he 
is  actually  where  he  says  he  is  the  post- 
mark woidd  seem  to  confirm  ;  that  he  was 
received  with  the  publick  demonstrations 
he  describee  would  appear  consonant  with 
what  we  know  of  the  habits  of  those  re- 
gions ;  but  further  than  this  I  venture  not 
to  decide.  I  have  sometimes  susfiected  a 
vein  of  humor  in  him  which  leads  him  to 
speak  by  contraries ;  but  since,  in  the  un- 
restrained intercourse  of  private  life,  I  have 
never  observed  in  him  any  striking  powers 
of  invention,  I  am  the  more  wUIing  to  put 
a  certain  qualifled  faith  in  the  incidents  and 
the  details  of  life  and  manners  which  give 
to  his  narratives  some  portion  of  the  inter- 
est and  entertainment  which  characterizes 
a  Ontury  Sermon. 

It  may  be  expected  of  me  that  I  should 
say  something  to  justify  myself  with  the 
world  for  a  seeming  inconsistency  with  my 
well-known  principles  in  allowing  my 
youngest  son  to  raise  a  company  for  the- 
war,  a  fact  known  to  all  through  the  me< 
dium  of  the  publick  prints.  I  did  reason 
with  the  young  man,  out  expeUas  naturatn 
/urcdf  tamen  usque  reeurrit.  Havine  my- 
self been  a  chaplain  in  1812,  I  could  the 
less  wonder  that  a  man  of  war  had  sprung 
from  my  loins.  It  was,  indeed,  grievous 
to  send  my  Benjamin,  the  child  of  my  old 
age ;  but  alter  the  discomfiture  of  Manas- 
sas, I  with  my  own  hands  did  buckle  on 
his  armour,  trusting  in  the  great  Com- 
forter and  Commander  for  strength  accord- 
ing  to  my  need.  For  truly  the  memory 
of  a  brave  son  dead  in  his  shroud  were 
a  Greater  staff  of  my  declining  years  than 
a  livine  coward  (if  those  may  be  said  to 
have  lived  who  carry  all  of  themselves 
into  the  grave  with  them),  though  his 
days  might  be  long  in  the  land,  and  he 
should  get  much  goods.  It  is  not  till  our 
earthen  vessels  are  broken  that  we  find 
and  truly  possess  the  treasure  that  was 
laid  up  in  them.  Migravi  in  animam 
meam,  I  have  sought  refuse  in  my  own 
soul;    nor  would    I  be   shamed  by  the 
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heathen  comedian  with  hie  Nequam  Ulud 
verbum,  bene  vuU,  nisi  bene/aeU.  During 
our  dark  days,  I  read  constantly  in  the  in- 
spired book  of  Job,  which  1  believe  to  con- 
tahi  more  food  to  maintain  the  fibre  of  the 
soul  for  right  living  and  high  thinking 
than  all  pagan  literature  together,  though 
I  would  Dv  no  means  vilipend  the  study  of 
the  classicKS.  There  I  read  that  Job  said 
in  his  despair,  even  as  the  fool  saith  in  his 
heart  there  is  no  God.  — The  tabernacles 
of  robbers  prosper,  and  they  that  provoke 
God  are  secure."  {Job  xii.  6.)  But  1 
sought  farther  till  I  found  this  Scripture 
also,  ^hich  I  would  have  those  perpend 
who  have  striven  to  turn  our  Israel  aside 
to  the  worship  of  strange  gods  :  — "  if  I 
did  despise  the  cause  of  my  man-servant 
or  of  my  maid-servant  when  they  contended 
with  me,  what  then  shall  I  do  when  God 
riseth  up?  and  when  he  visiteth,  what 
shall  I  answer  him?"  {Job  xzxi.  13,  14.) 
On  this  text  I  preached  a  discourse  on  the 
last  dav  of  Fasting  and  Humiliation  with 
general  acceptance,  though  there  were  not 
wanting  one  or  two  Laodiceans  who  said 
that  I  should  have  waited  till  the  President 
announced  his  policy.  But  let  us  hope 
and  pray,  remembering  this  of  Saint  Greg- 
ory, VtUt  Deus  rogari,  vult  eogi^  vuU  qudr 
dam  importunUate  vinci. 

We  had  our  first  fall  of  snow  on  Friday 
last.  Frosts  have  been  unusually  back- 
ward this  fall.  A  singular  circumstance 
occurred  in  this  town  on  the  20th  October, 
in  the  family  of  Deacon  Pelatiah  Tinkham. 
On  the  previous  evening,  a  few  moments 
before  family  prayers, 


[The  editors  of  the  AUantie  find  it  ne- 
cessarv  here  to  cut  short  the  letter  of  their 
valued  correspondent,  which  seemed  cal- 
culated rather  on  the  rates  of  longevity  in 
Jaalam  than  for  less  favored  localities. 
They  have  every  encouragement  to  hope 
that  he  will  write  asain.] 
With  esteem  ana  respect. 
Your  obedient  servant, 

HoMBR  Wilbur,  A.  M. 

It's  some  consid'ble  of  a  spell  sence  I 

hain't  writ  no  letters. 
An'  ther'  's  gret  changes  hez  took  place 

in  all  poUt*cle  metters ; 
Some  canderdates  air  dead  an'  gone,  an' 

some  hes  ben  defeated. 
Which  'mounts  to  pooty  much  the  same  ; 

fer  it  *H  ben  proved  repeated 
A  betch  o*  bread  thet  hain't  riz  once 

ain't  goin'  to  rise  agin, 


An*  it's  Jest  money  throwed  away  to 

put  the  emptins  in  : 
But  thet 's  wttt  folks  wun't  never  lam  ; 

they  dunno  how  to  go. 
Alter  vou  want  their  room,  no  more  'n 

a  bullet-headed  beau ; 
Ther'  's  oilers  cha[)s  a-hangin'  roun'  that 

can't  see  peatime  's  past, 
Mifl'ble  as    roosters    in  a  rain,  beads 

down  an'  tails  half-mast : 
It  ain't  disgraceful  bein'  beat,  when  a 

holl  nation  docs  it, 
But  Chance  is  like  an  amberill, — it 

don't  take  twice  to  lose  it. 

flpose  you're  kin'  o'  cur'ous,  now,  to 

know  why  1  hain't  writ. 
Wal,  1  've    ben  where  a    litt'ry  taste 

don't  somehow  seem  to  git 
Tjy^ncouragemeut  a  feller  d  think, 
^^Bet'4pised  to  public  schools, 
AvRiere  tsech  things  ez  paper  'n'  ink 

air  clean  agin  the  rules  : 
A  kind  o'  vicyvarsy  bouse,  built  dreffle 

strong  an'  stout. 
So  's  't  honest  people  can't  get  in,  ner 

t'  other  sort  pt  out. 
An'    with  the  winders    so    contrived, 

you  'd  prob'ly  like  the  view 
Better  alookin'  in  than  out,  though  it 

seems  sing'lar,  tu  ; 
But  then  the  landlord  sets  by  ye,  can't 

bear  ye  out  o*  sight. 
And  locks  ye  up  ez  r^'Ur  ez  an  outside 

door  at  night 

This  world  is  awfle  contrary :  the  rope 

may  stretch  your  neck 
Thet  mebbv  kep'  another  chap  frum 

washin   off  a  wreck  ; 
An'  you  may  see  the  taters  grow  in  one 

poor  feller's  patch. 
So  small  no  self-respectin'  hen  thet  val- 

lied  time  'ould  scratch, 
So  small  the  rot  can't  find  'em  out,  an' 

then  agin,  nex'  door, 
Ez  big  ez  wut  hogs  dream  on  when 

they're  'most  too  fat  to  snore. 
But  groutin'  ain't  no  kin'  o'  use  ;  an'  ef 

the  fust  throw  fails. 
Why,  up  an'  try  arin,  thet 's  all,  — the 

coppers  ain't  all  tails  ; 
Thouffh  1  hev  seen  'em  when  I  thought 

they  bed  n't  no  more  Iiead 
Than  'd  sarve  a  nussin'  Brigadier  thet 

gits  some  ink  to  shed. 
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be  at  onffii- 


Wlien  I  writ  last,  I  'd  ben  turned  loose 

by  thet  blamed  nigger,  Pomp, 
Ferlomer  than  a  musquash,  ef  you'd 

took  an'  dreened  his  swamp : 
But  1  ain't  o'  the  mecc'ain'  kind,  thet 

sets  an'  thinks  fer  weeks 
The  bottom's  out  o'  th'  uniyaise  coz 

their  own  gillpot  leaks. 
I  hed  to  cross  bayous  an'  eriks,  (wal,  it 

did  beat  all  natur',) 
Upon  a  kin'  o'  corderoy,  fust  log,  then 

alligator ; 
Luck'ly,  the  critters  wam't  sharp-sot; 

I  guess  't  wuz  overruled 
They'd  done  their  momin's  marketin' 

an'  gut  their  hunger  cooled;     (^ 
Fer  missionaries  to  the  Creeks  an'  ruP 

aways  are  viewed  * 

By  them  an'  folks  ez  sent  express  to  be 

their  reg'lar  food ; 
Wutever  't  wuz,  they  laid 

ez  peacefully  ez  sinnersj 
Meek  ez  disgestin'  deacons  be 

tion  dinners ; 
£f  any  on  'em  turned  an'  snapped,  I 

let  *em  kin*  o'  taste 
My  live-oak  leg,  an*  so,  ye  see,  ther' 

wam't  no  gret  o*  waste  ; 
Fer  they  found  out  in  quicker  time  than 

ef  they  'd  ben  to  college 
'T  warn' t  heartier  food  than  though 't  wuz 

made  out  o'  the  tree  o'  knowledge. 
But  /  tell  you  my  other  leg  hed  lamed 

wut  pizon-nettle  meant. 
An'  var'ous  other  usefle  things,  afore  I 

reached  a  settlement, 
An'    all  o'  me    thet  wuz  n't  sore  an* 

sendin'  prickles  thru  me 
Wuz  jest  the  leg  I  parted  with  in  lickin' 

Montezumy : 
A  useful  limb  it 's  ben  to  me,  an'  more 

of  a  support 
Than  wut  tne  other  hez  ben,  —  coz  I 

dror  my  pension  for  't. 

Wal,  I  gut  in  at  last  where  folks  wuz 

civerlized  an'  white, 
£z  I  diskivered  to  my  cost  afore 't  wam't 

hardly  night ; 
Far  'z  1  wuz  settiu'  in  the  bar  a-takin' 

sunthin'  hot, 
An'  feelin'  like  a  man  agin,  all  over  in 

one  spot, 
A  feller  thet  sot  oppersite,  arter  a  squint 

at  me, 
Lep  up  an'  dmwed  his  peacemaker,  an', 

**  Dash  it.  Sir/'  suz  he. 


"I  'm  donbledashed  ef  you  ain't  him 

thet  stole  my  yaller  chettle, 
(You  're  all  the  str&nger  thet 's  around,) 

so  now  you  've  gut  to  settle ; 
It  ain't  no  use  to  argerfy  ner  try  to  cut 

up  frisky, 
I  know  ye  ez  I  know  the  smell  of  ole 

chain-lig[htnin'  whiskey ; 
We  're  lor-abidin'  folks  down  here,  we  '11 

fix  ye  so  's  't  a  bar 
Would  n'  tech  ye  with  a  ten-foot  pole ; 

(Jedge,  you  jest  warm  the  tar ;) 
You  '11  think  you  'd  better  ha'  gut  among 

a  tribe  o'  Mongrel  Tartars,        < 
'fore  we  've  done  snowin'  how  we  raise 

our  Southun  prize  tar-martyrs ; 
A  moultin'  fallen  chembim,  ef  he  should 

see  ve,  'd  snicker, 
Thinkin    he   warn't   a   suckemstance. 

Come,  ffenlemun,  le'  's  liquor ; 
An',  Giu'nu,  when  you  've  mixed  the 

drinks   an'  chalked  'em  up,   tote 

roun' 
An'  see  ef  ther*  's  a  feather-bed  (thet 's 

borryable)  in  town 
We  '11  try  ye  fair,  ole  Grafted-Leg,  an' 

ef  the  tar  wun't  stick, 
Th'  ain't  not  a  juror  here  but  wut  '11 

'quit  ye  double-quick." 
To  cut  it  short,  I  wim't  say  sweet,  they 

gi'  me  a  good  dip, 
(They  ain't  perfe8sin*  Bahptists  here,) 

then  give  the  bed  a  rip,  — 
The  jury  d  sot,  an'  quicker  'n  a  flash 

thev  hetched  me  out,  a  livin' 
Extemp  ry  mammoth  turkey-chick  fer  a 

Fejee  Thanksgivin'. 
Thet  I  felt  some  stuck  up  is  wut  it 's 

nat'ral  to  suppose. 
When  iK>ppylar   enthusiasm    hed  fun- 

msned  me  sech  clo'es ; 
(Ner't  ain't  without  edvantiges,   this 

kin'  o'  suit,  ye  see. 
It 's  water-proof,  an*  water 's  wut  I  like 

kep'  out  o'  me  ;) 
But  nut  content  with  thet,  they  took  a 

kerridge  from  the  fence 
An'  rid  me  roun'  to  see  the  place,  en- 
tirely free  'f  expense,    ' 
With  forty-'leven    new  klnes  o'  saree 

without  no  chaige  acquainted  me, 
Gi'  me  three  cheers,  an'  vowed  thet  I 

wuz  all  their  fahncy  painted  me  ; 
They  ti-eated  me  to  all  their  eggs ;  (they 

keep  'em  I  should  think, 
Fer  sech  ovations,  pooty  long,  for  they 

wuz  uios'  distinc' ;) 
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They  starred  me  thick  'z  the  Milky-Way 

with  indtBcrim'nit  cherity, 
Fer  wut  we  call  reception  eggs  air  sun- 
thin*  of  a  rerity ; 
Green  ones  is  plentifle  anongh,  skaroe 

wuth  a  nigger's  getherin\ 
But  your  dead-ripe  ones  ran^  high  fer 

treatin'  Nothun  brethenn ; 
A  spotteder,  ringstreakeder  child  the* 

wam't  in  Uncle  Sam's 
Holl  ferm,  — a  cross  of  striped  pig  an' 

one  o'  Jacob's  lambs ; 
T  wuz  Dannil  in  the  lions'  den,  new  an' 

enlai^d  edition, 
An'  evetythin*  fust-rate  o'  *ts  kind ;  the' 

wam't  no  impersition. 
People 's  impnlsiver  down  here  than  wut 

our  folks  to  home  be. 
An'  kin*  o'  go  it  'ith  a  resh  in  raisin' 

Hail  Columby : 
Thet  's  M :  an'  they  swanned  out  lice 

bees,  for  your  nal  Southun  men's  t 
Time  is  n't  o  much  more  account  than 

an  ole  settin'  hen's ; 
(They  jest  work  semiocoashnally,  or  else 

don't  work  at  all, 
An'  so  their  time  an'  'tention  both  air  at 

vSaci'ty's  call) 
Talk  about  hospatality!    wut  Nothun 

town  d'  ye  know 
Would  take  a  totle  stranger  up  an'  treat 

him  gratis  so? 
You  *d  better  b'liere  ther^  's  nothin'  like 

this  spendin'  dajrs  an*  nights 
Alone  'ith  a  dependent  race  fer  civerliz- 

m*  whites. 

l^nt  this  WU2  all  prelim'nary;  it  's  so 

Gran'  Jurors  here 
Fin'  a  true  bill,  a  hendier  way  than 

oum,  an'  nut  so  dear; 
So  arter  this  they  sentenced  me,  to  make 

all  tight  'n'  snug, 
Afore  a  reg'lar  court  o'  law,  to  ten  years 

in  the  Jng. 
I  did  n't  make  no  pet  defence :   you 

don't  feel  much  like  speakin'. 
When,  ef  you  let  your  clamshells  gape, 

a  quart  o'  tar  wiU  leak  in  : 
I  kev  heam  tell  o'  winged  words,  but 

pint  o'  fact  it  tethers 
The  spoutin'  gift  to  her  your  words  tu 

thick  sot  on  with  feathers, 
An'  Choate  ner  Webster  would  n't  ha' 

made  an  A  1  kin'  o*  speech 
Astride  a  Southun  chestnut  horse  sharp- 
er 'n  a  baby's  screeclL 


Two  year  aso  they  ketched  the  thief,  'n' 

seein'  Iwuz  innercent, 
They  jest  uncorked  an'  le'  me  run,  an' 

in  my  stid  the  sinner  sent 
To  see  how  he  liked  pork  *n'  pone  flay- 

ored  with  wa'nut  saplin', 
An'  nary  social  priy'ledge  but  a  one-hoas, 

stam-wheel  chaplin. 
When  I  come  out,  the  folks  behayed 

mos'  gen'manly  an*  hamsome ; 
They  'lowed  it  wouldn't  be  more  n 

right,   ef   I  should  cuss  *n'  dam 

some: 
The  Cunnle    he  apolergized;    snz    he, 

•«  1  '11  du  wut 's  right, 
^H  give  ye  settisfection  now  by  shootin' 

yeatr  '  " 


An*  giye  tixe  nigger  (when  he  's  caught), 

to  pay  him  fer  his  trickin' 
In^oltin'  the  wrong  man  took  up,  a 
^SbostJL  fired  lickin',— 
iMHst  W  way  with  all  on  'em,  the 

^Tnconsistent  critters, 
They  're  'most  enough  to  make  a  man 

blaspheme  his  momin*  bitters ; 
I  '11  be  ^our  frien*  thm  thick  an'  thin 

an'  in  all  kines  o'  weathers. 
An'  all  you  '11  hey  to  pay  fer 's  jest  the 

waste  o'  tar  an'  feathers : 
A  lady  owned  the  bed,  ye  see,  a  widder, 

tu,  Miss  Shennon ; 
It  wuz  her  mite ;  we  would  ha'  took 

another,  ef  ther  'd  ben  one : 
We  don't  make  no  charge  for  the  ride 

an'  all  the  other  Axins. 
Le'  's  liquor ;  Gin'ral,  yon  can  chalk  our 

friend  for  all  the  mixins." 
A  meetin'  then  wuz  called,  where  they 

"  RESOLyED,  Thet  we  respec' 
R  S.  Esquire  for  quallerties  o  heart  an' 

intellec' 
Peculiar  to  Columby's  sile^  an'  not  to  no 

one  else's, 
Thet  makes  Eur6pean  tyrans  scringe  in 

all  their  gilded  pel'ces, 
An'  doos  gret  honor  to  our  race  an' 

Southun  institootions  " : 
(I  giye  ye  jest  the  substance  o'  the  lead- 
in'  resolootions :) 
"RBSOLyED,  Thet  we  reyere  in  him  a 

soger  'thout  a  flor, 
A  martyr  to  the  prinoerples  o'  libbaty 

an'  lor : 
RESOLyED,  Thet  other  nations  all,  ef  sot 

'longside  o'  us, 
For  yartoo,  lamin',  chiyyerlry,  ain't  no- 
ways wuth  a  ouss." 
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They  gut  up  a  8ubBcription«  to,  but  no 

gret  come  o'  thet ; 
I  'xpect  in  cairin*  of  it  roun'  they  took  a 

leaky  hat ; 
Though  Southun  genelmun  ain't  alow  at 

puttin*  down  their  name, 
(When  they  can  write,)  fer  in  the  eend 

it  comes  to  jes'  the  aame, 
Because,  ye  see,  t  *8  the  fashion  here  to 

sign  an*  not  to  think 
A  critter  'd  be  so  sordid  es  to  az  'em  for 

the  chink  : 
1  did  n't  call  but  jest  on  one,  an'  he 

drawed  toothpick  on  me, 
An'  reckoned  he  wam't  goin*  to  stan'  no 

sech  doggauned  econ'my  l  ^^ 

So  nothin'  more  wu2  realLeA,  'cepflr 

the  good-will  shown,      ^  ^ 

Than  ef  t  had  ben  from  fust  to  last  a 

reg'Iar  Cotton  Loan.  * 

It 's  a  good  way,  though,  coj^to  4dUK» 

coz  ye  enjy  the  sense    ^m     C      \ 
0'  lendin*  lib'rally  to  the  Lord,  an^ftiy 

red  o'  'xpense : 
Sence  then  I  've  gut  my  name  up  for  a 

gin'rous-heartod  man 
By  jes'  subscribin'  right  an*  left  on  this 

high-minded  plan ; 
I  've  gin  away  my  thousans  so  to  every 

Southun  sort 
0'  missions,  colleges,  an'  sech,  ner  ain't 

no  poorer  for  t 

I  wam't  so  bad  off,  arter  all  ;  I  need  n't 

hardly  mention 
That  Guv  ment  owed  me  quite  a  pile  for 

my  arrears  o'  pension,  — 
I  mean  the  poor,  weak  thing  we  hed:  we 

run  a  new  one  now, 
Thet  strinji^  a  feller  with  a  daim  up  ta 

the  nighes'  bough. 
An'  prtdiMS  the  rights  o'  man,  purtects 

down-trodden  debtors, 
Ner   wun't    hev   creditors    about    a- 

scrougin'  o'  their  betters : 
Jeff's  pki  the  last  idees  ther'  is,  pos- 

cnp',  fourteenth  edition. 
He  knows  it  takes  some  enterprise  to 

run  an  oppersition ; 
Gum 's  the  fust  thru-by-daylight  train, 

with  all  ou'doors  for  deepot ; 
Youm  goes  so  slow  vou  'd  think  't  wuz 

drawetl  by  a  las  cent'ry  teapot ;  — 
Wal,  I  gut  all  on  't  paid  in  gold  afore 

our  State  seceded, 
An*    done    wal,  for   Confed'rit   bondH 

wam't  jest  the  cheese  1  needed : 


Nutbntwut  they  *re  es  good  ez^ld,  but 

then  it 's  hard  a-breakin'  on  'em. 
An'  ignorant  folks  is  oUen  sot  an'  wim't 

git  used  to  takin'  on  'em  ; 
They  're  wuth  ez  much  ez  wut  they  wuz 

afore  ole  Mem'nffer  signed  'em. 
An'  go  off  middliir   wal  for   drinks, 

when  ther's  *s  a  knife  behind  'em ; 
We  du  miss  silver,  jes*  fer  thet  an*  ridin' 

in  a  bus, 
Now  we  've  shook  off  the  desputs  thet 

wuz  suckin'  at  our  pus ; 
An'  it 's  heeaim  the  South  's  so  rich ;  't 

wuz  naf  rel  to  expec' 
Supplies  o'  change  wuz  jes'  the  things  we 

should  n't  recoUec  ; 
We  'd  ou^'  to  ha'  thought  aforehan', 

thou^,  o'  thet  good  nile  o*  Crock- 

ett*s. 
For 't  's  tiresome  cairin'  cotton-bales  an' 

•  nig^ra  in  your  pockets, 
^er  't  ain't  quite  hendy  to  pass  off  one 

o'  your  six-foot  Gumeas 
An'  git  your  halves  an'  quartera  back  in 

gals  an'  pickaninnies : 
Wal,  't  ain't  ouite  all  a  feller  *d  ax,  but 

then  ther  's  this  to  say, 
It 's  on'y  jest  among  ourselves  thet  we 

expec  to  pay; 
Our  system  would  ha'  caird  us  thra  in 

any^  Bible  cent'ry, 
'fore  this  onscripterl  plan  come  up  o' 

books  by  double  entry ; 
We  gp  the  patriarkle  here  out  o'  all 

sight  an   hearin*. 
For  Jacob  wam*t  a  suckemstanoe  to 

Jeff  at  financierin' ; 
He  never 'd  thought  o'  borryin'  from 

Esau  like  all  nater 
An*  then  oorofiscatin*  all  debts  to  seoh 

a  small  ^ertater ; 
There's  D*litickle  econ*my,  now,  oom- 

binea  'ith  morril  beauty 
Thet  saycrifioes  privit  eends  (your  in'- 

my's,  tu)  to  dooty  ! 
Wy,  Jeff 'd  ha' gin  him  five  an'  won  his 

eye-teeth  'fore  he  knowed  it. 
An',  stid  o'  wastin'  pottage,  he  'd  ha'  eat 

it  up  an'  owed  it 
But  I  wuz  goin'  on  to  say  how  I  come 

here  to  dwall ;  — 
'Nough  said,  thet,  arter  lookin'  roun', 

f  liked  the  place  so  wal. 
Where  niggen  doos  a  double  good,  with 

us  atop  to  stiddy  'em, 
By  bein'  proofs  o*  prophecy  an'  suckle- 

atin'  medium. 
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When  a  man  *8  sunthin'  ooz  he 's  white, 

an'  whiskey 's  cheap  ez  fleas, 
An*  the  financial  pollercy  jes'  sooted  my 

idees, 
Thet  I  frii  down  right  where  I  wuz, 

merried  the  Widder  Shennon, 
(Her  thirds  wnz  part  in  cotton-land, 

part  in  the  curse  o*  Cana«i«) 
An'  here  1  be  ez  lively  ez  a  chipmunk 

OD  a  wall. 
With  nothin'  to  feel  riled  about  much 

later  'n  Eddam's  fall. 

Ez  fur  ez  human  foresight    goes,  we 

made  an  even  trade: 
She  gut  an  overseer,  an'  I  a  fem'ly 

ready-made, 
The  youngest  on  'em  'a  'mos'  growed  up, 

rugged  an'  spry  ez  weazles. 
So 's  't  ther'  *s  no  resk  o'  doctors'  bills 

fer  hoopin'-couffh  an'  measles.    # 
Our  farm's  at  Turkey- Buzzard  Roostj 

Little  Big  Boosy  River,  ^ 

Wal  located  in  all  respex,  —  fer  't  ain't 

the  chills  'n'  fever 
Thet  makes  my  writin'  seem  to  squirm ; 

a  Southuner  'd  allow  I  'd 
Some  call  to  shake,  for  I  've  jest  hed  to 

meller  a  new  cowhide. 
Hiss  S.  is  all  'fa  lady ;  th'  ain't  no  bet- 
ter on  Big  Boosy 
Ner  one  with  more  accompliahmunts 

'twixt  here  an'  Tuscaloosv ; 
She's  an  F.  F.,  the  tallest  fend,  an' 

prouder  *n  the  Gran'  Turk, 
An'  never  hed  a  relative  thet  done  a 

stroke  o'  work ; 
Hem  ain't  a  scrimpin'  fem'ly  sech  ez 

ffou  git  up  Down  East, 
Th'  ain't  a  growed  member  on  't  but 

owes  his  thousuns  et  the  least : 
She  t$  some  old ;  but  then  agin  ther^  's 

drawbacks  in  my  sheer  : 
Wat 's  leil  o'  me  ain't  more  *n  enough 

to  make  a  Briffadier  : 
Wust  is,  thet  she  hez  tantrums ;  she 's 

like  Seth  Moody's  gun 
(Him  thet  wuz  nicknamed  frum  his  limp 

Ole  Dot  an'  Kerry  One) ; 
He  'd  left  her  loaded  up  a  spell,  an'  hed 

to  git  her  clear, 
So   he  onhitched,  —  Jeerusalem  !    the 

middle  o'  last  year 
Wuz  right  nez'  door  compared  to  where 

she  kicked  the  critter  tu 
CThough  Jest  where  he  brought  up  wuz 

wut  no  human  never  knew) ; 


His  brother  Asaph  picked  her  up  an' 

tied  her  to  a  tree. 
An'  then  she  kicked  an  hour  'n'  a  half 

afore  she  'd  let  it  be  : 
Wal,  Miss  S.  doos  hev  cuttins-up  an* 

pourins-out  o'  vials. 
But  then  she  hez  her  widder's  thirds,  an* 

all  on  us  hez  trials. 
My   objec*,    though,    in   writin'    now 

wam't  to  allude  to  sech. 
But   to   another    suokemstance    more 

dellvkit  to  tech, — 
I  want  tnet  ^ on  should  srad'lly  break 

my  marriage  to  Jerusny, 
An'  there's  a  Iraap  of  aigymnnts  that's 
J^  empl^to  indooce  ye : 
■h  pladFSf^s  Prison,  — wal,  it's 
'^J^e  iPWaHPt  fer  crime,  o'  course, 
it 's  pest  the  same  fer  her  in 
'  a  disvorce ; 

State 's  seoedin'  out  hez 
me  free 
irry  any  one  I  please,  pervidin' 

it 's  a  she  ; 
Fin'Uy,  1  never  wun't  come  back,  she 

need  n't  hev  no  fear  on  *t, 
But  then  it 's  wal  to  fix  things  right  fer 

fear  Miss  S.  should  hear  on 't ; 
Lastly,   I  've  gut  religion  South,   an' 

Rushy  she's  a  pagan 
Thet  sets  by  th'  mven  imiges  o'  the 

gret  Nothun  Dagon ; 
(Now  I  hain't  seen  one  in  six  munts, 

for,  senoe  our  Treashrv  Loan, 
Though  yaller  boys  is  thick  anough, 

eagles  hez  kind  o'  flown ;) 
An'  ef  J  wants  a  stronger  pint  than 

them  thet  I  hev  stated, 
Wy,  she's  an   aliun  in'my  now,  an' 

I  've  been  comfiscated,  — 
For  sence  we  've  entered  on  th'  estate  o' 

the  late  nayshnul  eagle, 
She  hain't  no  kin'  o'  right  but  jes'  wut 

I  allow  ez  legle  : 
Wut  doos  Seceding  mean,  eft  ain't  thet 

nat'nil  rights  hez  riz,  'n' 
Thet  wut  is  mine  's  mv  own,  but  wut's 

another  man's  ain  t  his'n  f 

Besides,  I  could  n't  do  no  else ;  Miss  & 

suz  she  to  me, 
"You've   sheered   mj  bed,"    [thet 'a 

when  I  paid  my  interduction  fee 
To  Southun   rites,]    "an'    kep'    your 

sheer,"  [wal,  I  allow  it  sticked 
So's  't  I  wuz  most  six  weeks  in  jail 

afore  1  gut  me  picked,] 
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**  Ner  nerer  mid  do  demmiges ;  bat 

thet  wun  t  do  no  harm, 
Perridin'  thet  you  '11  ondertake  to  over- 
see the  farm ; 
(Mj  eldes'  boy  he  'a  so  took  np,  wot 

with  the  Bingtail  Bangers 
An'  settin'  in  the  Jestice-Court  for  wel- 

comin'  o'  strangers  " ;) 
[He  sot  on  me;]  **an'  so,  ef  you'll  jest 

ondertake  the  care 
Upon  a  mod'rit  sellery,  we'll  up  an* 

call  it  square ; 
But  ef  you  can't  conclude,"  snz  she,  an* 

give  a  kin'  o'  grin, 
•  Jurym 


"  Wy,  the  Gran'  Jurymen,  I  'xpect,  '11 
hev  to  set  agin."       -  |^  ^ 

That 's  the  way  mettenJn<S  at  f\ 


now  wut  wuz  1  to  <m,   ^    •      ^ 
Bat  jes'  to  make  the  best  on  *t  an*  off 

coat  an'  buckle  tu  ? 
Ther^  ain't  a  livin'  man  t||^ndi  an 

income  necessarier       ^V  \ 
Than  roe,->bimeby  I'll  tell  ye  hinf^I 

fin'Uy  come  to  merry  her. 

She  hed  another  motive,  tn :  I  mention 

of  it  here 
T*  encourage  lads  thet 's  growin'  up  to 

study  n*  persevere, 
An'  show  *em  how  much  better 't  pays 

to  mind  their  winter-schoolin' 
Than  to  go  off  on  benders  'n'  sech,  an' 

waste  their  time  in  foolin' ; 
Ef 't  wam't  for  studyin'  evenins,  why,  I 

never  'd  ha*  ben  here 
An  om'ment  o'  saciety,  in  my  approprut 

spear: 
She  wanted  somebody,  ye  see,  o*  taste 

an'  cultivation. 
To  talk  along  o*  preachers  when  they 

stopt  to  the  plantation; 
For  folKs  in  Dixie  th't  read  an'  rite, 

onless  it  is  by  jarks, 
Is  skurce  ez  wut  they  wuz  among  th' 

origenle  patriarchs; 
To  fit  a  feller  f  wut  they  call  the  sashle 

higherarchy, 
All  thet  vou  've  gut  to  know  is  jes'  be- 

yund  an  evrage  darky ; 
Schoolin'  's  wut  they  can't  seem  to  stan', 

they  *re  tu  consamed  high-pressure, 
An'  knowin*  t'  much  might  spile  a  boy 

for  bein'  a  Secesher. 
We  hain't  no  settled  preachin'  here,  ner 

ministeril  taxes ; 
The  min'ster's  only  settlement 's  the 

carpet-bag  he  packs  his 


Razor  an'  soap-brush  intn,  with  his 
hymbook  an'  his  Bible, — 

Bnt  they  du  preach,  I  swan  to  man,  it 's 
purkly  indescrib'le  I 

They  go  it  like  an  Ericsscm's  ten-boss^ 
power  coleric  ingine, 

An'  make  Ole    Spht-Foot   winch  an* 

Suirm,  for  all  he 's  used  to  singein'; 
us's  whetstone  ain't  a  pinch  o' 
primin'  to  the  innards 
To  haarin'  on  *em  put  free  grace  t'  a  lot 

o*  tough  old  sinhards ! 
But  I  must  eend  this  letter  now :  'fore 

long  I  H  send  a  fredi  un; 
I  've  lots  o'  things  to  write  about,  per- 

ticklerly  Seceshun ; 
I  'm  called  off  now  to  mission-work,  to 

let  a  leetle  law  in 
To  Cynthy's  hide :  an'  so,  till  death, 
Youm, 
0  BIBDOFBBDUM  fiAWIN. 


No.  IL 

MASON  AND  SLIDELL :  A  YANKEE 
IDYLL. 

TO   THB  EDIT0B8   OF  THE   ▲TLASTIO 
MOMTHLT. 

Jaalax,  eth  Jan.,  1861 

Gemtlemev,  —  I  was  highly  gratified  by 
the  insertion  of  a  portion  of  my  letter  in 
the  last  number  or  your  valuable  and  en- 
tertaining Miscellany,  though  in  a  type 
which  rendered  its  substance  inaccessiDle 
even  to  the  beautiful  new  spectacles  pre- 
sented to  me  by  a  Committee  of  the  Parish 
on  New  Year's  Day.  I  trust  that  I  was 
able  to  bear  your  very  considerable  abridg- 
ment of  my  lucubrations  with  a  spirit  be- 
cominff  a  Cliristian.  My  third  granddaugh- 
ter, Reoekahjased  fourteenyears,  and  whom 
I  have  trainea  to  read  slowly  and  with 

{)roper  emphasis  (a  practice  too  much  neg- 
ected  tn  our  modem  systems  of  educa- 
tion), read  aloud  to  roe  the  excellent  essay 
upon  "Old  Age/*  the  authour  of  which  I 
cannot  help  suspecting  to  be  a  young  man 
who  has  never  yet  known  what  it  was  to 
have  snow  (camties  moroM)  upon  his  own 
roof.  J)is»olve/rigua,  large  niper  foeo  Ug* 
na  reponenSf  is  a  rule  for  the  young,  whose 
wood-pile  is  yet  abundant  for  such  cheerful 
lenitives.  A  ffood  life  behind  him  is  the 
best  thing  to  keep  an  old  man's  shouiders 
from  shiverinz  at  every  breath  of  sorrow  or 
ill-fortune.    But  metlinks  it  were  easier 
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for  an  old  man  to  feel  the  ilisajivantages  of 
youth  than  the  atlvantages  of  age.  Of  these 
latter  I  reckon  one  of  the  chief  est  to  be 
this  :  that  we  attach  a  less  inordinate  value 
to  our  own  productions,  and,  distrusting 
daily  more  and  more  our  own  wisdom  (with 
the  conceit  whereof  at  twenty  we  wrap  our- 
selves away  from  knowledge  as  with  fi  -jwr 
ment),  do  reconcile  ourselves  with  tht  ^^  i^ 
dom  of  God.  I  could  have  wished,  im  h-etl^ 
that  room  might  have  been  made  for  the 
residue  of  the  anealote  relating  to  D<'Acnn 
Tinkham,  which  would  not  only  have  LJiat- 
ified  a  natural  curiosity  on  the  part  of  the 
publick  (as  1  have  reason  to  know  tVoin 
several  letters  of  inquiry  already  receivi^d), 
but  would  also,  as  1  think,  have  large[v  in- 
creased  the  circulation  of  your  Magazir,.  h) 
th is  town.  Nih U  humani  alienu7H,  Mil  i> 
is  a  curiosity  about  tlie  affaii-s  of  our  ni ;  Ji 
bors  which  is  not  only  pardonable,  but  t  •^•.■-a 
commendable.  But  1  shall  abide  a  luore 
fitting  season. 

As  touching  the  following  literary 
of  Esquire  Biglow,  much  might  be  prMrUjv' 
biy  said  on  the  topick  of  Idyliick  and  \^-,\i- 
tofal  Poetry,  and  concerning  the  proper 
distinctions  to  be  mrnle  between  them,  from 
Theocritus,  the  inventor  of  the  former,  to 
Collins,  the  latest  authour  I  know  of  who 
has  emulated  the  cla.«tsicks  in  the  latter 
style.  But  in  the  time  of  a  Civil  War  wor- 
thy a  Milton  to  defend  and  a  Lucan  to  sing, 
it  may  be  reasonably  doubted  whether  the 
publick,  never  too  studious  of  serious  in- 
struction, might  not  consider  other  objects 
more  deserving  of  present  attention.  Con- 
cerning the  title  of  Idyll,  which  Mr.  Biglow 
has  adoptecl  at  my  suggestion,  it  may  not 
be  improper  to  animadvert,  that  the  name 
properly  sigidfies  a  poem  somewhat  rustick 
in  phrase  (for,  though  the  learned  are  not 
agree<l  as  to  the  particular  dialect  employed 
by  Theocritus,  they  are  universaniraoiis 
both  as  to  its  rusticity  and  its  capacity  of 
rising  now  and  then  to  the  level  of  more 
elevate<l  sentiments  and  expressions),  while 
it  is  also  descriptive  of  real  scenery  and 
manners.  Yet  it  must  be  admitted  that  the 
production  now  in  question  (which  here  and 
there  bears  perhaps  too  plainly  the  marks 
of  my  correcting  hand)  does  partake  of  the 
nature  of  a  Pastoral,  inasmuch  as  the  in- 
terlocutors therein  are  purely  Imaginary 
beings,  and  the  whole  is  little  better  than 
Kawvov  aitw  hvap.  The  plot  was,  as  I  be- 
lieve, suggested  by  the  "Twa  Briggs"  of 
Robert  Bums,  a  Scottish  poet  of  the  last 
century,  as  that  found  its  prototype  in  the 
"  Mutual  Complaint  of  rlainstanes  and 
Causey  '*  by  Fergusson,  though  the  metre 
of  this  latter  be  different  by  a  foot  in  each 
verse.    Perhaps  the  Two  Do^  of  Cervantes 


gaye  the  first  liint.  I  reminded  my  talented 
voung  parishioner  and  friend  that  Concord 
l^ridge  had  long  since  yielded  to  the  eda- 
cious tooth  of  Time.  But  he  answered  me  to 
this  effect :  that  there  was  no  greater  mis- 
take of  ail  authour  than  to  suppose  the  reader 
had  no  fancy  of  his  own ;  that,  if  once  that 
fnctilt}'  was  *to  be  called  into  activity,  it  were 
V/?f  r  to  be  in  for  the  whole  sheep  than  the 
I  shouliler  ;  and  thiit  he  knew  Concord  likt 
la  hook,  "  an  exiiresaion  questionable  in 
'  propriety,  since  Ititsre  are  few  things  with 
which  he  JA  not  more  familiar  than  with 
I  the  printed  page.  In  proof  of  what  he  af- 
I  Hrm&lt  hs  f^KoavhiI  me  some  verses  which 
I  with  others  he  hail  stricken  out  as  too  much 
^^lyJTiif  the  action,  but  which  I  communi- 
iu  xhymg^ime  \ because  they  rightly  de- 
"PiiwMwl"  (whioh  Mr.  Bartlett 
wojiM  l>avo  ft  k^d  of  perch,  —  a  creature 
t. .  which  \  liLVi^  fmind  a  rod  or  pole  not  to 
b^  a^Aftiifl)  t!i^iuvnli  nt  in  our  inland  waters 
^  le  l^Qoly  of  ;irithmetic),  and  because 
IfiLrium  on  the  worthy  son 

__    FfefrTlIt  father,  with  whose  acquaint- 

a.iicf\eh^$if /nQfifx*  annil)  I  was  formerly 
honoured. 

"Bat  nowadays  the  Bridge  alnt  wat  they 

show, 
So  mnch  ez  Em'son,  Hawthorne,  an'  Thoreau. 
I  know  the  village,  though  ;  was  sent  there 

once 
A-Bchoolin*,  'cause   to  home  I  played  the 

dance : 
An'  I  Ve  ben  senne  a-vtsitln'  the  Jedge. 
Whose  sarding  whispers  with  the  river  s  edge, 
VThere  I  've  sot  raomin's  lazy  as  the  bream. 
Whose  on'y  business  is  to  head  up-stream, 
(We  call  'em  punkin-seed  J  or  elite  in  chat 
Along  th  the  Jedge,  who  covers  with  his  hat 
More  wit  an*  gniiiption  an'  shrewd  Yankee 

sense 
Than  there  is  mosses  on  an  ole  stone  fence." 

Concerning  the  subject-matter  of  the 
verses,  I  have  not  the  leisure  at  present  to 
vrrite  so  fully  as  I  could  wish,  my  time  be- 
ing occupied  with  the  preparation  of  a  dis- 
course for  the  forthcoming  bi-centenary 
celebration  of  the  first  settlement  of  Jai- 
1am  East  Parish.  It  may  gratify  the  pub- 
lick interest  to  mention  the  circumstance, 
that  my  investigations  to  this  end  have 
enabled  me  to  verify  the  fact  (of  much  hia- 
torick  importance,  and  hitherto  hotly  de- 
bated) that  Shearjashub  Tarbox  was  the 
first  child  of  white  parentage  bom  in  this 
town,  being  name*!  in  his  father's  will 
under  date  August  7th,  or  9th,  1662. 
It  is  well  known  that  those  who  advocate 
the  claims  of  Mehetable  Ooings  are  imable 
to  tind  any  trace  of  her  existence  prior  to 
October  of  that  year.  As  respects  the  set- 
tlement of  the  Mason  and  Sliuell  question, 
Mr.  Bigl6w  has  not  incorrectly  stated  tbe 


244 


THE   BIGLOW  PAPERS. 


ting  as  tney  ao  oe- 
th^musioQikl^ 


popular  sentiment,  so  far  as  I  can  judge 
Dy  its  expression  in  this  locality.  For 
myself,  I  feel  more  sorrow  than  resent- 
ment :  for  I  am  old  enough  to  have  heanl 
those  talk  of  England  who  still,  even  after 
the  unhappy  estrangement,  could  not  un- 
school  their  lips  From  calling  her  the 
Moth  er-Country .  But  England  has  insisted 
on  ripping  up  old  wounds,  and  has  undone 
the  healing  work  of  fifty  years  ;  for  nations 
do  not  reason,  they  only  feel,  and  the  sprt- 
ice  injuria /omuB  rankles  in  their  minds  as 
bitterly  as  in  that  of  a  woman.  And  be- 
cause this  is  so,  I  feel  the  more  satisfaction 
that  our  Goveniment  has  acted  (as  all  Gov- 
ernments should,  standing  as  they  do  be- 
t^'een  the  people  and  th  " 
if  it  bad  arrived  at  yej 
There  are  three  short 
the  hardest  of  all  to  prol 
guage  (and  I  suspect  they  were  ^r  vasi-  j 
before  the  confusion  of  tong|tt)2biit  whu  h 
no  man  or  nation  that  ciHtttoittci'  can 
claim  to  have  arrived  at  manHH,  ^Those 
words  are.  I  was  tprong ;  anal  am^oxuL 
that,  while  England  played  the  boy,  our 
rulers  had  strength  enough  from  the  Peo- 
ple below  and  wisdom  enough  from  God 
above  to  quit  themselves  like  men. 

The  sore  points  on  both  sides  have  been 
skilfully  exasperated  by  interested  and 
unscrupulous  persons,  who  saw  in  a  war 
between  the  two  countries  the  only  hoj)e 
of  profitable  return  for  their  investment  in 
Confederate  stock,  whether  political  or 
financial.  The  always  supercilious,  often 
insulting,  and  sometimes  even  brutal  tone 
of  British  journals  and  publick  men  has 
certainly  not  tended  to  soothe  whatever 
resentment  might  exist  in  America. 

"  Perhaps  it  was  right  to  dissemble  your  love. 
But  why  did  you  kick  me  down  stairs  ?  " 

We  have  no  reason  to  complain  that 
England,  as  a  necessary  consequence  of 
her  clubs,  has  become  a  great  society  for 
the  minding  of  other  people's  business, 
and  we  can  smile  good-naturedly  when  she 
lectures  other  nations  on  the  sins  of  arro- 
gance an«l  conceit;  but  we  may  justly  con- 
sider it  a  breach  of  the  political  convenances 
which  are  expected  to  regulate  the  intcr- 
coui'se  of  one  well-bred  goveniment  with 
another,  when  men  holding  places  in  the 
ministry'  allow  themselves  to  dictate  our 
domestic  policy,  to  instnict  us  in  our  duty, 
and  to  stigmatize  as  unholy  a  war  for  the 
rescue  of  whatever  a  high-minde^l  people 
should  hold  most  vital  and  most  sacred. 
Was  it  in  good  taste,  that  I  may  use  the 
mildest  term,  for  Earl  Russell  to  expound 
•ar  own  Constitution  to  President  Lincoln, 


kind 

■Km 
Ts  pc 


or  to  make  a  new  ar:d  fallacious  applica- 
tion of  an  old  phrase  for  our  benefit,  and 
tell  us  that  the  Rebels  were  fighting  for  in- 
dependence and  we  for  empire  ?  As  if  all 
wars  for  independence  were  by  nature  just 
and  deserving  of  sympathy,  and  all  wars 
for  empire  ignoble  and  worthy  only  of 
reprobation,  or  as  if  these  easy  phrases  in 
any  way  characterized  this  tefriole  strug- 
gle. —  tenible  not  so  truly  in  any  superfi- 
cial sense,  as  from  the  essential  and  deatily 
enmity  of  the  principles  that  underlie  it. 
His  Liordship*8  bit  of  borrowed  rhetoric 
would  justify  Smith  O'Brien,  Nana  Sahib, 
and  the  Maori  chieftains,  while  it  wouM 
condemn  nearly  every  war  in  which  Eng 
land  has  ever  been  engaged.  Was  it  so 
very  presumptuous  in  us  to  think  that  it 
would  be  decorous  in  English  statesmen 
if  they  spared  time  enough  to  acquire  some 
kind  of  knowled^,  thoi^h  of  the  most 
'  ""lentary  kind,  in  regard  to  this  country 
the  questions  at  issue  here,  before  they 
•nounced  so  oif-hand  a  judgment  ?  Or 
political  information  expected  to  come 
Do^berrj'-fashion  in  England,  like  reading 
and  writing,  by  nature  ? 

And  now  all  respectable  England  is  won- 
dering at  our  irritAbility,  and  sees  a  quite 
satisfactory  explanation  of  it  in  our  na- 
tional vanity.  Suave  mari  magno,  it  is 
pleasant,  sitting  in  the  easy-chairs  of 
Downing  Street,  to  sprinkle  pepper  on  the 
raw  wounds  of  a  kindred  people  struggling 
for  life,  and  philosophical  to  find  in  self- 
conceit  the  cause  of  our  instinctive  resent- 
ment. Surely  we  were  of  all  nations  the 
least  li.ible  to  any  temptation  of  vanity  at 
a  time  when  the  gravest  anxiety  and  the 
keenest  sorrow  were  never  absent  from  our 
hearts.  Nor  is  conceit  the  exclusive  attri- 
bute of  any  one  nation.  The  earliest  of 
English  travellers,  Sir  John  Mandeville, 
took  a  le.ss  provincial  view  of  the  matter 
when  he  said,  "  For  fi-o  what  partie  of  the 
erthe  that  men  duellen,  other  aboven  or 
beneathen,  it  semethe  alweys  to  hem  that 
duellen  that  theigon  more  nghte  than  any 
other  folke."  The  English  have  always 
had  their  fair  share  of  this  amiable  ouality. 
We  may  say  of  them  still,  as  the  authour  of 
the  Lettrea  Cahalistiqxtes  said  of  them 
more  than  a  century  ago,  "  Ces  derniera 
disent  naturelletnent  qu  il  n*y  a  qtCeux  qui 
anient  estimabUa,"  And,  as  he  also  says, 
"  J'aimeroia  preaque  aidant  tomber  erUre 
lea  maina  d^un  Inquiaiteur  que  d'un  An- 
gloia  qui  me  fait  aentir  aana  ceaae  eombien 
il  a*eatime  plus  que  moi^  et  qui  ne  daigne 
me  parler  que  pour  injurier  ma  Naiifm  et 
pour  m*ennuyer  da  recU  dea  grandea  quaU- 
tSa  de  la  aienne."  Of  thia  Bull  we  may 
safely  say  with  Horace,  habet  fomum  in 
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ecrmu.  What  we  felt  to  be  especially  in- 
sulting \va«  the  quiet  assumption  that  the 
dewen<lnntj«  of  men  who  left  the  Old  World 
for  the  sake  of  principle,  and  who  had  maile 
the  wilderness  into  a  New  WorM  pattemwl 
after  an  Idea,  could  not  possibly  be  sus- 
ceptible of  a  generous  or  lofty  sentiment, 
could  have  no  feeling  of  nationality  deeper 
than  that  of  a  tradesman  for  his  shop. 
One  would  have  thought,  in  listening  to 
England,  that  we  were  presumptuous  in 
fancying  that  we  were  a  nation  at  all,  or 
had  any  other  principle  of  union  than  that 
of  booths  at  a  fair,  wnere  there  is  no  higher 
notion  of  government  than  the  constable, 
or  better  image  of  God  than  that  stamped 
upon  the  current  coin. 

It  is  time  for  Englishmen  to  consider 
whether  there  was  nothing  in  the  spirit  of 
their  press  and  of  their  leailing  public  men 
calculated  to  rouse  a  just  indignation,  and 
to  cause  a  permanent  estrangement 
the  part  of  any  nation  capable  of  sell^ 
spect,  and  sensitively  jealous,  as  ours  ti 
was,  of  foreign  interference.  Was  thei 
nothing  in  the  indecent  haste  with  which 
bellifferent  rights  were  conceded  to  the 
Rebels,  nothing  in  the  abrupt  tone  assumed 
in  the  Trent  case,  nothing  in  the  fitting 
out  of  Confederate  privateers,  that  might 
stir  the  blood  of  a  people  already  over- 
charged with  doubt,  suspicion,  and  terrible 
responsibility  ?  The  laity  in  any  country 
do  not  stop  to  consider  points  of  law,  but 
they  have  an  instinctive  perception  of 
the  animus  that  actuates  the  policy  of  a 
foreign  nation  ;  and  in  our  own  case  they 
remembered  that  the  British  authorities  in 
Canada  did  not  wait  till  diplomacy  could 
send  home  to  England  for  her  slow  official 
tinder-box  to  fire  the  "  Caroline."  Add  to 
this,  what  every  sensible  American  knew, 
that  the  moral  support  of  Enf^land  was 
equal  to  an  anny  of  two  hundred  thousand 
men  to  the  Rebels,  while  it  insured  us  an- 
other year  or  two  of  exhausting  war.  It 
was  not  so  much  the  spite  of  her  words 
(though  the  time  might  have  been  more 
tastefully  chosen)  as  the  actual  power  for 
evil  in  them  that  wefeltasadearlly  wrong. 
Perhaps  the  most  immediate  and  efficient 
cause  of  mere  irritation  was  the  sudden 
and  unaccountable  change  of  manner  on  the 
other  side  of  the  water.  Only  six  months 
l)efore,  the  Prince  of  Wales  had  come  over 
to  call  us  cousins  ;  and  everywhere  it  was 
nothing  but  "our  American  brethren," 
that  great  offshoot  of  British  institutions 
in  the  New  World,  so  almost  identical 
with  them  in  laws,  language,  and  litera- 
ture, —  this  last  of  the  alliterative  compli- 
ments being  so  bitterly  true,  that  })erlia]>s 
it  will  not  be  retractwl  even  now.  To  tliis 
16 


outburst  of  long-repressed  affection  we  re- 
sponded vrith  genuine  warmth,  if  with 
something  of  the  awkwarrlnesn  of  a  poor 
relation  bewildere<l  with  the  sudden  tight- 
ening of  the  ties  of  consanguinity  when  it 
is  rumored  that  he  has  come  into  a  large 
estate.  Then  came  the  Rebellion,  and, 
presto!  a  flaw  in  our  titles  was  discovere<l, 
the  plate  we  were  promised  at  the  family 
table  is  flung  at  our  head,  and  we  were 
again  the  scum  of  creation,  intolerably  vul- 
gar, at  once  cowaixily  and  overbearing,  — 
no  relations  of  theirs,  after  all,  but  a  dreggy 
hybrid  of  the  basest  bloods  of  Europe. 
Panui^e  was  not  quicker  to  call  Friar  Jonn 
\m  former  friend.  I  cannot  help  thinking 
flpMi^lt4aii||^*s  jingling  paraphrase  of 
Rtroii  i  iia,^i''^L 

*'  Puniiiinita  fsf^uapndidis  vestibus  omatus, 
¥A  iiiiUljy|iijffflniin  eirenmvallatus, 
i\A  Riru  ct  sapiens  et  raorigeratus, 

ium  et  tu  nieus  cognatus,"  -~ 

reely  render  thus  :  — 

So  long  as  I  was  prosperous,  1  'd  dinners  by 

the  dozen, 
Was  well-bred,  witty,  virtuous,  and  everybody's 

cousin : 
If  luck  should  turn,  as  weU  she  m^ty,  her  fancy 

is  so  flexile, 
Will  virtue,  cousinship,  and  all  return  with 

her  from  exile? 

There  was  nothing  in  all  this  to  exasper- 
ate a  })hi}o9opher.  much  to  make  him  smile 
rather  ;  but  the  earth's  surface  is  not  chiefly 
inhabited  by  philosophers,  and  I  revive  the 
recollection  of  it  now  in  perfect  good-hu- 
mour, merely  by  way  of  suggesting  to  our 
ci-devant  British  cousins,  that  it  would 
have  been  easier  for  them  to  hold  their 
tongues  than  for  us  to  keep  our  tempers 
under  the  circumstances. 

Tlie  English  Cabinet  ma<le  a  blunder, 
unquestionably,  in  taking  it  so  hastily  for 
granted  that  the  United  States  had  fallen 
forever  from  their  position  as  a  first-rate 
power,  and  it  w^as  natural  that  they  should 
vent  a  little  of  their  vexation  on  the  people 
whose  inexplicable  obstinacy  in  maintain- 
ing freedom  and  order,  and  in  resisting 
degradation,  was  likely  to  convict  them  of 
their  mistake.  But  if*^ bearing  a  gnul^e  be 
the  sure  mark  of  a  small  mind  in  the  indi- 
vidual, can  it  be  a  proof  of  high  spirit  in 
a  nation  ?  If  the  result  of  the  present  es- 
trangement between  the  two  countries  shall 
be  to  make  us  more  independent  of  British 
twaddle  {Indoinito  nee  aira  f evens  sti'pen- 
dia  Tauro),  so  much  the  better ;  but  if  it 
is  to  make  us  insensible  to  the  value  of 
British  opinion  in  matters  where  it  gives 
us  the  judgment  of  an  impartial  and  culti- 
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vated  outsider,  if  we  are  to  shut  ourselves 
out  from  the  advantages  of  English  culture, 
the  loss  will  be  oui-s,  and  not  theirs.  Be- 
cause the  door  of  tlie  old  homestead  has 
been  once  slammed  in  our  faces,  shall  we 
in  a  hutr  reject  all  future  advances  of  con- 
ciliation, and  cut  ourselves  foolishly  oflF 
from  any  share  in  the  humanizing  influen- 
ces of  tile  place,  with  its  ineffable  riches  of 
association,  its  heirlooms  of  iiymemorial 
culture,  its  historic  monuments,  ours  uo 
less  than  theirs,  its  noble  gallery  of  ances- 
tral portraits  i  We  have  only  to  succeed, 
an<l  England  will  not  onl  '    '    \  - 

the   fii'st  time,  begin  to   utidui^uud   ;u.  i  lu 
And  let  us  not,  in  our  justitirkblt:  mrii^iia-  [  fei 
tion  at  wanton  insult.  foT^\ 
is  not  the  England  only  oJ 
the  democracy  they  do 
but  the  England  of  hi: 
statesmen,   and  poets,  wlnT^e   latTiKS  tir 
dear,  and  their  inttueuct    i    ^uiirairy  to  nt, 
as  to  her.  fr 

I^t  us  strengthen  the  :  ^ii^^BfJii^wm 
authority  over  us^  and  iiitWHrf^^Mr 
tongues,  remembermg  thtit  Gt-rjeial  wilt 
commonly  proves  in  the  mid  luovti  than  a 
match  for  General  HeaLlloiig,  and  that  tht 
Good  Book  ascribes  safety  to  a  multitude^ 
indeed,  but  not  to  a  mob,  of  c on n^e Hours. 
Let  us  remember  and  iMi^rjwml  the  wonl'v 
of  Paulus  Emilius  to  tht*  pef^]^!*'  nt  INmh,  ; 
that,  "if  they  judged  they  could  manage 
the  war  to  more  advantage  by  any  other, 
he  would  willincly  yield  up  his  charge  ;  but 
if  they  confided  in  him,  (hey  were  not  to 
make  themselves  his  colleaf/iies  in  his  office, 
or  raise  reports^  or  criticise  his  actions^ 
but,  \oithoiU  talking,  supply  him  itnth 
means  aiid  assistance  necessaiy  to  the  car- 
rying on  of  the  war  ;  /or,  if  they  vroposed 
to  command  their  oitm  com-mander,  they 
would  render  this  expedition  more  ridicu- 
lous than  the  former.  (  Vide  Plutarchum 
in  Vitd  P.  £.)  Let  us  also  not  forget  Avhat 
the  same  excellent  authour  says  concern- 
ing Perseus's  fear  of  spending  money,  and 
not  permit  the  covetousness  of  Brother 
Jonathan  to  be  the  good  fortune  of  .Jeffer- 
son Davis.  For  my  own  part,  till  I  am 
ready  to  admit  the  Commander-in-Chief 
to  my  pulpit,  I  shall  abstain  from  plan- 
ning his  battles.  If  courage  be  the  swonl, 
yet  is  patience  the  aniiour  of  a  nation  ; 
and  in  our  desire  for  peace,  let  us  never  be 
willing  to  surrender  the  Constitution  be- 
queatlied  us  by  fathers  at  least  as  wise  as 
ourselves  (even  with  Jefferson  Davis  to 
help  us),  and,  with  those  degenerate  Ro- 
mans, ti/ta  ft  presentia  quam  vetera  et  pe- 
riculosa  vudle. 

And  not  only  should  we  bridle  our  own 
tongues,  but  the  pens  of  others,  which  are 


swift  to  convejr  useful  intelligence  to  tht 
enemy.  This  is  no  new  inconvenience ; 
for,  under  date,  3d  June,  1745,  General 
Pepperell  wrote  thus  to  Governor  Shirley 
from  Louisbourg :  "  What  your  Excel- 
lency observes  of  the  army's  being  made 
acfputinted  with  any  plans  proposed,  un- 
til ready  to  be  put  in  execution,  nas  always 
been  disagreeable  to  me,  and  I  have  given 
many  cautions  i-elating  to  it.  But  when 
your  Excellency  considers  that  our  Coun- 
cil of  War  consists  of  more  than  twenty 
meinbers,  I  am  persuaded  you  will  think  it 
\ssihle  for  me  to  hinder  it,  if  any  of 
tJitm  will  persist  in  communicating  to  in- 
ferior officers  and  soldiers  what  ought  to 
be  kept  secret.  I  am  informeti  that  the  Bos- 
m\  newspapers  are  tilled  with  paragraphs 
Vniu  private  letters  relating  to  the  expc- 
Uti-.n.  Will  your  Excellency  permit  me 
.  !,y  I  think  it  may  be  of  ill  consequence  ? 
W  .  nild  it  not  be  convenient,  if  your  Excel- 
I  laaM  should  forbid  the  Printers'  inserting 
l^ljy  news  i "  Verily,  if  tempora  muian- 
PpF,  we  may  question  the  et  ni*s  mutamur 
I  ft  litis;  and  if  tongues  be  leaky,  it  will 
tiecd  all  hands  at  the  pumps  to  save  the 
Ship  of  State.  Our  history  dotes  and  re- 
jwats  itself.  If  Sassycus  (rather  than  Al- 
ci blades)  find  a  parallel  in  Beauregard,  so 
Weakwash,  as  he  is  called  by  the  brave 
l,hi]tenant  Lion  Gardiner,  need  not  seek 
far  among  our  own  Sachems  for  his  anti- 

With  respect. 

Your  ob*  humble  serv\ 

HoMKR  Wilbur,  A.  M. 


I  LOVE  to  start  out  arter  night 's  begun, 
An'  all  the  choi-es  about  tne  farm  are 

done, 
The  critters  milked  an'  foddered,  gates 

shet  fast, 
Tools  cleaned  aginst  to-morrer,  supper 

past, 
An'    Nancy  damin'    by  her   ker'sene 

lamp, — 
I  love,  1  say,  to  start  upon  a  trarap, 
To  shake  the  kinklea  out  o*  bacK  an' 

legs, 
An'  kind  o'  rack  my  life  oif  from  the 

dregs 
Thet  's  apt  to  settle  in  the  buttery-hutch 
Of  folks  thet  foUer  in  one  rut  too  much  : 
Hard  work  is  good  an*  wholesome,  past 

all  doubt ; 
But  't  ain't  so,  ef  the  mind  gits  tuck- 

ered  out 
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Now,   bein'   bom    in    Middlesex,    you 

know,  , 

There  's  certin  spoU  where  I  like  best 

to  go: 
The  Concord  road,  for  instance,  (I,  for 

one, 
Most  gin'lly  oilers  call  it  John  BulVa 

Run,) 
The  field  o'  Lexin*ton  where  England 

tried 
The  fastest  colours  thet  she  ever  dyed, 
An'  Concord  Bridge,  thet  Davis,  when 

he  came, 
Found  was  the  bee-line  track  to  liesu  cti 

an*  fame, 
Ez  all  roads  be  by  natur',  ef  your  html 
Don't  sneak  thni  shun-pikes  so  %  tu 

save  the  toll.  «, 


Starts  out  the  tents  an'  booths  o'  Put- 
nam's lines ; 

The  rail-fence  posts,  acrost  the  hill  thet 
runs, 

Turn  ghosts  o'  sogers  should'rin'  ghosts 
o'  guns ; 

Ez  wheels  the  sentry,  glints  a  flash  o' 
light, 

Along    the    firelock  won    at    Concord 

An',  'twixt  the  silences,  now  fur,  now 

nigh. 
Rings  the  sharp  chellenge,  hums  the 

I'JVV^ 


I,  it  wam't  long  sence, 
!t    with   the    present 


They  *re  'most  too  fur  away,  taj. 

much  time 
To  visit  ofen,-  ef  it  ain't  in  rhyme  [ 
But  the'  's  a  walk  thet 's  hendier,  a 

sight. 
An'   suits  me   fust-rate  of  a  winter's 

night,— 
1  mean  the  round  whale's-back  o'  Pros- 
pect Hill. 
I  love  to  Titer  there  while  night  grows 

still. 
An'  in  the  twinklin'  villages  about. 
Fust  here,  then  there,  the  well-saved 

lights  goes  out. 
An'  nary  sound  but  watch-dogs'  false 

alarms, 
Or  muffled  cock-crows  from  the  drowsy 

farms. 
Where  some  wise  rooster  (men  act  jest 

thet  way) 
Stands  to  't  thet  moon-rise  is  the  break 

o'  day: 
(So  Mister  Seward  sticks  a  three-months' 

pin 
Where  the   war  'd  oughto  eend,   then 

tries  agin ; 
|My  gran'ther's  rule  was  safer  'n  't  is  to 
'        crow: 

D(m*t  never  prophesy  —  onless  ye  Jcnow.) 
I  love  to  muse  there  till  it  kind  o'  seems 
Ez  ef  the  world  went  eddyiu'  off  in 

dreams; 
The  northwest  wind  thet  twitches  at  my 

baird 
Blows  out  o'   sturdier  days  not  easy 

scared. 
An'  the  same  moon  thet  this  Deceiaber 

shines 


nlixui' 
^    TLaugh.   ff  I 


'^  som'ers  in  the  air, 
ivas  to  die,  I   can't  tell 


1  "em:   't  was  a  kind  o' 


the 
tun!i(% 
\  h«?*'i\l  tvvo  1 
TLaugh.  ff 

Like  pine-trees  thet  the  wind  's  ageth- 

'lin'  through ; 
An*,  fact,  I  thought  it  was  the  wind  a 

spell. 
Then  some  misdoubted,  could  n't  fairly 

tell, 
Fust  sure,  then  not,  jest  as  yon  hold  an 

eel, 
I  knowed,  an*  did  n't,  —  fin'Uy  seemed 

to  feel 
'T  was  Concord  Biidge  a  talkin'  off  to 

kill 
With  the  Stone  Spike  thet 's  druv  thru 

Bunker's  Hill; 
Whether 't  was  so,  or  ef  I  on'y  dreamed, 
I  could  n't  say ;  I  tell  it  ez  it  seemed. 

THE  BRIDGR. 

Wal,  neighbor,  tell  us  wut  's  turned  up 

thet  s  new  ? 
You  're  younger  'n  I  be,  —  nigher  Bos- 
ton, tu: 
An'  down  to  Boston,  ef  you  take  their 

showin', 
Wut  they  don't  know  ain't  hardly  wuth 

the  knowin'.  a 

There  's  sunihin'  goin'  on,  1  know :  las' 

night 
The  British  sogers  killed   in  our  gret 

fight 
(Nigh  fifty  year  they  hed  n't  stirred  nor 

spoke) 
Made  sech  a  coil  you  'd  thought  a  dnni 

hed  broke : 
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Why,  one  he  up  au'  lieat  a  revellee 

With  his  own  crossboiies  on  a  holler 
ti-ee, 

Till  all  the  graveyards  swarmed  out  like 
a  hive 

With  faces  I  hain't  seen  seuce  Seventy- 
five. 

Wut   is  the   news?    *T  ain't  good,   or 


hev 
:  slov 


Speak  slow  an'  clear,  for  I  'm  some  hard 
o'  hearin'. 


ly  t^u^^^n^^^K 


THE  ICOXIMEXT. 

/  don't  know  hardly 
bad,— 

TUE  BRiA  :  ■ 

A.t  wust,  it  can't  be  wwj  v,  iit  we  'v| 

had. 

THE  MONIM^. 

You  know  them  envys  tl^ '♦  t^  Jk-^'Ut^i 
sent,  ^*^    -^^m^ 

An'  Cap'n  Wilkes  he  borried  ^TOie 
Trent? 

THE   BRIDGE. 

Wut!  they  ha'u't  hanged  *em?    Then 

their  wits  is  gone! 
Thet  's  the  sure  way  to  make  a  goose  a 

swan! 

THE  MONIMENT. 

No:  England  she  would  hev  *em,  Fee, 

Faw,  Fum/ 
(£z  though  she  hed  n't  fools  enough  to 

home,) 
So  they  've  returned  'em  — 

THE  BRIDGE. 

ffev  they?    Wal,  by  heaven, 
Thet 's  the  wust  news  I  've  heerd  sence 

Seventy-seven ! 
Bij  George,  I  meant  to  say,  though  I 

declare 
It 's  'most  enough  to  make  a  deacon 

swear. 

THE  MONIMENT. 

Now  don't  go  off  half-cock  :  folks  never 

gains    i 
By  usin'  pepper-sarse  instid  o'  brains. 
Come,  neighbor,  you  don't  understan'  — 

THE  BRIDGE. 

How?     Hey? 
Not  understan' t    Why,  wut 's  to  heu- 
iliT,  ]»niy? 


Must  I  go  huntin*  round  to  find  a  chap 
To  tell  me  when  my  face  hez  hed  a  slap^ 

THE   MONIMENT. 

See  here :  the  British  they  found  out  a 

flaw 
In  Cap'n  Wilkes's  readin*  o'  the  law : 
(They  make  all  laws,  you  know,  an'  so, 

0*  course. 
It 's  nateral  they  should  understan'  their 

force:) 
He  'd  oughto  ha'  took  the  vessel  into  port, 
An'  hed  her  sot  on  by  a  reg'lar  court ; 
She  was  a  mail-ship,  an'  a  steamer,  tu. 
An*  thet,  they  say,  hez  changed  the 

pint  o'  view, 
Coz  the  old  practice,  bein'  meant  for 

sails, 
ried  upon  a  steamer,  kind  o'  fails ; 

inay  take  out  despatches,  but  yoi) 

mus'  n't 
'ake  nary  man  — 

THE  BRIDGE. 

You  mean  to  say,  you  dus'  nX ) 
Changed  pint  o'  view !    No,  no,  —  it  e 

overboai-d 
With  law  an'  gospel,  when  their  oi  ia 


uoz 


gore( 
tell  ye. 


>red! 


England's  law,  on  sea  an'  land, 


Hez  oilers  ben,  **I*V6  gtU  the  heaviest 

hand." 
Take  naiy  man!    Fine  preachin'  from 

her  lips ! 
Why,  she  nez  taken  hunderds  from  our 

ships. 
An'  would  agin,  an'  swear  she  had  a 

right  to, 
£f  we  wam't  strong  enough  to  be  perlite 

to.  • 
Of  all  the  sarse  thet  I  can  call  to  mind, 
England  doos  make  the  most  onpleasant 

kind : 
It 's  you  're  the  sinner  oilers,  she  's  the 

saint; 
Wut 's  good  *s  all  English,  all  thet  is  n't 

ain't; 
Wut  profits  her  is  oilers  riglit  an'  just, 
An'  ef  you  don't  read  Scriptur  so,  you 

must ; 
She  's  praised  herself  outil  she  fairly 

thinks' 
There  ain't  no  light  in  Natur  when  she 

winks ; 
Hain't  she  the  Ten  Comnian'ments  in 

her  pus  ? 
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Could  the  world  stir  'thont  she  went,  to, 

Ez  though  she  done  it  all,  an'  ten  times 

esnuBl 

uioi-e. 

She  ain't  like  other  mortaUi,  thet*8  a 

An'  uothiu'  never  hed  gut  done  afore. 
Nor  never  could  agin',  'thout  she  wuz 

fact: 

She  never  stopped  the  haboiKCorpaa  act, 

spliced 

Nor  specie  payments,  nor  she  never  vet 
Cat   down  the  infrest  on  her  public 

On  to  one  eend  an'  gin  th'  old  airth  a 

hoist. 

debt; 

She  w  some  punkins,  thet  I  wun't  deny. 

She  don't  put  down  rebellions,  lets  'em 

breed. 
An'  's  oilers  willin'  Ireland  should  se- 

(For ain't  she  some  related  to  you  'n' 

1?) 
But  there  's  a  few  small  intrists  here 

cede; 

below 

She's  all  thet's  hoDest,  honnable,  an* 

Outside  the  counter  o'  John  Bull  an* 

fair, 

Co, 

An'  when  the  vartoos  died  they  made 
her  heir.                                          ^ 

ibiJ.                I'ley  can't  conceit  how 't 
I  g,.^ ^.  ....   i^uM  druv  down  Creation's 

THE   MONIMBinr. 

^\i\Ms        1 

Wal,  wal,  two  wrongs  don*t  never  mj/U 

*tliont  \m  tprt  helpin*  from  the  British 

aright;                                    K[ 
Kf  we  're  mistaken,  own  up,  an'  oVl 

An'  ot\i\\t  Goytftrive  to  keep  things  pooty 

fiKht:                                           W 
For  gracious*  sake,  ha'n't  we  enough  to 

du 
'ihout  gettin'  up  a  fight  with  England, 

BC^ey  Tithdrawed  from  business  in  a 
^  liiiif ; 

1  ha'  n't  no  patience  with  sech  swellin' 

tu? 

fellers  ez 

She  thinks  we  're  rabble-rid  — 

Think  God  can't  forge  'thout  them  to 
blow  the  beUerses. 

THE  BRIDGE. 

THE  MONIMENT. 

An*  80  we  can*t 

Distinguish   'twixt    You   ought  iCt  an' 
You  sha*  n't  I 

You  're  oilers  quick  to  set  your  back 

aridge. 
Though  't  suits  a  tom-cat    more  'n  a 

She  jedges  by  herself ;  she  's  no  idear 
How  't  stiddies  folks  to  give  'em  their 

sober  bridge  : 

fair  sheer: 

Don't  you  git  het :  they  thought  the 

th  ng  was  pluined  ; 
They  '11  cool   off  when  they  come  to 

The  odds  'twixt  her  an'  us  is  plain  's  a 

steeple,  — 

Her  People  's  turned  to  Mob,  our  Mob 's 

understand. 

turned  People. 

THE  BRIDOE. 

THE  MON/MENT. 

She's  riled  jes' now— 

Ef  Ihet  's  wut  you  expect,   you  '11  hev 
to  wait : 

THE  BRIliGE. 

Folks  never  understand  the  folks  they 
hate  : 

Plain  proof  her  cause  ain't  strong,  — 

She  '11  fin'  some  other  grievance  jest  ez 

The  one'thet  fust  gits  mad 's  'most  oilers 

good. 

wrong. 

'fore  the  month 's  out,  to  git  misunder- 

Why, seuce  she  helped  in  lickin'  Nap  the 

stood. 

Fust, 

Engknd  cool  off !    She  '11  do  it,  ef  she 

An'  pricked    a   bubble   jest  agoin'  to 

bUHt, 

sees 

She  's  run  her  head  into  a  swann  o* 

With  Rooshy,  Prooshy,  Austry,  all  as- 

bees. 

1                sistin'. 

I  ain't  so  prejudiced  ez  wut  you  spose  : 
I  hev   thought  England  was  the  best 

j         Th'  ain't  nut  a  face  but  wut  she  *s  shook 

her  fist  in, 

thet  goes ; 
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Bemember  (no,  yoa  cau't),  when  /  was 

reared, 
God  save  the  King  was  all  the  tune  you 

heei-d  : 
But  it 's  enough  to  turn  Wachuset  it)un' 
This  stumpin'  fellers  when  you  think 

they  're  down. 

THE  MONIMENT. 

But,  neighbor,  ef  they  prove  their  claim 

at  law, 
The  best  way  is  to  settle,  an'  not  law. 
An*  don't  le'  's  mutter  'bout  the  awfle 

bricks  .t^»,«r^  (i  A  fore  my  nose  foreits  it 's  hed  a  tweak 

^tm  m  mi 


TUB  BRIDOX. 

I  'gree  to  thet ;  she  's  nigh  us  to  wut 

France  is; 
But  then  she  '11  hev  to  make  the  fust 

advances ; 
We  've  gut  pride,  tu,  an'  gut  it  by  good 

rights, 
An*  ketch  me  stoopin'  to  pick  up  the 

mites 
0'  condescension  she  '11  be  lettin'  fall 
When  she  finds  out  we  ain't  dead  arter 

all! 
I  tell  ye  vrut,  it  takes  more  *n  one  good 

week 


We  '11  give  'em,  ef  we 

fix: 
That  'ere 's  most  frequl 

talk 
Of  critters  can't  be  ki  ki 

chalk; 
Your    "You  11    see    ne^' 

**  Look  out  bumby  1 " 
'Most  oilers  ends  in  eatin'  umble-pl 
'T  wun't  pay  to  scringe  to  England : 

will  it  pay 
To  fear  that  meaner  buUy,  old  "They  '11 

say"? 
Suppose  they  du  8a,y  :  words  are  dreffle 

bores. 
But  they  ain't  quite  so  bad  ez  seventy- 
fours. 
Wut  England  wants  is  jest  a  wedge  to 

fit 
Where  it  '11  help  to  widen  out  our  split : 
She 's  found  her  wedge,  an'  't  aiil't  for 

us  to  come 
An'  lend  the  beetle  thet's  to  drive  it 

home. 
For  growed-up  folks  like  us  *t  would  be 

a  scandle, 
When  we  git  sarsed,  to  fly  right  ofl"  the 

handle. 
England  ain't  cUl  bad,  coz  she  thinks 

us  blind  : 
Ef  she  can't  change  her  skin,  she  can 

her  mind ; 
An'  we  shall  see  her  change  it  double- 
quick, 
Soon  ez  we  've  proved  thet  we  *re  a-goin' 

to  lick. 
She  an'  Columby 's  gut  to  be  fas'  friends : 
For  the  world  prospers  by  their  privit 

ends : 
T  would  put  the  clock  back  all  o'  fifty 

years 
If  they  should  fall  together  by  the  ears. 


THE  MONIMENT. 

'11  come  out  right  bumby,  thet  I  '11 


ez  she  gits  to  seein'  we  're  of  ago  ; 
talkin'  down  o*   hers  ain't  wuth 
a  fuss ; 

It 's  UHt'ral  ez  nut  likin'  *t  is  to  us ; 

Ef  we  're  agoin'  to  prove  we  be  growed- 
up, 

'T  wunt  be  by  barkin'  like  a  tarrier  pup. 

But  tumin'  to  an'  luakin'    things  ez 
good 

Ez  wut  we  're  oilers  braggin'  that  we 
could ; 

We  're  boun*  to  be  good  friends,  an'  so 
we  'd  ouffhto. 

In  spite  of  a&  the  fools  both  sides  the 
water. 

THE   BRIDGE. 

I  b'lieve  thet 's  so ;  but  hearken  in  your 

ear,  — 
I  'm  older  'n  you,  —  Peace  wun't  keep 

house  witn  Fear : 
Ef  you  want  peace,  the  thing  you  've 

cut  to  du 
Is  jes  to  show  you  *re  up  to  fightin',  tu. 
/recollect  how  sailoiV  rights  was  won. 
Yard  locked  in  yard,  hot  gun-lip  kissin' 

gun: 
Why,  afore  thet,  John  Bull  sot  up  thet 

he 
Hed  gut  a  kind  o'  mortgage  on  the  sea ; 
You  d  thought  he  held  by  Gran'ther 

Adam's  will, 
An'  ef  you  knuckle  down,  he  '11  think 

so  still. 
Better  thet  all  our  ships  an'  all  their 

crews 
Should  sink  to  rot  in  ocean's  dreamless 

ooze. 
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Each  torn  flag  wavin'  challenge  ez  it 

An'  my  experunce,  —  tell  ye  wut  it 's 

went. 

ben: 

An'  each  dumb  gun  a  brave  man's  moni- 

Folks  thet  worked  thorough  was  the 

ment, 

ones  thet  thriv. 

Than  'seek  sech  peace  ez  only  cowards 

But  bad  work  follers  ye  ez  long  's  ye 

crave: 

live; 

Give  ine  the  peace  of  dead  men  or  of 

You  can't  git  red  on  't ;  jest  ez  sure  ez 

brave  I 

sin. 
It 's  oilers  askin'  to  be  done  agin : 
Ef  we  should  part,  it  wouldn't  be  a 

THB  MONIMENT. 

I  say,  ole  boy,  it  ain't  the  Glorious 
Fourth: 

week 

'Fore  your  soft-soddered  peace  ^ould 

You  *d  oughto  lamed  'fore  this  wnt  talk 

spring  aleak. 

wuz  worth. 

We  've  turned  our  cuff's  up,  but,  to  put 

It  ain't  owr  nose  thet  gits  put  out  o' 

her  thni, 

jint; 

Mtam^A^|^;yl  an'  off  with  jackets, 

It  s  England  thet  gives  up  her  de^rf-t 

tu    ,       ■ 

pint                                                  W  ^f\Lu  I  d%  tfi  ii'ink  thet  killin'  ain't 

We  've  gut,  I  tell  ve  now,  enough  to  iluJ|       pMtlit#,  -^||^ 

In  our  own  fem'ly  fight,  afore  wp^  i  f ti  vo  ^i%  m  be  in  aimest,  ef  you 

thru.                                        V^            ii^'liij   m 

I  hoped,  las'  spring,  jest  arter  SuBflpf  * 

^IvT,   twoWida  o'  the  Rebbles  'ould 

sluuue. 

lUt  ^ff. 

When  every  flag-staff  flapped  its  teth- 
ered flame. 

tfc^ey^oiice  thought  thet  GuVment 
^^eant  to  hurt; 

An*  all  the  people,  startled  from  their 

An'  I  du  wish  our  Gin'rals  hed  in  mind 

doubt, 

The  folks  in  front  more  than  the  folks 

Come  must'rin'  to  the  flag  with  sech  a 

behind; 

shout,  — 

You  wun't  do  much  ontil  you  think  it 's 

I  honed  to  see  things  settled  'fore  this 

God, 

An'  not  constitooonts,  thet  holds  the 

The  Rebbles  licked,  Jeflf  Davis  hanged. 

rod; 

an*  all ; 

We  want  some  more  o*  Gideon's  sword, 

Then  come  Bull  Run,  an*  aencA  then 

Ijedge, 

1  've  ben  waitin' 

For  proclamations  ha'n't  no  gret  of  edge ; 
There  's  nothin'  for  a  cancer  but  the 

Like  boys  in  Jennooary  thaw  for  skatin*. 

Nothin'  to  du  but  watch  my  shadder's 

knife. 

trace 

Onless  you  set  by  't  more  than  by  your 

Swing,  like  a  ship  at  anchor,  roun*  my 

life. 

base. 

/'ve  seen  hard  times ;  I  see  a  war  begun 

With  daylight's   flood   an*  ebb:   it's 

Thet  folks  thet  love  their  bellies  never  'd 

gittin'  slow. 
An'  I  'most  think  we  'd  better  let  'em  go. 

won; 

Pharo's  lean  kine  hung  on  for  seven  long 

I  tell  ye  wut,  this  war's  a-goin'   to 

year; 

cost  — 

But  when  't  was  done,  we  did  n't  count 
it  dear. 

THS  BRIDGE. 

Why,  law  an'  order,  honor,  civil  right. 

An'  I  tell  yov,  it  wun't  be  money  lost ; 

Ef  they  aiiCt  wuth  it,  wut  is  wuth  a 

fi^ht? 
I  'm  older  'n  you :  the  plough,  the  axe. 

]          Taxes  milks  dry,  but,  neighbor^  you  '11 

allow 

1         Thet  havln'  things  onsettled  kills  the 

the  mill, 

cow: 

All  kin's  0*  labor  an'  all  kin's  o'  skill. 

We  've  gut  to  fix  this  thing  for  good  an' 

Would  be  a  rabbit  in  a  wile-cat's  claw. 

all; 

Ef 't  wam't  for  thet  slow  critter,  'stab- 

It 's  no  use  buildin'  wut 's  a-£K>in'  to  fall. 

lished  law ; 

I  *m  older  'n  you,  an*  I  *ve  seen  things 

Onsettle  thet,  an'  all  the  world  goes 

an  men«                                             | 

whiz, 

262 


THE  BIGLOW  PAPERS. 


A  screw  *a  gut  loose  in  everythin*  there 
is: 

Good  buttresues  once  settled,  don't  you 
fret 

An'  stir  'em ;  take  a  bridge's  word  for 
thet! 

Yoong  folks  are  smart,  but  all  ain't  good 
that 's  new ; 

1  guess  the  gran'thers  they  knowed  sun- 
thin',  tu. 

THE  MONIMENT. 

Amen  to  thet !  build  sure  in  the  begin- 

nin': 
An'  tiien  don't  never  tech  the_underpii 

nin' : 
Th'  older  a  gur'nieni 

suits; 
New  ones  hunt  folk^'&, 

boots: 
Change  jes'  for  chaupf 

hotels 
Where  they  shift  plates, 

on  smells. 

THE  BRIDGE. 

Wal,  don't  give  up  afore  the  ship  goes 

dovm : 
It 's  a  stiff  gale,  but  Providence  wun't 

drown; 
An'  God  wun't  leave  us  yit  to  sink  or 

swim, 
£f  we  don't  fail  to  du  wut  's  right  by 

Him. 
This  land  o'  oum,  I  tell  ye,  's  gut  to  be 
A  better  country  than  man  ever  see. 
1  feel  my  sperit  swellin'  with  a  cry 
Thet  seems  to  say,   "Break  forth  an' 

prophesy ! " 
O  strange  New  World,  thet  yit  wast 

never  young. 
Whose  youth  from  thee  by  gripin*  need 

was  wrunfj^,  ^ 

Brown  foundlm'  o'  the  woods,  whose 

baby-bed 
Was  prowled  roun'  by  the  Iigun's  crack- 

Im'  tread. 
An'  who  grew'st  strong  thru  shifts  an' 

wants  an'  pains, 
Nussed  by  stem  men  with  empires  in 

their  brains. 
Who  saw  in  vision  their  young  Ishmel 

strain 
With  each  hard  hand  a  vassal  ocean's 

mane. 
Thou,  skilled  by  Freedom  an'  by  gret 

events 


To  pitch  new  States  ez  Old- World  men 

pitch  tents. 
Thou,  taught  by  Fate  to  know  Jehovah's 

plan 
Thet  man's  devices  can't  unmake  a  man. 
An'  whose  free  latch-string  never  was 

drawed  in 
Against  the  poorest  child  of  Adam's 

kin, — 
The   grave's   not    dug   where   traitor 

hands  shall  lay 
In  fearful   haste    thy  murdered  corse 

away ! 
I  see  — 

Jest  here  some  dogs  beeun  to  bark, 
So  thet  I  lost  old  Concord's  uist  remark : 
1  lUtened  long,  but  all  I  seemed  to  hear 
M'as  dead  leaves  gossipin'  on  some  birch- 
trees  near; 

ez  they  ned  n't  no  gret  things  to 

«y» 

^^  jed  'em  often,  I  come  right  away, 
,  walkin'  home'ards,  jest  to  pass  the 
time, 
I  put  some  thoughts  thet  bothered  me 

in  rhyme ; 
I  hain't  hed  time  to  fairly  try  'em  on. 
But  here  they  be  —  it 's 


JONATHAN  TO  JOHN. 

It  don't  seem  hardly  right,  John, 
When  both  my  hands  was  full. 
To  stump  me  to  a  fiffht,  John,  — 
Your  cousin,  tu,  John  Bull ! 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  *'  I  guess 
We  know  it  now,"  sez  he, 
"The  lion's  paw  is  all  the  law, 
Accordin'  to  J.  B., 
Thet 's  fit  for  you  an*  me ! " 

You  wonder  why  we  *re  hot,  John  ? 

Your  mark  wuz  on  the  guns, 
The  neutral  guns,  thet  shot,  John, 
Our  brothers  an'  our  sons : 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  "I  guess 
There 's  human  blood,"  sez  he, 
**  By  fits  an'  starts,  in  Yankee  hearts, 
Thouffh  't  may  surprise  J.  B. 
More  n  it  would  you  an*  me." 


Ef  /  turned  mad  doers  loose,  John, 
On  your  front-parlor  stairs. 

Would  it  jest  meet  vour  views,  John, 
To  wait  an'  sue  tueir  heirs  T 
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■  s*    ' 


Ofp  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  "I  guess, 
1  on'y  guess,**  sez  he, 
"  Thet  ef  V^ttel  on  his  toes  fell, 
'T  would  kind  o'  rile  J.  B., 
£z  wal  ez  you  an'  me  1  '* 

Who  made  the  law  thet  hurts,  John, 

Heads  I  win,  —  diUo  tails  ? 
**  J.  B."  was  on  his  shirts,  John, 
Onless  my  memory  fails, 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  "  I  guess 
(I  *m  good  at  thet),**  sez  he, 
"Thet   sauce  for  goose  ain't  Jest  the 
juice 
For  ganders  with  J.  B., 
No  more 'n  with  you  or  me  !" 


When 


was   oar    wt^  » 


i 


your    rights 
John, 
You  did  n*t  stop  for  fuss,  — 
Britanny's  trident  prongs,  John, 
Was  good  *nough  law  for  us. 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  "I  guess, 
Though  phvsic  *s  good,"  sez  he, 
"  It  does  n't  loller  thet  he  can  swaller 
Prescriptions  signed  V.  ^.,' 
Put  up  by  you  an'  me  !  " 

We  own  the  ocean,  tu,  John  : 

You  mus'  n'  take  it  hard, 
£f  we  can't  think  with  you,  John. 

It  *s  jest  your  own  back-yard. 

Ole  Uncle  8.  sez  he,  '*1  guess, 

>^         £f  thet  *s  his  claim,'  sez  he, 

"  The  fencin' -stuff  '11  cost  enough 

To  bust  up  friend  J.  B., 

£z  wal  ez  you  an'  me  ! " 

Why  talk  so  dreffle  big,  John, 

Of  honor  when  it  meant 
You  did  n't  care  a  fig,  John, 
But  jest  for  ten  per  cent  ? 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  **  I  guess 
He 's  like  the  rest,**  sez  he  : 
"  When  all  is  done,  it 's  number  one 
Thet 's  nearest  to  J.  B., 
Ez  wal  ez  f  you  an'  me  t  " 

We  give  the  critters  back,  John, 

Cos  Abram  thought 't  was  right ; 
It  wam't  your  bullvin'  clack,  John, 
Provokin'  us  to  fight. 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  **I  guess 
We  've  a  hard  row,"  sez  he, 
"To  hoe  jest  now  ;  but  thet  somehow. 
May  happen  to  J.  B., 
Ez  wal  SE  you  an'  me  ! " 


We  ain't  so  weak  an'  poor,  John, 

With  twenty  million  people, 
An'  close  to  every  door,  John, 
A  school-house  an*  a  steeple. 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  "I  guess. 
It  is  a  fact,"  sez  he, 
"The  surest  plan  to  make  a  Man 
Is,  think  him  so,  J.  B., 
Ez  much  ez  you  or  me !" 

Our  folks  believe  in  Law,  John ; 

An'  it 's  for  her  sake,  now. 
They  've  left  the  axe  an'  saw,  John, 

The  anvil  an'  the  plough. 
^hll0|IP||^||||S.  sez  he,  "  I  guess, 
■       Ef  YunmBfor  law,"  sez  he. 


''Thta  4  Im»  Bp  s] 
An'  ihr.'t4Vtsi 


hindy  from  here  to 


siiit  J.  B. 
(^^  '  i^t  'twixt  you  an'  me  1 ) " 


\V<<  k^jdP've  got  a  cause,  John, 

j^ryj^Hoiit'st,  just,  an'  ti-ue  ; 

^MHTought  *t  would  win  applause,  John, 
Ef  nowneres  else,  from  you. 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  "I  guess 
His  love  of  right,"  sez  he, 

"  Hangs  by  a  rotten  fibre  o*  cotton  : 
There 's  nattgr'  in  J.  K, 
Ez  wal  'z  in  yon  an*  me !  '* 

The  South  says,  "-Ptwr  folks  down/** 
John, 
An'  **All  men  up  t "  say  we,  — 
White,  yaller,  black,  an'  brown,  John  : 
Now  which  is  your  idee  ? 
Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  "1  ffuess, 
John  preaches  wal,"  sez  he  ; 
"  But,  sermon  thru,  an'  come  to  dw. 
Why,  there 's  the  old  J.  B. 
A  crowdin'  you  an'  me  !  *' 

Shall  it  be  love,  or  hate,  John  ? 

It  *8  you  thet 's  to  decide  ; 
Ain  't  yimr  bonds  held  by  Fate,  John, 
Like  all  the  world's  beside  f 
Ole  Uncle  8.  sez  he,  "  I  guess 
Wise  men  foi^ve,"  sez  he, 
"  But  not  foreit ;  an'  some  time  yit 
Thet  truth  may  strike  J.  B., 
Ez  wal  ez  you  an'  me  ! " 

God  means  to  make  this  land,  John, 

Clear  thru,  from  sea  to  sea. 
Believe  an'  understand,  Jolm, 

The  tru/A  o'  bein'  free. 
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Ole  Uncle  S.  sez  he,  **  I  gviess, 
Gotl's  ^)rice  is  high,"  sez  he  ; 
"  But  nothm*  e*  je  thSn  wut  He  sells 
Wears  lonff,  an*  thet  J.  B. 
May  larn,  like  you  an*  n^e  ! " 


No.  III. 

BIRDOFREDUM    SAWIN,    ESQ.,    TO 
MR.   HOSEA  BIGLOW. 

With  the  following  Letter  frmnVi^  Rev- 

EBEMD  HOMEB  Wll, 

TO    THE    EDITORS    Of'THL 
J^NTf*! 

•JAi 

Respected  Friends, 
self, — and  surely  a  m^ 
supposed  to  have  oveiiMssi 
fourscore  years  without  ^^^^ 

f>roticiency  in  that  most  useful  T>l^l^of 
earning  («  ccelo  descendity  says  the  pa^au 
poet),  —  I  have  no  great  smack  of  that 
weakness  which  would  press  upon  the  pub- 
lick  attention  any  matter  pertaining  to  my 
})rivate  affairs.  But  since  the  following 
etter  of  Mr.  Sawin  contains  not  only  a  di- 
rect allusion  to  myself,  but  that  in  connec- 
tion with  a  topick  of  interest  to  all  those 
engaged  m  the  publick  ministrations  of  the 
sanctuary,  I  may  be  pardoned  for  touching 
briefly  thereupon.  Mr.  Sawin  was  never 
a  stated  attendant  upon  my  preaching,  — 
never,  as  I  believe,  even  an  occasional  one, 
since  the  erection  of  the  new  house  (where 
we  now  worth ip )  in  1 845.  He  did,  indeed, 
for  a  time,  s.ipply  a  not  unacceptable  bass 
in  the  choir;  but,  whether  on  some  um- 
brage {omnibua  hoc  vitium  est  catUoribus) 
taken  against  the  bass-viol,  then,  and  till 
his  decea.se  in  1850  (op^  77,)  under  the  charge 
of  Mr.  Asaph  Perley,  or,  as  was  reported 
by  others,  on  account  of  an  imminent  sub- 
scription for  a  new  bell,  he  thenceforth  ab- 
sented himself  from  all  outward  and  visible 
communion.  Yet  he  seems  to  have  pre- 
served (alld  menle  repostnm),  as  it  were, 
in  the  pickle  of  a  mind  soured  by  prejudice, 
a  lastmg  scunner,  as  he  would  ciEtll  it, 
against  our  staid  and  decent  form  of  wor- 
ship ;  for  I  would  rather  in  that  wise  in- 
terpret his  fling,  than  suppose  that  any 
chance  tares  sown  by  my  pulpit  discourses 
should  survive  so  long,  while  good  seed  too 
often  fails  to  root  itself.  I  humbly  tnist 
that  I  have  no  personal  feeling  in  the  mat- 
ter ;  though  I  know  that,  if  we  sound  any 


man  deep  enough,  our  lead  shall  bringnp 
the  mud  of  human  nature  at  last.    The 


specially  busy  among  my  flock,  yet 
e  1  seen  enousrh  to  nutke  me  sometimes 


Bretons  believe  in  an  evil  spirit  which  they 
call  ar  ch/yuskezik,  wliose  office  it  is  to 
make  the  congr^ation  drowsy :  and  though 
I  have  never  haa  reason  to  think  tliat  he 
was 

have  r  seen  enough  1 
regret  the  hinged  seats  of  the  ancient  meet- 
ing-house, whose  lively  clatter,  not  unwill-j 
ingly  intensified  by  boys  beyond  eyeshot 
of  the  tlthing-nian,  served  at  intenrals  as  a 
wholesome  riveil.  It  is  true,  I  have  num- 
bered among  my  parishioners  some  who  are 
proof  against  the  prophylactick  fennel,  nay, 
whose  gift  of  somnolence  rivalled  tliat  of 
the  Cretan  Rip  Van  Winkle,  Epimeuides, 
^nd  who,  nevertheless,  complained  not  so 
uuch  of  the  substance  as  of  the  length  of 
my  (by  tlieni  unheard)  discourses.  Some 
jenious  persori^  of  a  phiiosophick  turn 
assured  us  that  our  pulpits  were  set 
igh,  and  that  the  soporihck  tendency 
ied  with  the  ratio  of  the  angle  in 
ifeh  the  hearer's  eye  was  constrained  to 
iiiek  the  preacher.  This  were  a  curious 
topick  for  investigation.  There  can  be  no 
doubt  that  some  sermons  ai'e  pitched  too 
high,  and  I  remember  many  struggles  with 
the  drowsy  fiend  in  my  youth.  Happy 
Saint  Anthony  of  Padua,  whose  finny  aco- 
lytes, however  they  might  profit,  could 
never  murm  ur  !  Quare/remMcrunt  gentes  t 
Who  is  he  that  can  twice  a  week  be  in- 
spired, or  has  eloquence  {ut  ita  dicam) 
always  on  tap?  A  good  man,  and,  next 
to  Daviil,  a  sacred  poet  (himself,  haply, 
not  inexpert  of  evil  in  this  particular), 
has  said, — 

**  The  worst  speak  something  good :  if  all  want 
sense, 
God  takes  a  text  and  preacheth  patience." 

There  are  one  or  two  other  pointa4Q  Mr. 
Sawin's  letter  which  I  would  also  briefly 
animadvert  upon.  And  first,  concemin'g 
the  claim  he  sets  up  to  a  certain  superiori- 
ty of  blood  and  lineage  in  the  people  of  our 
Southern  States,  now  unhappily  in  rel>el- 
liou  against  lawful  authority  and  their  own 
better  interests.  There  is  a  sort  of  opin- 
ions, anachronisms  at  once  and  anachor- 
isms,  foreign  both  to  the  age  and  the  coun- 
try, that  maintain  a  feeble  and  buzzing 
existence,  .scarce  to  be  called  life,  like  win- 
ter flies,  which  in  mild  weather  crawl  out 
from  obscure  nooks  and  crannies  to  expati- 
ate in  the  sun,  and  sometimes  acquire  vigor 
enough  to  disturb  with  their  enforced  fa- 
miliarity the  studious  hours  of  the  scholar. 
One  of  the  most  stupid  and  pertinacious 
of  these  is  the  theory  that  the  Southern 
States  were  settletl  by  a  class  of  emigrants 
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from  the  Old  World  sociaUy  superior  to 
those  who  founded  the  iuMtitutions  of  New 
England.  Tlie  Virginians  enpecially  lav 
claim  to  this  generosity  of  lineage,  which 
were  of  no  possible  account,  were  it  not 
for  the  fact  that  such  superstitions  are 
sometimes  not  without  their  elfect  on  the 
course  of  human  affairs.  The  early  adven- 
turers to  Massachusetts  at  least  paid  their 
]>assages ;  no  felons  were  ever  shipped 
thither ;  and  though  it  be  tnie  that  many 
dehoshed  vounger  brothers  of  what  are 
calle<l  goo<)  faiiiilies  may  have  sought  ref- 
uge in  Virginia,  it  is  equally  certain  that  a 
great  part  of  the  early  deportations  thither 
were  tne  sweepings  of  the  London  streets 
and  the  leavings  of  the  London  stews.  It 
was  this  my  Lord  Bacon  had  in  mind  when 
he  wrote  :  "  It  is  a  shameful  and  unblessed 
thing  to  take  the  scum  of  people  and  wicked 
condemned  men  to  l)e  the  people  with  whom 
you  plant.'*  That  certain  names  are  found 
there  is  nothing  to  the  puqx>se,  for,  even 
had  an  alias  been  beyond  tne  invention  of 
the  knaves  of  that  generation,  it  is  known 
that  servants  were  often  called  by  their 
masters'  names,  as  slaves  are  now.  On 
what  the  heralds  call  the  spindle  side,  some, 
at  least,  of  the  oldest  Virginian  families 
are  descended  from  matrons  who  were  ex- 
ported and  sold  for  so  many  hogsheads  of 
tobacco  the  head.  So  notorious  was  this, 
that  it  became  one  of  the  jokes  of  contem- 
porary playwrights,  not  only  that  men 
oankrupt  in  purse  and  character  were  "food 
for  the  Plantations"  (and  this  before  the 
settlement  of  New  England),  but  also  that 
any  drab  would  suffice  to  wive  such  pitiful 
adventurers,  "  Never  choose  a  wife  as  if 
you  were  going  to  Vii-ginia,"  says  Middle- 
ton  in  one  of  his  comedies.  The  mule  is 
apt  to  forget  all  but  the  equine  side  of  his 
pedigree.  How  early  the  counterfeit  no- 
bilitv  of  the  Old  Bom'inion  became  a  topick 
of  rirUcule  in  the  Mother  Country  may  be 
learned  from  a  play  of  Mrs.  Behn  s,  found- 
ed on  the  Rebellion  of  Bacon :  for  even 
these  kennels  of  literature  may  yield  a  fact 
or  two  to  pay  the  raking.  Mrs.  Flirt,  the 
keeper  of  a  Virginia  ordinary,  calls  herself 
the  daughter  of  a  baronet  "  undone  in  the 
late  rebellion,"  —  her  father  having  in  truth 
been  a  tailor,  —  and  three  of  the  Council, 
assuming  to  themselves  an  equal  splendor 
of  origin,  are  shown  to  have  been,  one  "  a 
broken  exciseman  wlio  came  over  a  poor 
servant,"  another  a  tinker  transported  for 
theft,  and  the  third  "a  common  pick- 
pocket often  floffged  at  the  cart's  tail." 
The  ancestry  of  South  Carolina  will  as  lit- 
tle pass  muster  at  the  HeraUl's  Visitation, 
though  I  hold  them  to  ha'-e  beeTi  more  rep- 
utable, inasmuch  as  many  of  them  were 


honest  tnuiesmen  and  artisans,  in  some 
measure  exiles  for  conscience'  sake,  who 
would  have  smiled  at  the  high-flying  non- 
sense of  their  descendants.  Some  of  the 
more  respectable  were  J  ews.  The  absurd- 
ity of  supposing  a  population  of  eight  mil- 
lions all  spnmg  from  gentle  loins  in  the 
course  of  a  century  and  a  half  is  too  mani- 
fest for  confutation.  But  of  what  use  to 
discuss  the  matter  ?  An  expert  genealogist 
will  provide  any  solvent  man  with  a  genus 
H  jrroavos  to  order.  My  Lord  Burleigh 
used  to  say,  with  Aristotle  and  the  Emperoi 
Frederick  11.  to  back  him,  i  hat "  nobility  was 
ancient  riches,"  whence  also  the  Spanish 
were  wont  to  call  their  nobles  ricot  hombres, 
and  the  aristoM^v  of  America  are  the  de- 
scendants of  t^Bfe|p  rirst  became  wealth v, 
bj^  whatever  i^^^^'etroletim  will  in  th'is 
wise  be  the  sou^^^^Mh  goi>d  blood  among 
our  posterity.^^jW  aristocracy  of  the 
South,  such  as  it  i^,^l|s  the  shallowest  of 
all  foundations,  for  iti^  only  skin-<leep,  — 
the  most  odious  of  al*  for,  while  affecting 
to  despise  trade,  it  traces  its  origin  to  a 
successful  traffick  in  men,  women,  and 
children,  and  still  draws  its  chief  revenues 
thence.  And  though,  as  Doctor  Chamber- 
layne  consolingly  says  in  his  Present  State 
tyf  Englatidj  "to  become  a  Merchant  of 
Foreign  Commerce,  without  serving  any 
Apprentisi^e,  hath  been  allowed  no  dis- 

f>aTagement  to  a  Gentleman  l)om,  especial* 
y  to  a  younger  Brother,"  yet  I  conceive 
that  he  would  hardly  have  made  a  like  ex- 
ception in  favour  of  the  particular  trade  in 
(juestion.  Oddly  enough  this  trade  reverses 
the  ordinary  standards  of  social  respecta- 
bility no  less  than  of  morals,  for  the  retail 
and  domestick  is  as  creditable  as  the  whole- 
sale and  foreign  is  degrading  to  him  who 
follows  It.  Are  our  morals,  tnen,  no  better 
than  nwres  after  all  ?  I  do  not  believe  that 
such  aristocracy  as  exists  at  the  South  (for 
I  hold  with  Marius,  fortissimum  quemque 
ffenerosissimmn)  will  be  found  an  element 
of  anything  like  persistent  strength  in  war, 

—  thinking  the  sayingof  Lord  Bacon  (whom 
one  quaintly  called  inductionis  domintis  et 
Verulaviii)M  tnie  as  it  is  pithy,  that  "the 
more  gentlemen,  ever  the  lower  books  of 
sub-sidies. "  It  is  odd  enough  as  an  histori- 
cal precedent,  that,  while  the  fathers  of 
New  England  were  laying  de^p  in  religion, 
education,  and  freedom  the  basis  of  a  pol- 
ity which  lias  substantially  outlasted  any 
then  existing,  the  first  work  of  the  founders 
of  Virginia,'  as  may  be  seen  in  Wingileld's 
Memorirdj  was  conspiracy  and  rebellion, 

—  odder  yet,  as  showmg  the  changes  which 
are  wrought  by  circumstance,  that  the  first 
insurrection  in  South  Carolina  was  afainst 
tiie  aristocratical  scheme  of  the  Proprietary 
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Government.  I  do  not  find  that  the  ciitic- 
olar  aristocracy  of  the  South  has  added 
anything  to  tlie  refinements  of  civilization 
except  the  carrying  of  bowie-knives  and  the 
chewing  of  tobacco,  —  a  high-toned  South- 
em  gentleman  being  commonly  not  only 
guadrumanous  bat  quidrmninant. 

I  confess  that  the  present  letter  of  Mr. 
Sawin  increases  my  aoubts  as  to  the  sin- 
cerity of  the  convictions  which  he  pro- 
fesses, and  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the 
triumph  of  the  legitimate  Government, 
sure  sooner  or  later  to  take  place,  will  find 
him  and  a  large  majority  of  his  newlv 
adopted  fellow-citizens  (who  hold  with 
Daedalus,  the  primal  sitter-on-the-fence, 
tliat  medium  tenere  tutisguaMm)  original 
Union  men.  The  criti^Hk>wards  the 
close  of  his  letter  on  c^^^K  our  failings 
are  worthy  to  be  serio^^^Vpended  ;  for 
he  is  not,  as  I  thinK^HffiPit  a  suice  of 
vulgar  shrewdness.  ,9!»  est  et  ah  hoste 
doceri :  there  is  no  reqjconing  without  your 
host.  As  to  the  goo<l-nature  in  us  which 
he  seems  to  gird  at,  while  I  would  not  con- 
secrate a  chapel,  as  they  have  not  scrupled 
to  do  in  France,  to  i\6tre  Dame  de  la 
Haine  (Our  Lady  of  Hate),  yet  I  cannot 
forget  that  the  corruption  of  good-nature 
is  the  generation  of  laxity  of  principle. 
Good-nature  isonrnatioual  characteristick ; 
and  though  it  be,  perhaps,  nothing  more 
than  a  culpable  weakness  or  cowardice, 
when  it  leads  us  to  put  up  tamely  with 
manifold  impositions  and  breaches  of  im- 
plied contracts,  (as  too  frequently  in  our 
publick  conveyances,)  it  becomes  a  positive 
crime,  when  it  leads  us  to  look  unresent- 
fnlly  on  peculation,  and  to  regard  treason 
to  the  best  Government  that  ever  existed 
as  something  with  which  a  gentleman  may 
xhake  hands  without  soiling  his  fingers. 
I  do  not  think  the  gallows-tree  the  most 
profitable  member  of  our  Sylva  ;  but,  since 
it  continues  to  be  planted,  I  would  fain 
see  a  Northern  limb  ingrafted  on  it,  that  it 
may  bear  some  other  fruit  than  loyal  Ten- 
nesseeans. 

A  relick  has  recently  been  discovered  on 
tlie  east  Imnk  of  Bushy  Brook  in  North 
Jaalam,  which  I  conceive  to  be  an  inscrip- 
tion in  Runick  characters  relating  to  the 
early  expedition  of  the  Northmen  to  this 
continent.  I  shall  make  fuller  investiga- 
tions, and  communicate  the  result  in  due 
season. 

Respectfully, 

Your  obedient  servant. 

Homer  Wilbur,  A.  M. 

P.  S.  —  1  inclose  a  year's  subscription 
from  Deacon  Tiokham.' 


I  HBD  it  on  my  min'  las'  time,  when  ] 

to  write  ye  started. 
To  tech  the  leadin'  featurs  o*  my  gittin' 

me  convarted ; 
But,  ez  my  letters  hez  to  go  cleam  roun' 

by  way  o*  Cuby, 
T  wun't  seem  no  staler  now  than  then, 

by  th'  time  it  gits  where  you  be. 
You  know  up  North,  though  sec«  ari 

things  air  plenty  ez  yon  please, 
Ther'  wam't  nut  one  on  *em  thet  come 

jes'  square  with  my  idees  : 
They  all  on  'em  wuz  too  much  mixed 

with  Covenants  o'  Works, 
An'  would  hey  answered  jest  ez  wal  for 

Afrikins  an'  Turks, 
Fer  where  's  a  Christian's  privilege  an' 

his  rewards  dnsuin', 
Ef    't ain't   perfessin'   right   an    eend 

'thoat  nary  need  o'  doin'? 
I  dessay  they  suit  workin'-folks  thet 

ain  t  noways  pertic'lar, 
But  nut  your  Southnn  gen'leman  thet 

keeps  his  parpendic'lar ; 
I  don't  blame  nary  man  thet  casts  his 

lot  along  o'  his  folks, 
But  ef  you  caVlate  to  save  m«,  't  must 

be  with  folks  thet  is  folks  ; 
CoVnants  o'  works  go  'ginst  my  grain, 

but  down  here  I  've  found  out 
The  true  fus'-fem'ly  A  1  plan,  —  here  *8 

how  it  come  about. 
When  I  fus*  sot  up  with  Miss  S.,  sez  she 

to  me,  sez  she, 
"Without   you  git  religion,   Sir,   the 

thing  can't  never  be; 
Not  but  wut  I  respeck,"  sez  she,  "  your 

intellectle  pai't. 
But  you  wun't  noways  du  for  me  athout 

a  change  o'  heart : 
Nothun  religion  works  wal  North,  but 

it 's  ez  soft  ez  spruce, 
Compared  to  oum,  for  keepin'  sound," 

sez  she,  "upon  the  goose  ; 
A  day's  experunce  'd  prove  to  ye,  ez 

easy  'z  pull  a  trigger, 
It  takes  the  Southnn  pint  o*  view  to 

raise  ten  bales  a  nigger ; 
You  'U  fin'  thet  human  natur',  South, 

ain't  wholesome  more  'n  skin-deep, 
An'  once  't  a  darkie  's  took  with  it,  he 

wun't  be  wuth  his  keep." 
"How  shell  I  git  it,  Ma'am?"  sez  I. 

"Attend  the  nex'  camp-meetin'," 
Sez  she,  "an'  it  '11  come  to  ye  ez  cheap 

ez  onbleached  sheetin'." 
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Wal,  80  I  went  along  on*  hearn  most  an 

impressive  sarmon 
Abont  besprinklin'  Afriky  with  fourth- 
proof  dew  o'  Harmon : 
He  did  n't  put  no  weaknin*  in,  but  gin  it 

tu  us  hot, 
*Z  ef  he  an'  Satan  'd  ben  two  bulls  in 

one  five-acre  lot : 
I  don't  purtend  to  foller  him,  but  give 

ye  jes'  the  heads; 
For  pulpit  ellerkence,  you  know,  'most 

oilers  kin*  o'  spreaids. 
Ham's  seed  wuz  gin  to  us  in  chaiige,  an' 

should  n't  we  be  li'ble 
In  KiD^om  Come,   ef  we  kep'  back 

their  priv'lege  in  the  Bible? 
The  cusses  an'  the  promerses  make  one 

gret  chain,  an'  ef 
You  snake  one  link  out  here,  one  there, 

how  much  on  't  ud  be  lef  ? 
All  thin^  wuz  gin  to  man  for 's  use,  his 

sarvice,  an  delight ; 
An'  don't  the  Qreek  an'  Hebrew  words 

thet  mean  a  Man  mean  White  ? 
Ain't  it  belittlin'  the  Good  Book  in  all 

its  pToudes'  featurs 
To  think  't  wuz  wrote  for  black  an' 

brown  an'  'lasses-colored  creature, 
Thet  could  n'  read  it,  ef  they  would, 

nor  ain't  by  lor  allowed  to, 
But  ough'  to  take  wut  we  think  suits 

their  naturs,  an'  be  proud  to  ? 
Wam't  it  more  prof  table  to  bring  your 

raw  materii  thru 
Where  you  can  work  it  inta  grace  an' 

inta  cotton,  tn. 
Than  sendin'    missionaries   out  where 

fevers  might  defeat  'em. 
An'  ef  the  butcher   did  n'  call,  their 

p'rishioners  might  eat  'emt 
An'  then,  agin,  wut  airthly  use  ?    Nor 

't  wam't  our  fault,  in  so  fur 
£z  Yankee  skippers  would  keep  on  a- 

totin'  on  'em  over. 
'T  improved  the  whites  hy  savin'  *em 

from  ary  need  o*  wurkin',       ' 
An'  kep'  the  blacks  from  bein'  lost  thru 

idleness  an*  shirkin' ; 
We  took  to  'em  ez  nat'ral  ez  a  barn-owl 

dooe  to  mice. 
An'  hed  our  hull  time  on  our  hands  to 

keep  us  out  o*  vice ; 
It  made  us  feel  ez  nop'lar  ez  a  hen  doos 

with  one  chicken. 
An*  fill  our  place  in  Natur's  scale  by 

givin'  'em  a  lickin' : 


For  why  should    Ciesar   git  his  dues 

more  'n  Juuo,  Pomp^  an'  Cuify  ? 
It 's  justifvin'  Ham  to  spare  a  nigger 

when  ne  's  stuffy. 
Where  'd  their  soles  go  tu,  like  to  know, 

ef  we  should  let  em  ketch 
Freeknowledfl^m    an'    Fourierism  an* 

Speritoolism  an'  sech  ? 
When  Satan  sets  himself  to  work  to 

raise  his  very  bes'  muss. 
He  scatters  roun'  onscriptur'l  views  re- 
latin'  to  Ones'mus. 
You'd  ough*  to  seen,  though,  how  his 

facs  an'  ai^nunce  an'  figgers 
Drawed  tears  a  real  conviction  from  a 

lot  o'  ^Ktet  nigsers ! 
It  wam't  IHHUbc^s  meetin',  where 

you  're^^^K  in  a  pew. 
Your  dickeyMI^B*  off  your  ears,  an* 

bilin*  to  be  tlmi ; 
Ther'  wuz  a  tent  dost  by  thet  hed  a  kag 

o*  sunthin*  in  it. 
Where  you  could  go,  ef  you  wuz  dry, 

an*  damp  ye  in  a  minute ; 
An'  ef  you  did  dror  off  a  spell,  ther' 

wuz  n't  no  occasion 
To  lose  the  thread,  because,  ye  see,  he 

bellered  like  all  Bashan. 
It 's  dry  work  foUerin'  argymunce  an' 

so,  'twix'  this  an'  thet, 
I  felt  conviction  weighin'  down  somehow 

inside  my  hat ; 
It  growed  an'  growed  like  Jonah's  gourd, 

a  kin*  o*  whirlin*  ketched  me, 
Ontil  I  fin'lly  clean  gin  out  an'  owned 

up  thet  he  d*  fetched  me  ; 
An'  when  nine  tenths  o'  th*  perrish 

took  to  tumblin'  roun*  an'  hollerin*, 
I  did  n'  fin'  no  gret  in  th'  way  o*  tumiu' 

tu  an'  foUerin'. 
Soon  ez    Miss    8.   see   thet,  sez   she, 

«•  Thet 's  wut  I  call  wuth  seein* ! 
Thet's  actin'  like  a  reas'nable  an*  in- 

tellectle  bein'  !" 
An'  so  we  fin'lly  made  it  up,  concluded 

to  hitch  bosses. 
An'  here  I  be  'n  my  ellermunt  among 

creation's  bosses ; 
Arter  I  'd  drawed  sech  heaps  o'  blanks, 

Fortiu  at  last  hez  sent  a  prize. 
An'  chose  me  for  a  shinin'  light  o'  mis- 
sionary entaprise. 

This  leads  me  to  another  pint  on  which 

I  *ve  changed  my  plan 
0*  thinkin'  so  's  't  I  might  become  a 

straight-out  Southun  man. 
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Miss  S.  (her  maiden  name  wnz  Higgs,  o* 

the  fua'  fem'Iy  here) 
On  her  Ma's  side  's  all  Juggernot,  on 

Pa's  all  Cavileer, 
An'  sence   I  've  menied  into  her  an' 

stept  into  her  shoes, 
It  ain't  more'n   nateral  thet  I  shonld 

modderfy  my  views : 
I  *ve  ben  a-reacUn'  in  Debow  ontil  1  're 

fairly  gnt 
So  'nlightened   thet  I  'd  fall  ez  lives 

ha^  ben  a  Dook  ez  nut ; 
An'  when  we  've  laid  ye  all  out  stiff,  an' 

Jeff  hez  gut  his  crown, 
An'  comes  to  pick  his  nobks  out,  vfun*t 

this  child  be  in  to^^B 
We'll  hev  an  Agc^^^vverlry  sur- 

passin'  Mister  ^^B^T 
Where  every  fem'Iy  pKs^Dcst  an'  nary 

white  man  works : 
Our  system 's  sech,  the  thing  '11  root  ez 

easv  oz  a  tater ; 
For  while  your  lords  in  furiin  parts 

ain't  noways  marked  by  natur , 
Nor  sot  apart  from  ornery  folks  in  fea- 

turs  nor  in  figgers, 
Ef  oum  '11  keep  their  faces  washed,  you  11 

know  'em  from  their  niggers. 
Ain't  sech  things  wuth  secedin*  for,  an* 

gittin'  red  o*  you 
Thet  waller  in  your  low  idees,  an'  will 

tell  all  is  blue  ? 
Fact  is,^o  air  a  different  race,  an*  I, 

for  )^  don't  see, 
Sech  havinT  oilers  ben  the  case,  how 

w'  ev^  did  agree. 
It 's  sun  thin'  thet  vou  lab' rin' -folks  up 

North  hed  ough'  to  think  on, 
Thet  Higgses  can't  bemean  themselves 

to  nilin'  by  a  Lincoln,  — 
Thet  zden,  (an'  guv'nors,  tu,)  thet  hez 

sech  Nonnal  names  ez  Pickens, 
Accustomed  to  no  kin'  o'  work,  'thout 

't  is  to  givin'  lickins. 
Can't  masure  votes  with  folks  thet  get ! 

their  livins  from  their  farms,         | 
An'  prob'lv  think  thet  Law 's  ez  good  ez 

nevin  coats  o'  arms.  I 

Sence  I  've  ben  here,  I  've  hired  a  chap 

to  look  about  for  me  | 

To  git  me  a  transplantable  an'  thrifty  i 

fem'ly-tree,  | 

An'  he  tells  me  the  Sawins  ia  ez  much 

o'  Normal  blood  I 

El  Pickens  an'  the  rest  on  'em,  an'  older 

'n  Noah's  flood.  I 


Your  Nonnal   schools  wun't   turn  ye 

into  Normals,  for  it 's  clear, 
Ef  eddykatin*  done  the  thing,  they  'd 

be  some  sknrcer  here. 
Pickenses,    Boggses,   Pettuses,    Magof- 

fins,  Letchers,    Polks,  — 
Where  can  you  scare  up  names  like 

them  among  your  mudsill  folks  ? 
Ther's  nothin'  to  compare  with  em', 

you  'd  fin',  ef  you  shonld  glance, 
Among  the  tip-top  femerlies  in  Englan*, 

nor  in  France : 
I  've  beam  from  'sponsible  men  whose 

word  wuz  full  ez  good 's  their  note, 
Men  thet  can  nm  their  face  for  drinks, 

an'  keep  a  Sunday  coat. 
That  they  wuz  all  on  'em  come  down, 

an'  come  down  pooty  fur. 
From  folks  thet,  'thout  their  crowns  wuz 

on,  ou'  doors  would  n*  never  stir, 
Nor  thet  ther'  wam't  a  Southun  man 

but  wut  wuz  primyfasky 
0'  the  bes'  blood  in  Europe,  yis,  an' 

Afriky  an'  Ashy-: 
Sech  bein'  the  case,  is 't  likelv  we  should 

bend  like  cotton  wickin , 
Or  set  down  under  anythin'  so  low-lived 

ez  a  lickin'  ? 
More  'n  this,  —  hain't  we  the  literatoor 

an  science,  tu,  bv  gony  f 
Hain't  we  them  intellectle  twins,  them 

giants,  Sinims  an'  Mauiy, 
Each  with  full  twice  the  ushle  brains, 

like  nothin'  thet  I  know, 
'thout 't  wuz  a  double-headed  calf  I  see 

once  to  a  show  ? 

For  all  thet,  I  wam't  jest  at  ftist  in  favor 

o*  secedin'  ; 
I  wuz  for  layin'  low  a  spell  to  find  out 

where  *t  wuz  leadin , 
For  hevin'  Sonth-Carliny  try  her  hand 

at  sepritnationin'. 
She  takin   resks  an'  findin'  fund%  an' 

we  co-operationin',  — 
I  meah  a  kin'  o'  hangin'  roun'  an'  set- 
tin'  on  the  fence. 
Till  Prov'dunce  pinted  how  to  jump  an' 

save  the  most  expense  ; 
I  recollected  thet  'ere  mine  o'  lead  to 

Shiraz  Centre 
Thet  bust  up  Jabez  Pettibone,  an'  didn't 

want  to  ventur* 
'Fore  I  wus  sartin  wut  come  out  ud  pay 

for  wut  went  in. 
For  swappin'  silver  off  for  lead  ain't  the 

sure  way  to  win  ; 
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(An*,  fact,  it  doos  look  now  ez  though  — 

but  folks  must  live  an'  lam — 
We  should  git  lead,   an'   more  *n  we 

want,  out  o*  the  Old  Consani ; 
But  when  1  see  a  man  so  wise  an'  lionesl 

ez  Buchanan 
A-lettin*  us  hev  all  the  forts  an*  all  the 

arms  an'  cannon, 
Admittin'  we  wuz  nat'lly  right  an'  you 

wuz  nat'llv  wrong, 
Coz  you  wuz  lab'rin'-folks  an'  we  wuz 

wut  they  call  bwig-iong. 
An*  coz  there  wam't    uo  fight  in  ye 

more  'n  in  a  mashed  potater, 
While  two  o'  iis  can't  skurcely  meet  but 

wut  wp  fight  by  natur', 
An'  th'  ain't  a  bar-room  here  would  pay 

for  o]^nin'  on  't  a  night, 
Without  It  giv  the  priverlege  o'  bein* 

shot  at  sight, 
Wliich  proves  we  're  Natur's  noblemen, 

with  whom  it  don't  surprise 
The  British  aristoxy  should  feel  boun' 

to  sympathize,  — 
Seein'  all  this,  an'  seein*,  tu,  the  thing 

wuz  strikin'  roots 
While  Uncle  Sam  sot  still  in  hopes  thet 

some  one  'd  bring  his  boots, 
I  thought  th'  ole  Union's  hoops  wuz  off, 

an  let  myself  be  sucked  in 
To  rise  a  peg  an*  jine  the  crowd  thet 

went  for  reconstructin*,  — 
Thet  is  to  hev  the  pardnershlp  under 

th'  ole  name  continner 
Jeat  ez  it  wuz,  we  drorrin'  pay,  yoti 

findin*  bone  an'  sinner,  — 
On'y  to  put  it  in  the  bond,  an*  enter  't 

in  tne  journals, 
Thet  you  're  the  nat'ral  rank  an'  file, 

an'  we  the  nat'ral  kumels. 

Now  this  I  thought  a  fees'ble  plan,  thet 

'nd  work  smooth  ez  grease, 
Suitin*    the    Nineteenth    Century    an' 

Upper  Ten  idees, 
An'  there  I  meant  to  stick,  an'  so  did 

most  o'  th'  leaders,  tu, 
Coz  we  all  thought  the  chance  wnz  good 

o'  puttin'  on  it  thru  ; 
But  Jen  he  hit  upon  a  way  o'  helpin*  on 

us  forrard 
By  bein'  unannermoua,  —  a  tiick  you 

ain't  quite  up  to,  Norrard. 
A   Baldin  hain't  no  more  'f  a  chance 

with  them  new  npple-coi-era 
Than   folks's  oppersition  views  aginst 

the  Ringtail  Roai-era ; 


They  '11  take  *em  out  on  him  'bout  east, 

—  one  canter  on  a  rail 
Makes  a  man  feel  unannernious  ez  Jonah 

in  the  whale  ; 
Or  ef  he's  a  slow-moulded  cuss  thet 

can't  seem  quite  t*  'give, 
He  gits  the  noose  by  tellergraph  upon 

the  niches'  tree  : 
Their  mission-work  with  Afrikins  hez 

put  'em  up,  thet 's  sartiu. 
To    all    the    mos*    across-lot   ways    o' 

preachin*  an'  convartin'  j 
I  'II  bet  my  hat  th'  ain't  nary  priest, 

nor  all  on  em  together, 
Thet  cairs  conviction   to  the  min'  like 

Revei'e^^^^iifeather ; 
Why,  he  sqH^wh  me  one  night,  an* 

laboreq^H^K  j)urpose, 
Tliet  (ez  an  owi^r  daylight  'mongst  a 

flock  o'  tcaziir  chirpers 
Sees  clearer  *n  mud  the  wickedness  o* 

eatin'  little  birds) 
I  see  my  error  an'  agreed  to  shen  it 

arter^-urds ; 
An*  1  should  say,  (to  jedge  our  folks  by 

facs  in  ray  possession,) 
Thet  three  's  Uiiaunermous  where  one  'a 

a  'Kiginal  Secession  ; 
So  it 's  a  thing  you  fellei-s  North  may 

safely  bet  vour  chink  on, 
Thet  we^re  all  water-proofed  agin  th* 

usurpin'  reign  o*  Lincoln, 

Jeff's  some.    He's   gut  another  plan 

thet  hez  pertic'lar  merits. 
In  givin'  things  a  cheerfle  look  an*  stiff- 

nin'  loose-hung  sperits ; 
For  while  your  milBou  papers,  wut  with 

lyin'  an'  discussin', 
Keep  folks's  tempers  all  on  eend  a-fum* 

in'  an  a-fussin', 
A-wondrin'  this  an'  guessin'  thet,  an' 

dreadin'  every  night 
The  breechin'  o*  the  Univarse  *11  break 

afore  it's  light, 
Our  papers  don't  purtend  to  print  on'y 

wut  Guv'ment  choose. 
An'  thet  insures  us  all  to  git  the  very 

best  o'  noose: 
Jeff  hez  it  of  all  sorts  an'  kines,  an' 

sarves  it  out  ez  wanted. 
So  'b  't  every  man  gits  wut  he  likes  an' 

nobody  ain't  scanted  ; 
Sometimes  it 's  vict'riea   (they  're  'bout 

all  ther'  is  that 's  cheap  down  here,) 
Sometimes  it  'h  France  an  England  on 

the  jump  to  interfere. 
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Fact  18,  the  less  the  people  know  o*  wnt 

ther'  is  a-doin'. 
The  handier  't  is  for  Gnv'ment,  sence  it 

henders  trouble  brewin* ; 
An*  nooze  is  like  a  shinplaster,  —  it 's 

good,  ef  you  believe  it, 
Or,  wut  's  all  same,  the  other  man  thet  's 

goin'  to  receive  it : ' 
Ef  you  've  a  son  in  th'  army,  wy,  it 's 

comfortin'  to  hear 
He  '11  hev  no  jy^retter  resk  to  run  than 

seein*  th'  in*my*6  rear, 
Coz,  ef  an  F.   F.   looks  at  *em,  they 

oilers  break  an*  run, 
Or  wilt  right  down  ez  debtors  will  thet 

stumble  on  a  dun,      ^ 
(An*  this,  ef  an 'thin',  ra^f  the  wuth  o* 

proper  fem'ly  prj^BV 
Fer  seen  mean  shno^R^reditors  are 

all  on  Lincoln's  nde); 
Ef  I  hev  scrip  thet  wun't  go  off  no 

more  'n  a  Belgin  rifle. 
An'  read  thet  it 's  at  par  on  'Change,  it 

makes  me  feel  deli'fie  ; 
It 's  cheerin',  tu,  where  every  man  mus' 

fortifv  his  bed. 
To  hear  thet  Freedom  's  the  one  thing 

our  darkies  mos'ly  dread, 
An'  thet  exnemnce,   time'n'  agin,  to 

Dixie's  Land  hez  shown 
Ther'  's  nothin'  like  a  powder-cask  fer  a 

stiddy  comer-stone ; 
Ain't  it  ez  good  ez  nuts,  when  salt  is 

sellin'  by  the  ounce 
For  its  own  weight  in  Treash'ry-bons, 

(ef  bought  in  small  amounts,) 
When   even  whiskey's   gittin'    skurce 

an'  sugar  can't  be  found. 
To  know  thet  all  the  ellerments  o'  lux- 
ury abound  t 
An'  don't  it  glorify  sal'-pork,  to  come  to 

understand 
It 's  wut  the  Richmon'  editors  call  fat- 
ness o'  the  land  I 
Nex*  thing  to  knowin'  you  're  well  off 

is  ntU  to  know  when  y*  ain't; 
An'  ef  Jeff  says  all 's  goin'  wal,  who  '11 

ventur'  t'  say  it  ain't  ? 

This  cairn  the  Constitooshun  roun'  ez 

Jeff  doos  in  his  hat 
Is  hendier  a  dreffle  sight,   an'  comes 

more  kin'  o'  pat 
I  tell  ye  wut,  my  jedgment  is  you  're 

pooty  sure  to  fail, 
Es  long  'z  the  head  keeps  tnmin'  back 

for  counsel  to  the  tail : 


Th'  advantiges  of  our  consam  for  bein 

prompt  air  gret. 
While,    'long   o    Congress,  you   can't 

strike,  'f  you  git  an  iron  het; 
They  bother  roun*  with  ai^gooin',  an'  va- 
rious sorts  o'  foolin'. 
To  make  sure  ef  it 's  leg'lly  het,  an'  all 

the  while  it 's  coolin'. 
So 's  't  when  you  come  to  strike,  it  ain't 

no  gret  to  wish  ye  j'y  on. 
An*  hurts  the  hammer  'z  much  or  more 

ez  wut  it  doos  the  iron, 
Jeff  don't  allow  no  jawin' -sprees  for  three 

months  at  a  stretch, 
Knowin'  the  ears  long  S))eeche8  suits  air 

mostly  made  to  metch ; 
He  jes'  ropes  in  your  tonguey  chaps  an' 

r^'lar  ten-inch  bores 
An'  lets  'em  play  at  Congress,  ef  they  '11 

du  it  with  closed  doors  ; 
So  they  ain't  no  more  bothersome  than 

ef  we'  d  took  an'  sunk  'em. 
An'  yit  ei^'y  th'  exclusive  right  to  one 

another's  Buncombe 
'thout  doin'  nobodjr  no  hurt,  an'  'thout 

its  costin'  nothin,' 
Their  pay  bein'  jes'  Confedrit  funds, 

they  findin'  keep  an'  clothin* ; 
They  taste  the  sweets  o'  public  life,  an' 

plan  their  little  jobs. 
An'  suck  the  Treash'ry,  (no  gret  harm, 

for  it's  ez  dry  ez  cobs,) 
An'  go  thru  all  the  motions  jest  ez  safe 

ez  in  a  prison. 
An'  hev  their  business  to  themselves, 

while  Bui^gard  hez  hisn  : 
Ez  long'z  he  gives  the  Hessians  fits, 

committees  can't  make  bother 
'boat  whether  't  's  done  the  legle  way  or 

whether 't  's  done  the  tother. 
An*  /  tell  you  you  've  gut  to  lam  thet 

War  ain't  one  long  teeter 
Betwixt  Itoan*  to  an     T  vmn*t  du,  de- 

batin'  like  a  skeetur 
Afore  he  lights,  —  all  in,  to  give  the 

other  side  a  millin'. 
An'  arter  thet 's  done,  th'  ain't  no  resk 

but  wut  the  lor  '11  be  willin'  ; 
No  metter  wut  the  guv'ment  is,  ez  nigh 

ez  I  can  hit  it, 
A  lickin"8  constitooshunal,   pervidin* 

fFe  don't  git  it 
Jeff  don't  Stan'  dilly-dallyin',  afore  he 

takes  a  fort, 
(With  no  one  in,)  to  git  the  leave  o'  th« 

nex'  S«opreme  Court, 
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Xor  don't  want  forty-'leven  weeks  o* 

jawin*  an*  expoundin*, 
To  prove  a  nigger  hez  a  right  to  save 

him,  ef  he^  drowndin' ; 
Whereas  ole  Abe  'ad  sink  afore  he  'd 

let  a  darkie  boost  him, 
£f  Taney  shouldn't    come  along   an* 

hed  n't  interdooced  him. 
It  ain't  yonr  twenty  millions  thet'U 

ever  block  JefTs  game, 
But  one  Man  thet  wun^t  let  *em  jog  jest 

ez  he 's  takin'  aim  : 
Your  numbers  they  mav  strengthen  ye 

or  weaken  ye,  ez  't  neppeus 
They  're  willin'  to  be  helpin'  hands  or 

wuss'n-nothin'  cap'ns. 

I  'ye  chose  my  side,  an'  't  ain't  no  odds 

ef  I  WU2  drawed  with  magnets, 
Or  ef  I  thouffht  it  prudenter  to  jine  the 

nighes'  bagnets ; 
I  'ye  made  mv  ch'ioe,  an'  ciphered  out, 

from  all  I  see  an'  heard, 
Th'  ole  Constitooshun  never  'd  git  her 

decks  for  action  cleared, 
Long  'z  yon  elect  for  Congressmen  poor 

shotes  thet  want  to  go 
Coz  they  can't  seem  to  git  their  grub  no 

otherways  than  so. 
An'  let  your  bes'  men  stay  to  home  coz 

they  wun't  show  ez  talkers. 
Nor  can  t  be  hired  to  fool  ye  an'  sof- 

soap  ye  at  a  caucus,  — 
Long  'z  ye  set  by  Rotashun  more  'n  ye 

do  by  folks's  merits, 
Ez  though  experunoe  thriy  by  change  o' 

sile,  like  com  an'  kerrits,  — 
Long  'z  you  allow  a  critter's  "  claims  " 

coz,  spite  o'  shoves  an'  tippins, 
He  's  kep'  his  private  pan  jest  where  't 

would  ketch  moe'  public  drippins',  — 
Long'z  A.  '11  turn  tu  an'  grin' B.'s  exe, 

ef  B.  '11  help  him  grin'  hisn, 
(An'  thet 's  the  main  idee  by  which  yonr 

leadin*  men  hev  risen,) — 
Long  'z  you  let  ary  exe  be  groun','less 

t  is  to  cut  the  weasan' 
O'  sneaks  thet  dunno  till  they  're  told 

wut  is  an'  wut  ain't  Treason,  — 
Long  'z  ye  give  out  commissions  to  a  lot 

o*  pe<ldlin'  drones 
Thet  trade  in  whiskey  with  their  men 

an'  skin  'em  to  their  bones,  — 
Long'z  ye  sift  out  "safe"  canderdates 

thet  no  one  ain't  afeard  on 
Coz  they're  so  thnnd'rin*  eminent  for 

bein*  never  heard  on, 

17 


An'  hain't  no  record,  ez  it 's  called,  for 

folks  to  pick  a  hole  in, 
Ez  ef  it  hurt  a  man  to  hev  a  body  with 

a  soul  in. 
An'  it  wuz  ostentashun  to  be  showin' 

on  't  about, 
'When  half  hiA  feller-citizens  contrive  to 

du  without,  — 
Long 'z  you  supi^se  your  votes  can  turn 

oiled  kebbage  into  brain. 
An'  anr  man  thet 's  ))op*lar  's  fit  to  drive 

a  lightnin' -train, — 
Long'z  you  believe  democracy  means 

I'm  ez  good  ez  you  be. 
An'  that  a  feller  from  the  ranks  can't  be 

a  knavs  or  booby,  — 
Long  'z  Co^|r^  seems  purvided,  like 

yer  sti^Hkip  '^^^  y®r  'busses. 
With  oilers  rooA  for  ies'  one  more  o' 

your  spiled -in -bak  in'  cusses. 
Dough  'thout  the  emptins  of  a  soul,  an' 

yit  with  means  about  'em 
(Like  essence-peddlera  *)  thet  '11  mako 

folks  long  to  be  without  'em. 
Jest  heavy  'nough  to  turn  a  scale  thet's 

doubtfle  the  wrong  way, 
An'  make  their  nat'ral  arsenal  o'  bein' 

nasty  pay,  — 
Long  *z  them  things  last,  (nn'  /  don't 

see  no  gret  signs  of  iniprovin',) 
I  sha'  n't  up  stakes,  not  hardly  yit,  nor 't 

would  n't  pay  for  movin' ; 
For,  'fore  you  lick    us,   it  '11  be  the 

long'st  day  ever  you  see. 
Youm,  (ez  I  'xpec'  to  be  nex*  spring,) 
B.,  Mark  188  o'  Bio  Boost. 


No.  IV. 

A    MESSAGE   OF    JEFF   DAVIS   IN 
SECRET  SESSION. 

C&njeetnraUy  reporUd  by  H.  BiOLOw. 

TO     THB      EDITORS     OF      THB      ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY. 

Jaalam.  10th  March,  1882. 
Oentlkmen,— My  leisure  has  been  so 
entirely  occupied  with  the  hitherto  fruit- 
less endeavour  to  decypher  the  Runick 
inscription  whose  fortunate  discovery  I 
mentioned  in  my  last  communication,  tiiat 
I  Iiave  not  found  time  to  discuss,  as  I  had 

*  A  niMtic  onpheinisni  for  the  American  va- 
riety of  Uie  MepKUU  H.  W. 
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intended,  the  great  problem  of  what  we 
are  to  no  with  slavery,  —  a  topick  on 
which  the  publlck  mind  In  this  place  is  at 
present  more  than  ever  affitatea.  What 
my  wished  and  hopes  are  I  need  not  say, 
)mt  for  safe  conclusions  I  do  not  conceive 
that  we  are  yet  in  possession  of  facts 
enouffh  on  which  to  oottom  them  with 
certamty.  Acknowledging  the  hand  of 
Providence,  as  I  do,  in  all  events,  I  am 
sometimes  inclined  to  think  that  they  are 
wiser  than  we,  and  am  willing  to  wait  till 
wc  have  made  this  continent  once  more  a 
place  where  freemen  can  live  in  security 
and  honour,  before  njMuming  any  further 
responsibility.  This  is  the  view  taken  by 
my  neighbour  Habakkuk  Sloansure,  Ksq., 
the  president  of  our  bank,  whose  opinion 
in  the  practical  affairs  ^^j^  has  great 
weight  with  me,  as  I  httlfKrallv  found 
it  to  be  justified  bv  thBeveiit,  ana  whose 
counsel,  had  I  followed  it,  would  have 
saved  me  from  an  unfortunate  investment 
of  a  considerable  part  of  the  painful 
economies  of  half  a  century  in  the  North- 
west-Passage Tunnel.  After  a  somewhat 
animated  discussion  with  this  gentlenuin, 
a  few  days  since,  I  expanded,  on  the  audi 
alteram  partem  principle,  something  which 
he  happened  to  say  by  way  of  illustration, 
into  tne  following  fable. 

FE8TINA  LENTE. 

Once  on  a  time  there  was  a  pool 
Fringed  all  about  with  flag-leaves  cool 
And  spotted  with  cow-lilies  garish, 
Of  trogK  and  pouts  the  ancient  parish. 
Alders  the  creaking  redwings  sink  on. 
Tussocks  that  h  >U9e  blithe  Bob  o'  Lincoln 
Hedged  round  the  uiiasAAiled  seolnsion, 
Where  muskrats  piled  their  celh  Carthusian  : 
And  many  a  ntoss-einbroidered  log. 
The  watering-place  of  summer  frox, 
Slept  and  decayed  with  patient  skill, 
As  watering-places  sometimes  will 

Now  In  this  Abbey  of  Theleme, 

Which  realized  the  fairest  dream 

That  ever  dozins  bull-fVog  had. 

Sunned  on  a  half-^unk  lily-pnd. 

There  rose  a  party  with  a  mission 

To  mend  the  polliwoga'  condition, 

Who  notiOed  the  selectmen 

To  call  a  meeting  there  and  then. 

"Some  kind  of  steps,"  they  said.  "  are  needed  ; 

They  don't  come  on  so  fast  as  we  did  : 

Let 's  dock  their  tails  :  if  that  don't  make  'em 

Frogs  by  brevet,  the  Old  One  take  'em  ! 

That  boy.  that  came  the  other  day 

To  dig  some  flag-root  do^vn  this  way. 

His  jack-knife  left,  and  't  is  a  sign 

That  Heaven  approves  of  our  design  : 

T  were  wicked  not  to  urge  the  step  on. 

When  Providence  has  sent  the  weapon." 

Old  croakers,  deacons  of  the  mire. 
That  led  the  deep  batrachian  choir, 


Wei  Ukt  CanmkI  with bssi that mi|^ 
Have  left  Lablache's  out  of  sight. 
Shook  nobby  heads,  and  said,  "  No  go ! 
You  'd  better  let  *em  try  to  grow : 
Old  Doctor  Time  is  slow,  but  stiU 
He  doee  know  how  to  make  a  pUL" 

But  vain  was  all  thetr  hoarsest  bass. 
Their  old  eznerlenoe  out  of  plaoe, 
And  spite  of  croaking  and  entreating. 
The  vote  was  carried  In  marsh-meeting. 

'*  Ixinl  knows,"  protest  the  poUiwogs, 
"  We  're  anxious  to  be  grown-up  ftogs ; 
But  dent  posh  in  to  do  the  work 
Of  Nature  till  she  prove  a  shirk ; 
T  is  not  by  Jumps  that  she  advances. 
But  wins  her  way  by  circumstances : 
Pray,  wait  awhile,  until  yon  know 
We  re  so  contrived  as  not  to  grow ; 
Let  Natare  take  her  own  direction. 
And  she  11  absorb  our  imperfection ; 
You  might  nt  like  'em  to  api^ear  with. 
But  we  most  have  the  things  to  steer  wltli.'' 

•*  No,"  piped  the  party  of  reform, 
"  All  great  results  are  ta'en  by  storm  : 
Fate  holds  her  best  gifts  till  we  show 
We've  strength  to  make  her  let  them  go : 
The  Proviflence  that  works  in  history. 
And  seems  to  some  folks  mich  a  mystery. 
Does  not  creep  slowly  on  inoog.. 
But  moves  by  Jumps,  a  mi&bty  trog ; 
No  more  r^ect  the  Age's  cnrism. 
Your  queues  are  an  anachronism  : 
No  more  the  Future's  promise  mock, 
But  lay  your  tails  upon  the  block, 
Thankftil  that  we  the  means  have  voted 
To  have  you  thus  to  fTogs  promoted." 

The  thing  was  done,  the  tails  were  cropped. 

And  home  each  philotadpole  hopped. 

In  faith  rewarded  to  exult. 

And  wait  the  beautlftil  result 

Too  soon  it  came ;  our  pool,  so  long 

The  theme  of  patriot  buU-nfog's  song, 

Next  day  was  reeking,  fit  to  smother. 

With  heads  and  tails  that  missed  each  other.  — 

Here  snoutless  tails,  there  tailless  snouts : 

The  only  gainers  were  the  pouts. 


From  lower  to  the  hiffher  next. 
Not  to  the  top,  is  Nature's  text ; 
And  embryo  Qood,  to  reach  fiUl  stature, 
Absorbs  the  Evil  in  its  natnre. 

I  think  that  nothing  will  ever  rive  per- 
manent peace  and  security  to  this  conti- 
nent but  the  extirpation  ox  Slavery  there- 
from, and  that  the  occasion  is  nigh;  but  I 
would  do  nothing  hastily  or  vindictiveljr, 
nor  presume  to  jog  the  elbow  of  Provi- 
dence. No  desperate  measures  for  me  till 
we  are  sure  that  all  others  are  Iiopeless,  — 
JUcitre  si  nequeo  suferos,  Acheronta  mO' 
;  vcbo.  To  make  Emancipation  a  reform 
I  instead  of  a  revolution  is  worth  a  little 

Satience,  that  we  may  have  the  Border 
tates  first,  and  then  the  non-alaveholders 
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of  the  Cotton  States,  with  us  in  princi- 
ple,—  a  conaumniation  that  seems  to  be 
nearer  than  many  imagine.  Fiat  justUia. 
mat  codum,  is  not  to  oe  taken  in  a  litei-al 
sense  bv  statesmen,  whose  problem  is  to 
get  justice  done  wltn  as  little  jar  as  possi- 
ble to  existing  order,  which  has  at  least  so 
much  of  heaven  in  it  thai  it  is  not  chaos. 
Our  first  duty  toward  our  enslaved  brother 
is  to  educate  him,  whether  he  be  white  or 
black.  The  first  need  of  the  free  black  is 
to  elevate  himself  according  to  the  stand- 
ard of  this  material  generation.  So  soon 
as  the  Ethiopian  goes  in  his  chariot,  he 
will  find  not  only  Apostles,  but  Chief 
Priests  and  Scribes  and  Pharisees  willing 
to  ride  with  him. 

Nil  habet  infelbc  paupettas  durius  in  se 
Quam  quod  ridicules  homines  faclt 

I  rejoice  in  the  President's  late  Message, 
which  at  last  proclaims  the  Government 
on  the  side  of  freedom,  justice,  and  sound 
policy. 

As  I  write,  comes  the  news  of  our  disas- 
ter at  Hampton  Roads.  I  do  not  under- 
stand the  supineness  which,  after  fair 
warning,  leaves  wood  to  an  unequal  con- 
flict witn  iron.  It  is  not  enough  merelv 
to  have  the  right  on  our  side,  if  we  stick 
to  the  old  flint-lock  of  tradition.  I  have 
observed  in  my  parochial  experience  {haud 
ignarus  mali)  that  the  Devil  is  prompt  to 
adopt  the  latest  inventions  of  destructive 
warfare,  and  may  thus  take  even  audi  a 
three-decker  as  Bishop  Butler  at  an  ad- 
vantage. It  is  curious,  that,  as  gunpowder 
made  armour  useless  on  shore,  so  armour 
is  having  its  revenge  by  baffling  its  old 
enemy  at  sea, — ana  that,  while  gunpow- 
der robbed  land  warfare  of  nearly  all  its 
picturesqueness  to  give  even  greater  state- 
liness  and  sublimity  to  a  sea-figlit,  armour 
bids  fair  to  degrade  the  latter  into  a 
squabble  between  two  iron-shelled  turtles. 

Yours,  with  esteem  and  respect, 

HoMEB  Wilbur,  A.  M. 

P.  S.  —  I  had  wellniffh  foii^ten  to  say 
that  the  object  of  tliis  letter  is  to  enclose 
a  communication  from  the  gifted  pen  of 
Ur.  Biglow. 


1  SENT  you  a  messige,  my  friens,  t*  other 

day, 
To  tell  you  I  'd   nothin'  pertickler  to 

say: 
't  W11Z  the  day  onr  new  nation  gut  kin' 

o*  stillborn, 


So  't  wu2  my  pleasant  dooty  t*  acknowl* 

edge  the  corn, 
An'  I  see  clearly  then,  ef  I  did  n't  be* 

fore, 
Thet  the  augur  in  inauguration  meana 

bore. 
I  need  n't  tell  you  thet  my  messige  wuz 

written 
To  diifuse  correc*  notions  in  France  an' 

Gret  Britten, 
An'  agin  to  impress  on  the  poppylar 

mind 
The  comfort    an'   wisdom   o'   goin'  it 

blind,  — 
To  say  thet  I  did  n't  abate  not  a  hooter 
O'  mv  faith  in  a  happy  an*  glorious 

nitur', 
£z  rich  inMph  soslile    an*    p'litickle 

blessin*         "h 
£z  them  thet  we  now  hed  the  joy  o' 

possessin'. 
With  a  people  united,  an'  lougin'  to 

die 
For  wnt  we  call  their  country,  without 

askiu'  why, 
An'  all  the  gret  things  we  concluded  to 

slope  for 
Ez  mucii  within  reach  now  ez  ever —  to 

hope  for. 
We  *ve  gut  all  the  ellerments,  this  very 

hour, 
Thet  make  up  a  fus'-class,  self-govem- 

in'  power: 
We  've  a  wai*,  an'  a  debt,  an'  a  flag  -,  an' 

ef  this 
Ain't  to  be  inderpendunt,  why,  wut  on 

airth  is  if 
An'  nothin'  now  benders  our  takin'  our 

station 
£z  the  freest,  enlightenedest,  civerlized 

nation. 
Built  up  on  our  biun'-new  politickle 

thesis 
Thet  a  Gov'ment's  fust  right  is  to  tum- 
ble to  pieces,  — 
I  say  nothin'  benders  our  takin'  our 

place 
£z  the  very  fus'-best  o'  the  whole  human 

race, 
A  spittin'  tobacker  ez  proud .  ez  you 

please 
On  Victory's  bes'  carpets,  or  loafin*  at 

ease 
In  the  Toorries  front-parlor,  discnssin' 

affairs 
With  our  heels  on  the  backs  o'  Napo- 

Icon's  new  chairs, 
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An'  princes  a-mixin'  our  cocktaila  an* 

Things  look  blacker  *n  thunder.     Thei' 
*s  no  use  denyin* 

slings,— 

Excep',  wal,   exoep*  jest    a    very  few 

We  *pe  clean  out  o*  money,  an*  'most  out 

things, 

0*  lyin* ; 

Sech  ez  navies  an*  annies  an*  wherewith 

Two  things  a  youngnation  can*t  mennage 

to  pay, 
An*  gittin*  our  sogers  to  run  t  other 

without, 

£f  she  wants  to  look  wal  at  her  fust 

way, 

comin*  out ; 

An*  not  be  too  over-pertickler  in  tryin* 

For  the  fust  supplies  physickle  strength. 

To  hunt  up  the  very  las*  ditches  to  die 

while  the  second 

in. 

Gives  a  morril  edvantage  thet  *8  hard  to 
be  reckoned : 

Ther'  are  critters  so  base  thet  they  want 

For  this  hitter  I  *m  willin*  to  du  wut  I 

it  explained 
Jes*  wut  18  the  totle  amount  thet  we  *ve 

can; 

For  the  former  you  *11  hev  to  consult  on 

gained, 

a  plan,  — 
Though  our  furt.  want  (an*  this  pint  I 

Ez    ef  we  could   maysuje  stupeiyious 
events                          • 

want  your  best  views  on) 

By  the  low  Yankee  Itan'ard  o'  dollars 

Is  plausible  paper  to  print  I.  0.  U.s  on. 
Some  gennlemen  think  it  would  cure  all 

an*  cents : 

They  seem  to  forgit,  thet,  sence  last  year 

our  cankers 

revolved. 

In  the  way  o'  finance,  ef  we  jes*  hanged 

We  've  succeeded  in  gittin*  seceshed  an* 

the  bankers ; 

dissolved. 

An*  I  own  the  proposle  *ad  square  with 

An*  thet  no  one  can*t  hope  to  git  thru 

my  views, 

dissolootion 

Ef  their  lives  wuz  n*t  aU  thet  we  'd  left 

'thout  some  kin*  o*  strain  on  the  best 

*em  to  lose. 

Constitootion. 

Some  say  thet  more  confidence  might  be 

Who  asks  for  a  prospec*  more  flettrin* 

inspired. 

an'  briffht. 
When  from  here  clean  to  Texas  it 's  all 

Ef  we  voted  our  cities  an*  towns  to  be 

fired,— 

one  free  fight  ? 

A  plan  thet  *ud  suttenly  tax  our  endur- 

Hain't we  rescued  from  Seward  the  gret 

ance. 

leadin*  featurs 

Coz  *t  would  be  our  own  bills  we  should 

Thet  makes  it  wuth  while  to  be  reasonin* 

git  for  th*  insurance; 

creaturs? 

But  cinders,  no  metter  how  sacred  we 

Hain't  we  saved  Habus  Ck>pperB,  im- 

think *em. 

proved  it  in  fact, 

Might  n*t  strike  furrin  minds  ez  good 

By  suspendin*  the  Unionists  'stid  o*  the 

sources  of  income. 

Act  ? 

Nor  the  people,  perhaps,  would  n't  like 

Ain*t  the  laws  free  to  all  ?    Where  on 

the  eclaw 

airth  else  d*  ye  see 

0*  bein*  all  turned  into  paytriots  by 

Every  freeman  improvin'  his  own  rope 

law. 

an*  tree? 

Some  want  we  should  buy  all  the  cotton 

Ain't  our  piety  sech  (in  our  speeches  an' 

an*  bum  it. 

messi^) 

On  a  pledge,  when  we  've  gut  thru  the 

Ez  t*  astonish  ourselves  in  the  bes'-com- 

war,  to  return  it, — 

posed  pessiges. 

Then  to  take  the  proceeds  an'  hold  thtm 

An*  to  make  fo  ks  thet  knowed  us  in 

ez  security 
For  an  issue  o   bonds  to  be  met  at  ma- 

th' ole  state  o*  things 

Think  convarsion  ez  easy  ez  drinkin* 

turity 

gin-slings  ? 

With  an  issue  o'  notes  to  be  paid  in  hard 

cash 
On  the  fits'  Monday  follerin'  the  'tamal 

It 's  ne*Rsary  to  take  a  good  confident 

tone 

Allsmash  : 

With  the  public  ;  but  here,  jest  amongst 

This  hez  a  safe  air,  an',  once  hold  o'  the 

us,  1  own 

gold. 

. 
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'ad  leave  our  vile  pltmdeiers  out  in  the 

cold, 
An*  migJU  temp*  John  Bull,  ef  it  wam't 

for  the  dip  he 
Onoe  gut  from  the  banks  o*  my  own 

MassisaippL 
Some  think  we  could  make,  by  arrangin' 

the  figgers, 
A    hendy    home-currency  out   of   our 

niggers; 
But  it  wun*t  du  to  lean  much  on  ary 

sech  staff, 
For  they're  gittin'  tu  current  a'ready, 

by  half. 

One  gennleman  says,  ef  we  lef  our  loan 

out 
Where  Floyd  could  git  hold  on 't  he  'd 

take  it,  no  doubt ; 
But 't  ain't  jes'  the  takin,  though 't  hez 

a  good  look. 
We  mus'  ff$  sunthin'  out  on  it  arter  it 's 

took, 
An*  we  need  now  more'n  ever,  with 

sorrer  I  own, 
Thet  some  one  another  should  let  us 

a  loan, 
Sence  a  soger  won't  fight,  on'y  jes'  while 

he  draws  his 
Pay  down  on  the  nail,  for  the  best  of  all 

causes, 
'thout  askin'  to  know  wnt  the  quarrel 's 

about,  — 
An*  once  come  to  thet,  why,  our  game  is 

played  out 
It 's  ez  true  ez  though  I  should  n't  never 

hev  said  it, 
Thet  a  hitch  hez  took  place  in  our  system 

o'  credit ; 
I  swear  it 's  all  right  in  my  speeches  an' 

messiges. 
But  ther'  's  idees  afloat,  ez  ther'  is  about 

sessiges  : 
Folks  wun't  take  a  bond  ez  a  basis  to 

trade  on, 
Without  noein'  round  to  find  out  wnt 

it 's  made  on. 
An'  the  thought  more  an'  more  thru  the 

public  mm'  crosses 
Thet  our  Treshry  hez  gut  'mos'  too  many 

dead  bosses. 
Wnt 's  called  credit,  you  see,  is  some  like 

a  balloon, 
Thet  looks  while  it 's  up  'most  ez  ham- 
some  'z  a  moon, 
Bnt  once  git  a  leak  in 't  an*  wut  looked 

so  grand 


Caves  righ'  down  in  a  jiffy  ez  flat  ez  your 

hand. 
Now  the  world  is  a  drefile  mean  plac^ 

for  our  sins. 
Where  ther'  oUus  is  critters  about  with 

long  pins 
A-prickm  the  bubbles  we've  blowed  with 

sech  care. 
An'  nrovin'  ther'  's  nothin'  inside  but 

Dad  air: 
They're  all  Stuart  Millses,  poor- white 

trash,  an'  sneaks. 
Without  no  more  chivverlry  'n  Choctaws 

or  Creeks, 
Who  think  a  real  gennleman's  promise 

to  pay 
Is  meant  to  be  took  in  trade's  ornery 

way  :     • 
Them  fellers  an'  I  xsould  n'  never  agree ; 
They  're  the  nateral  foes  o'  the  Southun 

Idee; 
I  'd  gladly  take  all  of  our  other  resks  on 

me 
To  be  red  o'  this  low-lived  politikle 

'con'my  1 

Now  a  dastardlv  notion  is  gittin'  about 
Thet  our  bladder  is  bust  an'  the  gas 

oozin'  out. 
An'  onless  we  can  mennage  in  some  way 

to  stop  it. 
Why,  the  thing 's  a  gone  coon,  an'  we 

might  ez  wal  drop  it. 
Brag  works  wal  at  fus^  but  it  ain't  jes' 

the  thing 
For  a  stiddy  inves'ment  the  shiners  to 

bring, 
An'  votin'  we're  prosp'rons  a  hundred 

times  over 
Wun't  change  bein'  starved  into  livin' 

on  clover. 
Manassas  done  sunthin'  tow'rds  drawin' 

the  wool 
O'er  the  green,  antislavery  eyes  o'  John 

Bull: 
Oh,  toam't  it  a  godsend,  jes'  when  sech 

tight  fixes   ' 
Wuz  crowdin'  us  mourners,  to  throw 

double-sixes  1 
I  wuz  tempted  to  think,  an'  it  wuz  n't 

no  wonder, 
Ther'  wuz  reelly  a  Providence,  —  over  or 

under,  — 
When,  aU  packed  for  Nashville,  I  fust 

ascertained 
From  the  pa^rs  up  North  wut  a  victory 

we  'd  gained. 
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't  wuz  the  time  for  diffusin'  correc'  views 

But  ef  Lincoln  wrnld  ha*  hanged  Mason 

abroad 

an*  SlideU ! 

Of  our  union  an*  strength  an*  relyin*  on 

For  wouldn't  the  Yankees  hev  found 

God; 

they  'd  ketched  Tartars, 

An',  fact,  when  I  'd  gut  thra  my  fust 

Ef  they'd  raised  two  sech  critters  as 

big  surpiise, 

them  into  martyrs? 
Mason  wuz  F.  F.  V.,  though  a  cheap                  ! 

I  much  ez  half  b'lieved  in  my  own  tall- 

est lies, 

card  to  win  on. 

An'  conveyed  the  idee  thet  the  whole 

But  f  other  was  jes'  New  York  trash  to 

Southun  popperlace 
Wuz  Spart^ins  all  on  the  keen  jump  for 

Themiopperlies, 
Thet  set  on  the  Lincolnites'  bombs  till 

be^n  on  ; 
They  ain't  o'  no  good  in  £ur6pean  pel- 

lices. 
But  think  wut  a  help  they  *d  ha'  ben  on 

they  bust, 

their  gallowses ! 
They  'd  hS  felt  they  wuz  truly  fnlfillin* 

An'  fight  for  the  privilege  o'  dyin'  the 

fust; 

their  mission. 

But  Roanoke,  Bufort,  MiUspring,  an*  the 

An',  oh,  how  dog-cheap  we'd  ha'  gut 

rest 

Reecognition ! 

Of  our  recent  stam-foremoet  successes 

out  West, 

But  somehow  another,  wutever  we've 

Hain't  left  us  a  foot  for  our  swellin'  to 

tried. 

stand  on,  — 

Though  the  the'ry  's  fust-rate,  the  facs 
vmiCt  coincide  : 

We  've  showed  too  much  o*  wut  Buregard 

calls  ahandofit 

Facs  are  contnurv'z  mules,  an'  ez  hard 
in  the  mouth. 

For  all  our  Thermopperlies  (an'  it*s  a 

marcy 

An'  they  alius  hev  showed  a  mean  spite 

We  hain't  hed  no  more)  hev  ben  clean 

to  the  South. 

vicy-varsy, 

Sech  bein*  the  case,  we  hed  best  look 

An'  wut  Spartans  wuz  lef  when  the  bat- 

about 

tle  wuz  done 

For  some  kin'  o*  way  to  slip  our  necks 

Wuz  them  thet  wuz  too  unambitious  to 

out: 

run. 

Le'  's  vote  our  las'  dollar,  ef  one  can  be 
found. 

Oh,  ef  we  hed  on'y  jes*  gut  Reecognition, 
Things  now  would  ha*  oen  in  a  different 

(An',  at  any  rate,  votin*  it  hez  a  good 

sound,)  — 

position  ! 
You  ^d  ha'   hed   all   you  wanted :  the 

Le'  's  swear  thet  to  aims  all  our  people 
is  flyin'. 

paper  blockade 
Smashed  up  into  toothpicks;    unlim- 

(The critters  can't  read,  an'  wun't  know 

how  we 'relyin',) — 

ited  ti-ade 

Thet  Toombs  is  advancin'  to  sack  Cin- 

In  the  one  thing  thefs  needde,  till  nig- 

cinnater, 

gers,  I  swow, 

With  a  rovin'  commission  to  pillage  an' 

Hed  ben   thicker  *n   provisional  shin- 

slahter,  — 

plasters  now; 

Thet  we  've  throwed  to  the  winds  all  re- 

Quinine by  the  ton   'ginst  the  shakes 

gard  for  wut 's  lawfie, 

when  they  seuee  ye ; 

An'  gone  in  for  sunthin'  promiscu'sly 

Nice  paper  to  coin  into  C.  8.  A.  specie  ; 
The  voice  of  the  driver  'd  be  heerd  in  our 

awfle. 

Ye  see,  hitherto,  it's  our  own  knaves 

knd, 

an'  fools 

An'  the  univarse  scringe,  ef  we  lifted  our 

Thet  we  've  used,  (those  for  whetstones, 

hand: 

an' t*  others  ez  tools,) 

Woiild  n't  thU  be  some  like  a  fulfiUin*  the 

An'  now  our  las'  chance  is  in  puttin'  to 

prophecies. 
With  all  the  fus*  fem'Ues  in  all  the  fust 

test 

The  same  kin'  o'  cattle  up  North  an'  out 

offices? 

West,- 

\  wuz  a  beautiful  dream,  an'  all  sorrer 

is  idle,  —                                                    es,  an'  soch. 

. 
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Poor  shotes  thet  ye  couldn't  persuade 
us  to  tecli, 

Not  in  oraery  times,  though  we  're  will- 
in'  to  feed  'em 

With  a  nod  now  an'  then,  when  we  hap- 
pen to  need  *em ; 

Why,  for  my  part,  I  *d  ruther  shake 
hands  with  a  nigger 

Than  with  cusses  that  load  an'  don't 
darst  dror  a  trigger ; 

They  're  the  wuat  wooden  nutmegs  the 
Yankees  produce. 

Shaky  everywheres  else,  an'  jes'  sound 
on  the  goose ; 

They  ain't  wuth  a  cuss,  an'  I  set  noth- 
in'  by  'em. 

But  we  're  in  sech  a  fix  thet  I  s'pose  we 
mus*  try  'em. 

I  —  But,  Gennlemen,  here  's  a  de- 
spatch jes'  come  in 

Which  shows  thet  the  tide 's  begun  turn- 
in*  agin',  — 

Gret  Comfedrit  success !  C'lumbus 
eevacooated ! 

I  mus'  run  down  an'  hev  the  thing  prop- 
erly stated, 

An'  show  wut  a  triumph  it  is,  an'  how 
lucky 

To  iin'lly  git  red  o'  thet  cussed  Ken- 
tucky, — 

An'  how,  sence  Fort  Donelson,  winnin* 
the  day 

Consists  in  triumphantly  gittin'  away. 


No.  V, 


SPEECH  OP  HONOURABLE  PRE- 
SERVED DOE  IN  SECRET  CAU- 
CUS. 

TO      THE     EDITORS     OF      THE      ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY. 

Jaalam,  12th  April,  1862L 
Gentlemen,  —  As  I  cannot  but  hope 
that  the  ultimate,  if  not  speedy,  success  of 
the  national  arms  is  now  sufficiently  ascer- 
tained, sure  as  I  am  of  the  righteousness 
of  oiir  cause  and  its  consequent  claim  on 
the  blessing  of  God.  (for  I  would  not  show 
a  faith  inferior  to  tnat  of  the  Pagan  histo- 
rian with  his  FacUe  evenit  quod  Dis  cordi 
est,)  it  seems  to  me  a  suitable  occasion  to 
withdraw  our  minds  a  moment  from  the 
«onfusing  din  of  battle  to  objects  of  peace- 
ful and  permanent  interest.    Let  us  not 


neglect  the  monuments  of  preterite  his- 
tory because  what  shall  be  history  is  so 
diligently  making  under  our  eyes.  Cras 
ingens  iterabimtts  oeqitor;  to-morroW  will 
be  time  enough  for  that  stormy  sea ;  to- 
day let  me  ennige  the  attention  of  your 
readers  with  the  Ruiiick  inscription  to 
whose  fortimate  discovery  I  have  hereto- 
fore alluded.  Well  may  we  say  with  the 
poet,  Mulia  renatcuntur  qtuejam  cecidere. 
And  I  would  premise,  that,  although  I 
can  no  longer  resist  the  evidence  of  my 
own  senses  from  the  stone  before  me  to 
the  ante-Columbian  discovery  of  this  con- 
tinent by  the  Northmen,  ^09m  inclyiissima, 
as  they  are  called  in  a  Pidennitan  inscrip- 
tion, written  fortunately  in  a  less  debata- 
ble character  than  that  which  I  am  abont 
to  decipher,  yet  I  would  by  no  means  be 
understood  as  wishing  to  vilipend  the 
merits  of  the  great  Genoese,  whose  name 
will  never  be  forgotten  so  long  as  the  in- 
spiring strains  of  "  Hail  Columbia  "  shall 
continue  to  be  heard.  Though  he  must  be 
stripped  also  of  whatever  praise  may  be- 
long to  the  experiment  of  the  egg,  which  I 
find  proverbially  attributed  by  Castilian 
authors  to  a  certain  Jnanito  or  Jack, 
(perhaps  an  offshoot  of  our  giant-killing 
mythus,)  his  name  will  still  remain  one  of 
the  most  illustrious  of  modem  times.  B\\1 
the  impartial  historian  owes  a  duty  like 
wise  to  obscure  merit,  and  my  solicituc . 
to  render  a  tardy  justice  is  perhaps  quick- 
ened by  my  having  known  tliose  who,  had 
their  own  field  of  labour  been  less  secluded, 
miffht  have  foimd  a  readier  accejitance 
with  the  reading  publick.  I  could  give  an 
example,  but  I  forbear :  foraitan  nostria 
ex  ossibus  oritur  vltor. 

Touching  Runick  inscriptions,  I  find  that 
they  may  DC  classed  under  three  general 
heads :  V.  Those  which  are  understood 
by  the  Danish  Royal  Society  of  Northern 
Antiquaries,  and  Professor  Rafn,  their 
Secretary ;  2°.  Those  which  are  compre- 
hensible'only  by  Mr.  Rafn  ;  and  3**.  Those 
which  neither  the  Society,  Mr.  Rafn,  nor 
anybody  else  can  be  said  in  any  definite 
sense  to  understand,  and  which  accord- 
ingly offer  peculiar  temptations  to  enucle- 
ating sagacity.  These  last  are  naturally 
deemed  the  most  valuable  by  intelligent 
antii^uaries,  and  to  this  class  the  stone 
now  in  my  possession  fortunately  belongs. 
Such  give  a  picturesque  variety  to  ancient 
events,  because  susceptible  oftentimes  of 
as  many  interpretations  as  there  are  indi- 
vidual archsoiogists  ;  and  since  facts  are 
only  the  pulp  in  which  the  Idea  or  event- 
seed  is  softly  imbedded  till  it  ripen,  it  is 
of  little  consequence  what  colour  or  fla- 
vour we  attribute  to  them,  provided  it  be 
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agreeable.  Availing  myself  of  the  oblig- 
ing assistance  of  Mr.  Arphazad  Bowers, 
an  ingenious  photographick  artist,  whose 
housfc-on-wheels  has  now  stood  for  three 
years  on  oar  Meeting- House  Green,  with 
the  somewhat  contradictory  inscription,  — 
"our  motto  is  ornoard"  —  !  have  sent 
accurate  copies  of  ray  treasure  to  many 
learned  men  and  societies,  both  native  and 
European.  I  may  hereafter  communicate 
tiieir  different  and  {me  judice)  equally 
erroneous  solutions.  I  solicit  also,  Messrs. 
Editors,  your  own  acceptance  of  the  copy 
herewith  enclosed.  I  need  only  premise 
further,  that  the  stone  itself  is  a  goodly 
block  of  metamorphick  sandstone,  and 
that  the  Rnnes  resemble  very  uearlv  the 
ornithichnites  or  fossil  bird-tracks  of  Dr. 
Hitchcock,  but  with  less  regularity  or 
apparent  design  than  is  displayed  by  those 
remarkable  geological  monuments.  These 
are  rather  the  nan  bene  junetarum  die- 
cordia  aemina  rerum.  R^olved  to  leave 
no  door  open  to  cavil,  I  first  of  all  at- 
tempted the  elucidation  of  this  remarka- 
ble example  of  lithick  literature  by  the 
ordinary  modes,  but  with  no  adequate  re- 
turn for  mv  labour.  I  then  considered 
myself  amply  justified  in  rasorting  to  that 
heroick  treatment  the  felicity  of  which,  as 
applied  by  the  great  Beutley  to  Milton, 
had  long  ago  enlisted  my  admiration.  In- 
deed, I  IukI  already  made  up  my  mind, 
that,  in  case  ffood  fortune  snould  throw 
any  such  invaluable  record  in  my  way,  I 
would  proceed  with  it  in  the  following 
simple  and  satisfactory  method.  After  a 
cursory  examination,  merely  sufficing  for 
an  approximative  estimate  of  its  length,  I 
woula  write  down  a  hypothetical  inscrip- 
tion based  upon  antecedent  probabilities, 
and  then  proceed  to  extract  from  the  char- 
acters engraven  on  the  stone  a  meaning  as 
nearl]^  as  possible  conformed  to  this  a 
priori  product  of  my  own  ingenuity.  The 
result  more  than  justified  my  hopes,  inas- 
much as  the  two  inscriptions  were  made 
without  any  great  violence  to  tally  in  iJl 
essential  particulars.  I  then  proceeded, 
not  without  some  anxiety,  to  my  second 
test,  which  was,  to  read  the  Runick  letters 
diagonally,  and  again  with  the  same  suc- 
cess. With  an  excitement  pardonable 
under  the  circumstances,  yet  tempered 
with  thankful  humility,  I  now  applied  my 
last  and  severest  trial,  my  esepenmentum 
crueia.  I  turned  the  stone,  now  doubly 
precious  in  my  eyes,  with  scrupulous  ex- 
actness upside  down.  The  physical  exer- 
tion so  far  displaced  my  spectacles  as  to 
derange  for  a  moment  the  focus  of  vision. 
I  confess  that  it  was  with  some  tremulous- 
ness  that  I  readjusted  them  upon  my  nose. 


and  prepared  my  mind  to  bear  with  calm- 
ness any  disappointment  that  might  ensue. 
But,  0  oUbo  dies  notanda  lapulof  what 
was  my  delight  to  find  that  the  change  of 
position  had  effected  none  in  the  sense  of 
the  writing,  even  by  so  much  as  a  single 
letter  1  I  was  now,  and  justly,  as  I  think, 
satisfied  of  the  conscientious  exactness  of 
my  interpretation.    It  is  as  follows  :  — 

HERE 

BJARNA  GRIHOLFSSON 

FIRST  DRANK  CLOUD-BROTHER 

through  child-of-lakd-and- 
water: 

that  is,  drew  smoke  through  a  reed  stem. 
In  other  words,  we  have  here  a  record  of 
the  first  smoking  of  the  herb  Nicotiaiia 
Tabacum  by  an  European  on  this  conti- 
nent The  probable  results  of  this  discov- 
ery are  so  vast  as  to  baffle  coi^ecture.  If 
it  oe  objected,  that  the  smoking  of  a  pipe 
would  hardly  justify  the  setting  up  of  a 
memorial  stone,  I  answer,  that  even  now 
the  Moquis  Indian,  ere  he  takes  his  firat 
wiiiff,  bows  reverently  toward  the  four 
quarters  of  the  sky  in  succession,  and  that 
the  loftiest  monuments  have  been  reared 
to  perpetuate  fame,  which  is  the  dream  of 
the  shadow  of  smoke.  The  Saga^  it  will 
be  remembered,  leaves  this  Bjama  to  a 
fate  something  like  that  of  Sir  Humphrey 
Gilbert,  on  board  a  sinking  ship  in  the 
"wormy  sea,"  having  generously  given  up 
his  place  in  the  boat  to  a  certain  Ice- 
lander. It  is  doubly  pleasant,  therefore, 
to  meet  with  this  proof  that  the  brave 
old  man  arrived  safely  in  Vinland,  and 
that  his  declining  years  were  cheered  by 
the  respectful  attentions  of  the  dusky 
denizens  of  our  then  uninvaded  forests. 
Most  of  all  was  I  gratified,  however,  in 
thus  linking  forever  the  name  of  my  na- 
tive town  with  one  of  the  most  momentous 
occurrences  of  modem  times.  Hitherto 
Jaalam,  though  in  soil,  climate,  and  geo- 
graphical position  as  highly  (^tialifiea  to 
be  the  theatre  of  remarkable  historical  in- 
cidents as  auv  spot  on  the  earth's  surface, 
has  been,  if  I  may  say  it  vrithout  seeming 
to  question  the  wisdom  of  Providence, 
almost  maliciously  neglected,  as  it  mi^ht 
appear,  by  occurrences  of  world-wide  in- 
terest in  want  of  a  situation.  And  in 
matters  of  this  nature  it  must  be  confessed 
that  adequate  events  are  as  necessary  as 
the  vateasacer  to  record  them.  Jaalam 
stood  always  modestly  ready,  but  circum- 
stances made  no  fitting  response  to  her 
generous  intentions.     Now,  nowever,  she 
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aasaroes  her  place  on  Die  hUtoiick  rolL 
I  have  hitherto  been  a  zealous  opponent 
of  the  Circean  herb,  but  I  shall  now  re- 
examine the  question  without  bias. 

I  am  aware  that  the  Rev.  Jonas  Tntchei, 
in  a  recent  communication  to  the  Bogus 
Four  Comers  Weekly  Mexidian,  has  en- 
deavored to  show  that  this  is  the  sepul- 
chral inscription  of  Thorwald  Eriksson, 
who.  as  is  well  kuowa,  was  slain  in  Vinland 
by  tne  natives.  But  1  thuik  he  has  been 
misled  bv  a  preconceived  theory,  and  can- 
not but  feel  that  he  has  thus  made  an  un- 
gracious return  for  my  allowing  him  to 
mspect  the  stone  with  the  aid  of  my  own 
glasses  (he  having  by  accident  left  IiIb  at 
home)  and  in  mv  own  study.  The  heathen 
ancients  might  have  instructed  this  Chris- 
tian minister  in  the  rites  of  hospitality ; 
but  much  is  to  be  pardoned  to  tne  spirit 
of  self-love.  He  must  indeed  be  ingenious 
who  can  make  out  the  words  hir  hvUir 
from  any  characters  in  the  inscription  in 
question,  which,  whatever  else  it  may  be, 
is  certainly  not  mortuary.  And  even  should 
the  reverend  gentleman  succeed  in  persuad- 
ing some  fantastical  wits  of  the  soundness 
of  his  views,  I  do  not  see  what  useful  end 
he  will  have  gained.  For  if  the  English 
Courts  of  Law  nold  the  testimony  of  grave- 
stones from  the  burial-grounds  of  Protes- 
tant dissenters  to  be  questionable,  even 
where  it  is  essential  in  provin^^  a  descent, 
I  cannot  conceive  that  the  epitaphial  as- 
sertions of  heathens  should  be  esteemed  of 
more  authority  by  any  man  of  orthodox 
sentiments. 

At  this  moment,  happenhig  to  cast  my 
eyes  upon  the  stone,  whose  characters  a 
transverse  light  from  my  southern  window 
brings  out  with  singular  distinctness,  an- 
other interpretation  has  occurred  to  me, 
Fromising  even  more  interesting  results, 
hasten  to  close  my  letter  in  order  to  fol- 
low at  once  the  clew  thus  providentially 
suggested. 

I  inclose,  as  usual,  a  contribution  from 
Mr.  Bifflow,  and  remain. 

Gentlemen,  with  esteem  and  respect. 
Your  ObiBdient  Humble  Servant, 

Homer  Wilbur,  A.  M. 


I  THANK  ye,  my  friens,  for  the  wannth 

o'  your  greetiu* : 
Ther'  's  few  airthly  blessins  bat  wut  *8 

vain  an'  fleetin' ; 
But  ef  ther*  is  one  thet  hain't  no  cracks 

an*  flaws, 
An'  is  wuth  goiu'  in  for,  it 's  pop'lar 

applause ; 


It  sends  up  the  sperits   ez   lively  ea 

rockets. 
An'  I  feel  it  —  wal,  down  to  the  eend  o' 

my  pockets. 
Jes'  loTin'  the    people    is   Canaan  in 

view, 
But  it 's  Canaan  paid  quarterly  t'  hev 

'em  love  you ; 
It 's  a  blessin  thet 's  breakin'  out  ollus 

in  fresh  spots ; 
It 's  a-foUerin'  Moses  'thout  losin'  the 

flesh-pots. 
But,  Gennlemen,  'sense  me,  I  aiii  t  sech 

a  raw  ens 
Ez  to  go  luggin'  ellerkence  into  a  cau- 
cus,— 
Thet  is,  into  one  where  the  call  compre- 
hends 
Nut  the  People  in  person,  but  on'y  their 

friends ; 
I  'm  so  kin'  o'  used  to  convincin'  the 

masses 
Of  th*  edvantage  o'  bein'  self-govemin' 

asses, 
I  forgut  thet  loe  're  all  o'  the  sort  thet 

pull  wires 
An'  arrange  for  the  public  their  wants 

an'  desires, 
An'  thet  wut  we  hed  met  for  wuz  jes*  to 


Wut  the  People's  opinions  in  futur'  should 
be. 

Now,  to  come  to  the  nub,  we  've  ben 
all  disappinted, 

An*  our  leadm'  idees  are  a  kind  o'  dis- 
jinted,  — 

Though,  fur  ez  the  nateral  man  could 
£scem, 

Thin^  ough'  to  ha'  took  most  an  opper- 
site  turn. 

But  The'ry  is  jes'  like  a  train  on  the 
rail, 

Thet,  weather  or  no,  puts  her  thru  with- 
out fail. 

While  Fac'  's  the  ole  stage  thet  gits 
sloughed  in  the  ruts, 

An'  hez  to  allow  for  your  darned  efs  an* 
buts, 

An*  so,  nut  intendin'  no  pers'nal  reflec- 
tions. 

They  don't — don't  nut  alius,  thet  is, — 
make  connections : 

Sometimes,  when  it  really  doos  seem 
thet  they  'd  oughter 

Combine  jest  ez  kindly  ez  lcm"  run^  an* 
water. 
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Both  '11  be  je«t  ez  sot  in  their  ways  ez  a 

For  a  people  thet  knows  much  ain't  fit 

bagnet, 

to  be  free 

Ez  otherwise-minded  ez  th'  eends  of  a 

In  the  self-cockin',  back-action  style  o' 

magnet. 

J.  D. 

An'  folks  like  you  'n'  me,  thet  ain't  ept 

to  be  sold, 

I  can't  believe  now  bat  wut  half  on  't  is 

Git  somehow  or  'nother  left  out  in  the 

lies; 

cold. 

For  who  'd  thought  the  North  wuz  a- 
goin*  to  rise, 

I  expected  'fore  this,  'thout  no  gret  of  a 

Or   take    the    pervokin'est   kin*  of  a 

row, 

stump. 

Jeff  D.  would  ha'  ben  where  A.  Lincoln 

'thout  *t  wuz   sunthin'  ez  pressin'  ez 

is  now, 

Gabr'el's  las'  trump? 

With  Taney  to  say  't  wuz  all  legle  an* 

Or  who  'd  ha'  supposed,  arter  sech  swell 

fair. 

an'  bluster 

An'  a  jury    o'  Deemocrats   ready   to 

'bout    the    lick-ary-ten-on-ye    fighters 

swear 

they  'd  muster. 
Raised  by  hand  on  briled  lightnin',  ez 

Thet  the  ingin  o'  State  gut  throwed  into 

!                 the  ditch 

op'lent  'z  you  please 
In  a  primitive  furrest  o'  femmily-treea,  — 
Who  'd  ha*  thought  thet  them  South- 

nners  ever  'ud  show 

By  the  fault  o'  the  North  in  misplacin' 

the  switch. 

Things    wuz    ripenin'    fust-rate    with 
Buchanan  to  nuss  *em ; 

Stams  with  pedigiees  to  'em  like  theim 

But  the  People  they  would  n't  be  Mex- 

to the  foe. 

icans,  cuss  'em ! 

Or,  when  the  vamosin'  come,  ever  to 

Ain't  the  safeguards  o'  freedom  upaot,  'z 

find 

you  may  say, 
Ef  the  right  o'  rev'lution  is  took  clean 

Nat'ral  masters  in  front  an'  mean  white 

folks  behind? 

away? 

By  ginger,  ef  I'd  ha'  known  half  I  know 

An'  doos  n't  the  right  primy-fashy  iu- 

now, 

dude 

When  I  wuz  to  Congress,  I  would  n't,  I 

The   bein'    entitled    to   nut    be    sub- 

swow, 

dued? 

Hev  let  'em  cair  on  so  high-minded  an* 

The  fact  is,  we  'd  gone  for  the  Union  so 

sarsy, 

strong, 

'thout  some  show  o'  wut  you  may  call 

When  Union  meant  South  ollus  right 

vicy-varsy. 

an'  North  wrong, 
Thet  the  people  gut  fooled  into  thinkin' 

To  be  sure,  we  wuz  under  a  contrac'  jes 

then 

it  might 

To  be  drefSe  forbearin'  towards  Southun 

Worry  on  middlin'  wal  with  the  North 

men; 

1                in  the  right 

,         We  might  ha  ben  now  jest  ez  proap'rous 

We  hed  to  go  sheers  in  preservin'  the 

bellance : 

ez  France, 

An'  ez  thev  seemed  to  feel  they  wuz 
wastin  their  tellents 

Where   p'litikle  enterprise  hez    a  fair 

chance, 

'thout  some  un  to  kick,  't  wam't  more 

An'  the  people  is  hdppy  an'  proud  et  this 

'n  proper,  you  know. 

hour. 

Each  should  funnish  his  part ;  an'  sence 

Lon^  ez  they  hev  the  votes,  to  let  Nap 

they  found  the  toe. 

hev  the  power ; 

An'  we  wuz  ii't  cherubs  —  wal,  we  found 

But  our  folks  they  went  an*  believed 

the  buffer. 

wut  we  'd  told  'em, 

For  fear  thet  the  Compromise  System 

An',  the  flag  once  insulted,  no  mortle 

should  suffer. 

could  hold  'em. 

"T  wuz  pervokin*  jest  when  we  wuz  ccr- 

I  wun't  say  the  plan  hed  n't  onpleasant 

t'in  to  win,  — 

featurs,  — 

An'  I,  for  one,  wun't  trust  the  masses 

For  men  are  perverse  an'  onreasonin' 

agin: 

creaturs, 
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An*  foTffit  thet  in  thU  life  *t  ain't  likely 

to  happen 
Their  own  privit  fancy  should  oIIub  be 

cappen, — 
But  it  worked  jest  qa  smooth  ez  the  key 

of  a  safe, 
An*  the  gret  Union  bearins  played  free 

from  all  chafe. 
They  warn't  hard  to  suit,  ef  they  bed 

their  own  way, 
An'  we  (thet  is,  some  on  us)  made  the 

thing  pay  : 
't  wuz  a  fair  give-an'-take  out  of  Uncle 

Sam's  heap ; 
Ef  they  took  wut  wam't  theim,  wut  we 

give  come  ez  cheap ; 
The  elect  gut  the  offices  down  to  tide- 
waiter, 
The  people  took  skinnin'  ez  mild  ez  a 

tater. 
Seemed  to  choose  who  they  wanted  tu, 

footed  the  bills, 
An'  felt  kind  o*  'z  though  they  wuz 

bavin'  their  wills, 
Which  kep'  'em  ez  hannless  an'  chei-fle 

ez  crickets, 
While  all  we  invested  wuz  names  on  the 

tickets : 
Wal,  ther'  's  nothin',  for  folks  fond  o' 

lib'ral  consumption 
Free  o'  charge,  like  democ'acy  tempered 

with  gumption ! 

Now  wam't  thet  a  system  wuth  pains  in 

presarvin'. 
Where  the  people  found  jints  an'  their 

frien's  done  the  carvin', — 
Where  the  many  done  all  o'  their  think- 
in'  by  proxy. 
An'  were  proud  on  't  ez  long  ez  't  wuz 

christened  Democ'cy,  — 
Where  the  few  let  us  sap  all  o'  Freedom's 

foundations, 
Ef  you  call  it  refonnin'  with  pmdence 

an'  patience, 
An*  were  willin'  JefTs  snake-egg  should 

hetch  with  the  rest, 
Ef  you  writ  "  Constitootional "  over  the 

nest? 
But  it 's  all  out  o'  kilter,  ('t  wuz  too  good 

to  last,) 
An'  all  jes'  by  J.  D.'s  percaedin'  too 

fast; 
Ef  he  'd  on'y  hung  on  for  a  month  or 

two  more. 
We  'd  ha'  gut  things  fixed  nicer  'n  they 

bed  ben  before : 


Afore  he  drawed  off  an'  lef  all  in  confu- 
sion. 

We  wuz  safely  entrenched  in  the  ole 
Constitootion, 

With  an  outlyin',  heavy-gun,  casemated 
fort 

To  rake  all  assailants,  —  I  mean  th'  S.  J. 
Court. 

Now  I  never  'U  acknowledge  (nut  ef  you 
should  skin  me) 

't  wuz  wise  to  abandon  sech  works  to  the 
in'my. 

An'  let  hmi  fin'  out  thet  wut  scared  him 
so  long, 

Our  whole  line  of  argyments,  lookin'  so 
strong. 

All  our  Scripturan'  law,  every  the'ry 
an'  fac', 

Wuz  Quaker-guns  daubed  with  Pro- 
slaveiy  black. 

Why,  ef  the  Republicans  ever  should 
git 

Andy  Johnson  or  some  one  to  lend  >m 
the  wit 

An'  the  spunk  jes'  to  mount  Constitoo- 
tion an'  Court 

With  Cdlumbiad  guns,  your  real  ekle- 
rights  801-t, 

Or  drill  out  the  spike  from  the  ole  Dec- 
laration 

Thet  can  kerry  a  solid  shot  cleam  roun* 
creation, 

We  'd  better  take  maysures  for  shettin* 
up  shop. 

An'  put  oil  our  stock  by  a  vendoo  or 
swop. 

Bat  they  wun't  never  dare  tu  ;  you  '11 

see  em  in  Edom 
'fore  they  ventur'  to  go  where  their  doc- 
trines 'ud  lead  'em  : 
They  've  ben  takin*  our  princerples  up  ez 

we  dropt  *em, 
An'  thought  it  wuz  temble  'cute   to 

adopt  'em  ; 
But  they  '  I  fin'  out  'fore  long  thet  their 

hope  's  ben  deceivin'  'em. 
An'  thet  princerjiles  ain't  o'  no  good,  ef 

you  o'lieve  m  'em  ; 
It  makes  'em  tu  stiff  for  a  partj  to 

use, 
Where  thev  *d  ough*  to  be  easr  'z  an  ole 

pair  o  shoes. 
If  toe  say  'n  our  pletform  thet  Ml  men 

are  brothers, 
We  don't  mean  thet  some  folks  ain't 

more  so  'n  some  others  ; 
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An'  it 's  wal  nnderstood  thet  we  make  a 

selection, 
An'  thet  brotherhood  kin'  o'  sabeides 

arter  'lection. 
The  fust  thing  for  sound  politicians  to 

lam  is, 
Thet  Truth,  to  dror  kindly  in  all  sorts 

o'  harness, 
Mus'  be  ken'  in  the  abstract,  — for,  come 

to  apply  it. 
You  're  ept  to  hurt  some  folks's  interists 

by  it 
Wal,  these  'ere  Republicans  (some  on 

'em)  ects 
Ez  thouffh  eineral    mexims    'ad    suit 

speshle  tacts  ; 
An'  there 's  where  we  '11  nick  'em,  there 's 

where  they  *11  be  lost : 
For  applyin*  your  princerple  's  wut  makes 

it  cost, 
An*  folks  don't  want  Fourth  o'  July  t' 

interfere 
With  the  business-oonsams  o'  the  rest  o' 

the  year, 
No  more  'n  they  want  Sunday  to  pry  an' 

to  peek 
Into  wut  they  are  doin'  the  rest  o'  the 

week. 

A  ginooine  statesman  should  be  on  his 

guard, 
Ef  he  must  hev  beliefs,  nut  to  Vlieve  'em 

tu  hard ; 
For,  ez  sure  ez  he  does,  he  '11  be  blartin* 

'em  out 
'thout  regardin*  the  natur'  o'  man  more 

'n  a  8^ut, 
Nor  it  don  t  ask  much  gumption  to  pick 

out  a  flaw 
In  a  party  whose  leaders  are  loose  in  the 

jaw  : 
An'  so  in  our  own  case  I  ventur'  to 

hint 
Thet  we  'd  better  nut  air  our  perceedin's 

in  print. 
Nor  pass  resserlootions  ez  long  ez  your 

arm 
Thet  may,  ez  things  heppen  to  turn,  do 

us  harm ; 
For  when  you  've  done  all  your  real 

meanin  to  smother, 
The  darned  things  '11  up  an'  mean  sun- 
thin*  or  'nother. 
JeflTson  prob'ly  meant  wal  with  his  "bom 

free  an'  ekle," 
But  it 's  turned  out  a  real  crooked  stick 

in  the  sekle ; 


It 's  taken  full  eighty-odd  year— don't 

you  see? — 
From  the  poplar  belief  to  root  out  thet 

idee. 
An',  arter  all,  suckers  on  't  keep  buddin* 

forth 
In  the  nat'lly  onprincipled  mind  o'  the 

North. 
No,  never  say  nothin'  without  you  're 

compelled  tu. 
An'  then  don't  say  nothin'  thet  you  can 

be  held  tu, 
Nor  don't  leave  no  friction-idees  layin' 

loose 
For  the  ign'ant  to  put  to  incend'ary 


You  know  I  'm  a  feller  thet  keeps  a 

skinned  eye 
On  the  leetle  events  thet  go  skurryin' 

by, 
Coz  it 's  oFner  by  them  than  by  gret 

ones  you  '11  see 
Wut  the  p'litickle  weather  is  likely  to 

be. 
Now  I  don't  think  the  South  *8  more  'n 

begun  to  be  licked, 
But  I  au  think,  ez  Jeff  says,  the  wind- 
bag's  gut  pricked ; 
It  *11  blow  £^r  a  spell  an'  keep  puffin'  an' 

wheezin', 
The  tighter  our  army  an'  navy  keep 

squeezin',  — 
For  they  can't  help  snread-eaglein'  long 

'z  tner'  's  a  moutn 
To  blow  Enfield's  Speaker  thra  lef  at 

the  South. 
But  it 's  high  time  for  us  to  be  settin' 

our  faces 
Towards  reconstractin'  the  national  ba- 
sis. 
With  an  eye  to  beginnin'  agin  on  the 

jolly  ticks 
We  used  to  chalk  up  'hind  the  back-door 

o*  politics ; 
An'  the  fus'  tiling  's  to  save  wut  of 

Slav'ry  ther'  's  lef 
Arter  this  (I  mus'  call  it)  impradenoe  o' 

Jeff: 
For  a  real  jpood  Abuse,  with  its  roots  fur 

an'  wide, 
Is  the  kin'  o'  thing  /  like  to  hev  on  my 

side ; 
A  Scriptur'  name  makes  it  ez  sweet  ez  a 

rose, 
An'  it 's  tougher  the  older  an'  uglier  it 

grows  — 
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(I  Ain't  speakin*  now  o*  the  righteous- 1  "  Disunion  "  done  wal    till  our   reah 

ness  of  it, 

Southun  friends 

But  the  p'litickle  purchase  it  gives  an' 

Took  the  savor  all  out  on  *t  for  national 

the  profit). 

ends; 
But  I  guess  *'  Abolition  "  '11  work  a  spell 

Things  look  pooty  squally,  it  must  be 

yit. 

When  the  war 's  done,  an'  so  will  "  For- 

An'  I  don't  see  much  signs  of  a  bow  in 

give-an'-forgit." 

the  cloud : 

Times  mus'  be  pooty  thoroughly  out  o' 

Ther'  's  too  many  Deemocrats  —  leaders 

alljint. 

wut  *s  wuss  — 

Ef  we  can't  make  a  good  constitootional 

Thet  go  for  the  Union  *thout  carin'  a 

pint; 
An'  the  good  time  11  come  to  be  grindin' 

cuss 

Ef  it  helps  ary  party  thet  ever  wuz 

our  exes, 

heard  on. 

When  the  war  goes  to  seed  in  the  nettle 

So  onr  eagle  ain't  made  a  split  Austrian 

o'  texes : 

bird  on. 

Ef  Jon'than  don't  squirm,  with  sech 
helps  to  assist  him. 

But  ther'  's  still  some  consarvntive  signs 

to  be  found 

I  give  up  my  faith  in  the  free-suffrage 

Thet  shows  the  gret  heart  o'  the  People 

system ; 

is  sound  : 

Democ'cy  wun't  be  nut  a  mite  inter- 

(Excuse  me  for  usin*  a  stump-phrase 

estin', 

agin, 

Nor   p'litikle  capital  much  wuth  in- 

But,  once  in  the  way  on  't,  they  toill 

vestin'  ; 

stick  like  sin:) 

An'  my  notion  is,  to  keep  dark  an'  lay 

There  's  Phillips,  for  instance,  her  jes' 
ketched  a  Tartar 

low 

Till  we  see  the  right  minute  to  put  in 

• 

In  the  Law-'n* -Order  Party  of  ole  Cin- 

our  blow.  — 

cinnater ; 

An'  the  Compromise  System  ain't  gone 

But  I  've  talked  longer  now  'n  I  hed  any 

out  o'  reach, 

idee. 

Long  'z  you  keep  the  right  limits  on 
freedom  o*  speech. 

An'  ther'  's  others  yon  want  to  hear 
more  'n  you  du  me ; 

'T  wam't  none  too  late,  neither,  to  put 

So  I  '11  set  down  an'  give  thet  'ere  bottle 

on  the  gag, 

a  skrimmage,  ,,  ^  ,      ^ 

For  he 's  dangerous  now  he  goes  in  for 

For  I  've  spoke  till  I  'm  dry  ez  a  real 

theflaff. 
Kut  thet  1  altogether  approve  o'  bad 

They're  mos'  gin'lly  aroymunt  on  its 

graven  image. 

las'  lera,  - 

An'  their  logic  is  ept  to  be  tu  indis- 
criminate. 

Nor  don't  ollus  wait  the  right  objecs  to 

No.  VI. 

SUNTHIN'  IN  THE  PASTORAL  LINE. 

'liminate; 

But  there  is  a  variety  on  'em,  you  '11 

TO  THE  EDIT0B8  OF  THB  ATLABTIO 

find. 

MOWTHLT. 

Jest  ez  usefle  an'  more,  besides  bein' 

refined,  — 
I  mean  o'  the  sort  thet  are  laid  by  the 

dictionary, 
Sech  cz  sophisms  an'  cant,  thet  '11  kerry 

jAAf.Aif,17tb  May.  1862. 

GEMTLmEN,  —  At  the  special  request  of 
Mr.  Biglow,  I  intended  to  inclose,  together 
with  his  own  contribution,  (into  which, 
at  my  suggestion,  he  has  thrown  a  little 

conviction  ary 
Way  thet  you  want  to  the  right  class  o' 

more  of  pastoral  sentiment  than  usual,) 
some  passages  from  my  sermon  on  the  day 
of  the  National  Fast,  from  the  text,  "  Re- 

men, 

An'  are  staler  than  all 't  ever  come  from   member  them  that  are  in  bonds,  as  bound 
a  hen  :                                                I  with  them,"  Ueb.  xlil.  8.    But  I  have  not 

' 
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leiBure  sufficient  at  present  for  the  copy- 
ing of  them,  even  were  I  ^together  satis- 
fied with  the  protinction  as  it  stamls.  I 
should  prefer,  I  confess,  to  contribute  the 
entire  (Uscourse  to  the  jpages  of  your  re- 
spectable miscellany,  if  it  snoald  be  found 
acceptable  upon  perusal,  especially  as  I 
find  the  difficulty  in  selection  of  greater 
magnitude  than  I  had  anticipated.  What 
Itasses  without  challenge  in  the  fervour  of 
oral  delivery,  cannot  always  stand  the 
colder  criticism  of  the  closet.  I  am  not 
so  great  an  enemy  of  Eloquence  as  my 
friend  Mr.  Biglow  would  appear  to  he  from 
»ome  passages  in  his  contnbution  for  the 
current  month.  I  would  not,  indeed, 
hastily  snspeort  him  of  covertly  fflaucing  at 
myself  in  his  somewhat  canstick  animad- 
versions, albeit  some  of  the  phrases  he 
f'rds  at  are  not  entire  strangers  to  my  lips, 
am  a  more  hearty  admirer  of  the  Puri- 
tans than  seems  now  to  be  the  fashion,  and 
believe,  that,  if  thev  Hebraized  a  little  too 
much  in  their  speech,  they  showed  remark- 
able practical  sagacity  as  statesmen  and 
founders.  But  such  phenomena  as  Puri- 
tanism are  the  results  rather  of  great  relig- 
ious than  of  merely  social  oonvufsious,  and 
do  not  long  survive  them.  So  soon  as  an 
earnest  conviction  has  oooled  into  a  phrase, 
its  work  is  over,  and  the  best  that  can  be 
done  with  it  is  to  bury  it  /te,  missa  est. 
I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  Mr.  Biglow 
that  we  cannot  settle  the  great  political 
questions  which  are  now  presenting  them- 
selves to  the  nation  by  the  opinions  of 
Jeremiah  or  Ezekiel  as  to  the  wants  and 
dnties  of  the  Jews  in  their  time,  nor  do  I 
believe  that  an  entire  community  with 
their  feelings  and  views  would  be  practicar 
ble  or  even  agreeable  at  the  present  day. 
At  the  same  time  I  could  wish  that  their 
habit  of  subordinating  the  actual  to  the 
moral,  the  flesh  to  the  spirit,  and  this 
world  to  the  other,  were  more  common. 
They  had  found  out,  at  least,  the  great 
military  secret  that  soul  weighs  more  than 
body. — But  I  am  suddenly  called  to  a 
sick-bed  in  the  household  of  a  valued  par- 
ishioner. 

With  esteem  and  respect. 

Your  obedient  servant. 

Homer  Wilbur. 


Once  git  a  smell  o'  musk  into  a  draw, 
An'  it  clings  hold  like  precerdents  in 

law  : 
Your  gra' ma'am  put  it  there,  —when, 

goodness  knows,  — 
To  jea*  this-worldify  her  Sunday-clo'es  ; 


But  the  old  chist  won't  sarve  her  grau*- 

son's  wife, 
(For,  'thout  new  funnitoor,  wut  good  in 

^  Ufe?) 
An'  so  ole  clawfoot,  from  the  precinka 

dread 
0'  the  spare  chamber,  slinks  into  the 

shed, 
Where,  dim  with  dust,  it  fust  or  last 

subsides 
To  holdin'  seeds  an'  fifty  things  besides ; 
But  better  days  stick  fast  in  heart  an' 

husk, 
An'  all  you  keep  In  't  gits  a  scent  o* 

musk. 

Jes'  so  with  poets :  wut  they  've  airly  read 
Gits  kind  o'  worked  into  their  heart  an' 

head. 
So  's  't  they  can't  seem  to  write  bat  jest 

on  sheers 
With    furrin   countries    or    played-out 

ideers. 
Nor  hev  a  feelin',  ef  it  doos  n't  smack 
0'  wut  some  critter  chose  to  feel  'way 

back  : 
This  makes  'em  talk  o'  daisies,  larks,  an' 

thincs^ 
Ez  though  we  'd  nothin'  here  that  blows 

an'  sings,  — 
(Why,  I  'd  give  more  for  one  live  bobo- 

link 
Than  a  square  mile  o'  larks  in  printer's 

iuk,)  — 
This  makes  'em  think  our  fust  o*  May  is 

May. 
Which  't  ain't,  for  all  the  almanicks  can 

say. 

O  little  citY-gals»  don't  never  go  it 
Blind  on  tne  word  o*  noospai 


They  're  apt  to  puff,  an' 
dom  looks 


or  poet  1 
ly-day  sel- 


Up  in  the  country  ez  it  doos  in  books  ; 

They're  no  more  like  than  hornets'- 
nests  an'  hives. 

Or  printed  sarmons  be  to  holy  lives. 

I,  with  my  trouses  perched  on  cowhide 
boots, 

Tuggin'  my  foundered  feet  oat  by  the 
roots, 

Hev  seen  ye  come  to  fling  on  April's 
hearse 

Your  muslin  nosegays  from  the  mil- 
liner's, 

Pttzzlin'  to  find  dry  ground  your  queen 
to  choose, 


THE  BIGLOW  PAPEHS. 


275 


Au'  dance  your  throats  sore  in  morocker 

shoes  : 
I  've  seen  ye  an'  felt  proud,  thet,  come 

wut  would, 
Our   Pilgrim   stock   wuz  pethed  with 

hardihood. 
Pleasure  doos  make  us  Yankees  kind  o' 

winch, 
Ez  though  't  wuz  sunthin'  paid  for  by 

the  inch ; 
But  yit  we  du  contrive  to  worry  thru, 
Ef  Dooty  tells  us  thet  the  thing 's  to  du. 
An*  kerry  a  hoUerday,  ef  we  set  out, 
£z  stiddily  ez  though  't  wuz  a  redoubt. 

I,  country-born  an'  bred,  know  where  to 

find 
Some  blooms  thet  make  the  season  sidt 

the  mind, 
Au*  seem  to  metch  the  doubtin'  blue- 
bird's notes,  — 
Half-veut'rin'  liverworts  in  furry  coats, 
Bloodroots,   wliosp  rolled- up  leaves  ef 

you  oncurl, 
Each  on  'em  's  cradle  to  a  baby-pearl,  — 
But  these  are  jes'  Spring's  pickets  ;  sure 

ez  sin. 
The  rebble  frosts  *11  try  to  drive  *em  in  ; 
For  half  our  May  's  so  awfully  like 

May  n't, 
't  would  rile  a  Shaker  or  an  evrige  saint ; 
Though  I  own  up  I  like  our  oack'ard 

springs 
Thet  Kind  o'  haggle  with  their  greens 

an'  things, 
An'  when  you  'most  give  up,  'uthout 

more  words 
Toss  the  fields  full  o'  blossoms,  leaves, 

an*  birds  : 
Thet  *s  Northun  natur',  slow  an'  apt  to 

doubt, 
But  when  it  doos  git  stirred,  ther*  *s  no 

gin-out ! 

Fust  come  the  blackbirds  clatt'rin'  in 
tall  trees, 

An'settlin'  things  in  windy  Congresses,  — 

Queer  politicians,  though,  for  I  '11  be 
skmned 

Ef  all  on  'em  don't  head  aginst  the  wind. 

fore  long  the  trees  begin  to  show  be- 
lief,- 

The  maple  crimsons  to  a  coral-reef. 

Then  safi'em  swarms  swing  off  from  all 
the  willers 

So  plump  they  look  like  yaller  caterpil- 
lars, 


Then  gray  hossches'uuts  leetle  hands 
unfold 

Softer  'u  a  baby's  be  at  three  days  old  : 

Thet 's  robin-redbreast's  almanick ;  he 
knows 

Thet  arter  this  ther*  's  only  blossom- 
snows  ; 

So,  choasin'  out  a  handy  crotch  an' 
spouse. 

He  goes  to  plast'rin'  his  adobe  house. 

Then  seems  to  come  a  hitch,  —  things 

lag  behind, 
Till  some  fine  momin'  Spring  makes  up 

her  mind. 
An*  ez,  when  snow-swelled  rivers  cresh 

their  dams 
Heaped-up  with  ice  thet  dovetails  in 

an'  jams, 
A  leak  comes  spirtin'  thru  some  pin-hole 

cleft. 
Grows  stronger,  fercer,  tears  out  right 

an'  left, 
Then  all  the  waters  bow  themselves  an' 

come, 
Suddin,  in  one  gret  slope  o'  shedderin' 

foam, 
Jes'  so  our  Spring  gits  everythin'  in  tune 
An'  gives   one    leap    from  Aperl  into 

June : 
Then  all  comes  crowdin'  in  ;  afore  you 

think, 
Yoimg    oak -leaves    mist    the   side-hill 

woods  with  pink ; 
The  catbird  in  the  laylock-bush  is  loud ; 
The  orchards  turn  to  heaps  o'  rosy  cloud ; 
Red-cedars  blossom  tu,  though  lew  folks 

know  it, 
An'  look  all  dipt  in  sunshine  like  a  poet  ^ 
The  lime-trees  pile  their  solid  stacks  o' 

shade 
An'  drows'ly   simmer  with   the   bees' 

sweet  trade ; 
In  ellum-shrouds  the  flashin'  hangbird 

clings 
An'  for  the  summer  vy'ge  his  hammock 

slings  ; 
All   down   the   loose-walled   lanes   in 

archin'  bowers 
The  barb'ry  droops  its  strings  o'  golden 

flowers. 
Whose  shrinkin'  hearts  the  school-galB 

love  to  try 
With  pins,  —  they  '11  worry  yoam  so, 

boys,  bimeby  1 
But  I  don't  love  your  cat'logue  style,  — 

do  you  ?  — 
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£z  ef  to  sell  off  Natar'  by  vendoo  ; 
One  word  with  blood  in  't  's  twice  ez 

good  ez  two : 
'naff  sed,  June's  bridesman,  poet  o'  the 

year, 
Gladness  on  wings,  the  bobolink,  is  here ; 
Half-hid    in    tip-top  apple-blooms    he 

swings, 
Or  climbs  aginst  the  breeze  with  quiv- 

erin'  wings, 
Or,  givin'  way  to  't  in  a  mock  despair, 
Kans  down,  a  brook  o'  laughter,  thru 

the  air. 

I  oUus  feel  the  sap  start  in  my  veins 
In  Spring,  with  cunis  heats  an'  prickly 

pains, 
Thet  drive  me,  when  I  git  a  chance,  to 

walk 
Off  by  myself  to  hev  a  privit  talk 
"With  a  queer  critter  thet  can't  seem  to 

'gree 
Along  o'  me  like  most  folks,  —  Mister 

Me. 
Ther'  's  times  when  I  *m  unsoshle  ez  a 

stone. 
An'  sort  o'  suflfercate  to  be  alone,  — 
I  'm  crowded  jes'  to  think  thet  folks  are 

nigh. 
An'  can't  bear  nothin'  closer  than  the 

sky; 
Now  the  wind  's  full  ez  shifty  in  the 

mind  "^ 

£z  wut  it  is  ou'-doors,  ef  I  ain't  blind, 
An'  sometimes,  in  the  fairest  sou'west 

weather. 
My  innard  vane  pints  east  for  weeks  to- 
gether, 
My  natur'  gits  all  goose-flesh,  an'  my  sins 
Come  drizzlin'  on  my  conscience  sharp 

ez  pins : 
"Wal,  et  sech  times  I  jes*  slip  out  o'  sight 
An'  take  it  out  in  a  fair  stan'-up  fight 
With  the  one  cuss  I  can't  lay  on  the  shelf, 
The  crook'dest  stick  in  all'  the  heap,  — 

Myself. 

T  wuz  so  las'  Sabbath  arter  meetin'- 

time: 
Findin'  my  feelin's  would  n't  noways 

rhyme 
With  nobody's,  but  off  the  hendle  flew 
An'  took  things  from  an  eaat-nind  pint 

o'  view, 
I  started  off  to  lose  me  in  the  hiils 
Where  the  pines  be,  up  back  <r'  'Siah's 


Pines,  ef  you  're  blue,  are  the  best  friends 

I  know, 
They  mope  an'  sigh  an'  sheer  your  feel- 
in's so,  — 
They  hesh  the  ground  beneath  so,  tu,  I 

swan. 
You  half-forgit  you  've  gut  a  body  on. 
Ther'  's  a  small  school  us'  there  where 

four  rop/ds  meet. 
The  door-steps  hollered  out  by  little  feet, 
An'  side-posts  carved  with  names  whose 

owners  grew 
To  gret  men,  some  on  'em,  an'  deacons, 

.tu; 
't  ain't  used  no  longer,  coz  the  town 

hez  gut 
A  high-school,  where  they  teach  the 

Lord  knows  wut : 
Three-story  lamin'  's  pop'Ur  now;  I 

ffuess 
We  thriv'  ez  wal  on  jes*  two  stories  less. 
For  it  strikes  me  ther*  's  sech  a  thing  ez 

sinnin' 
By  overloadin'  children's  underpinnin' : 
Wal,  here  it  wuz  I  larned  my  ABC, 
An'  it 's  a  kind  o'  favorite  spot  with  me. 

We  're  curus  critters :  Now  ain't  jes'  the 

minute 
Thet  ever  fits  us  easy  while  we  *re  in 

it; 
Long  ez 't  wuz  futur',  't  would  be  perfect 

bliss,  — 
Soon  ez  it 's  past,  Ihet  time 's  wuth  ten 

o'  this  ; 
An'  yit  there  ain't  a  man  thet  need  be 

told 
Thet  Now 's  the  only  bird  lays  eggs  o' 

gold. 
A  knee-high  lad,  I  used  to  plot  an'  plan 
An'  think  t  wuz  life's  cap-sheaf  to  be  a 

man  ; 
Now,  ffittin'  gray,  there's  nothin*  I  enjoy 
Like  dreamin'  back  along  into  a  boy  :  * 
So  the  ole  school'us'  is  a  place  I  choose 
Afore  all  others,  ef  I  want  to  muse  ; 
I  set  down  where  I  used  to  set,  an'  git 
My  boyhood  back,  an'  better  things  with 

it,— 
Faith,  Hope,  an'  sunthin',  ef  it  is  n't 

Cherrity, 
It 's  want  o'  guile,  an'  thet 's  ez  gret  a 

rerrity,  — 
WhiJ»»  Fancy's  cushin',  free  to  Prince 

am*  Clown, 
Makes  the  hard  bench  ez  soft  ez  milk- 
weed-down. 
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Now,   *fore    I    knowed,   thet    Sabbath 

arternoon 
When  I  sot  out  to  tramp  myself  in  tune, 
I  found  me  in  the  schoorus*  on  my  seat, 
Dmmmin'  the  march  to  No-wheres  with 

my  feet. 
Thinkin'  o'  nothin',  I  *ve  heerd  ole  folks 

say 
Is  a  hard  kind  o'  dooty  in  its  way  : 
It  *s  thinkin'  every  thin'  you  ever  knew, 
Or  ever  beam,  to  make  your  feelin's  blue. 
I  sot  there  tryin'  thet  on  for  a  spell : 
I  thought  o'  the  Rebellion,  then  o'  Hell, 
Which  some  folks  tell  ye  now  is  jest  a 

metterfor 
(A  the'ry,  p'raps,  it  wun't  fteX  nous  the 

better  for) ; 
I  thought  0*  Reconstruction,  wnt  we  'd 

win 
Patchin'  our  patent  self-blow-up  affin  : 
I  thought  el  this  'ere  milkin'  a  the 

wits. 
So  much  a  month,  wam't  givin'  Natur* 

fits,— 
Ef  folks  wam't  drur,  findin'  their  own 

milk  fail, 
To  work  the  cow  thet  hez  an  iron  tail. 
An'  ef  idees  'thout  ripen  in'  in  the  pan 
Would  send  up  cream  to  humor  ary  man : 
From  this  to  thet  I  let  my  worryin'  creep, 
Till  finally  I  must  ha'  fell  asleep. 

Our  lives  in  sleep  are  some  like  streams 

thet  glide 
'twixt  flesh  an'  sperrit  boundin'  on  each 

side. 
Where  both  shores'  shadders  kind  o' 

mix  an'  mingle 
In  sunthin'  thet  ain't  jea*  like  either 

single  ; 
An*  when  you  cast  off  moorin's  from 

To-day, 
An'  down  towards  To-morrer  drift  away. 
The  imiges  thet  teiigle  on  the  stream 
Make  a  new  upside-down'ai-d  world  o' 

dream  : 
Sometimes  they  seem  like  sunrise-streaks 

an'  warnin's 
0'  wut  '11  be  in  Heaven  on  Sabbath- 

momiu's, 
An*,  mixed  right  in  ez  ef  jest  out  o*  spite, 
Sunthin'  thet  says  your  supper  ain't  gone 

right. 
I  'm  gret  on  dreams,  an'  often  when  I 

wake, 
1  've  lived  so  much  it  makes  my  raem'ry 

ache, 


An'  can't  sknrce  take  a  cat-nap  in  my 

cheer 
'thout  hevin'  'em,  some  good,  some  bad, 

all  queer. 

Now  I  wuz  settin'  where  I  *d  ben,  it 

seemed, 
An'  ain't    sure    yit  whether    I    r'ally 

dreamed, 
Nor,  ef  I  did,  how  long  I  might  ha' 

slep*. 
When  I  beam  some  un  stompin'  np  tht 

step. 
An'  lookin*  round,  ef  two  an'  two  make 

four, 
I  see  a  Pilgrim  Father  in  the  door. 
He  wore  a  steeple-hat,  tall  boots,  an' 

spurs 
With  rowels  to  'em  big  ez  ches'nut-burrs. 
An'  his  gret  sword  behind  him  sloped 

away 
Long  'z  a  man's  speech  thet  dunno  wut 

to  say.  — 
**  Ef  your  name 's    Biglow,   an'  your 

given-name 
Hosee,"  sez  he,  "  it 's  arter  you  I  came ; 
I  'm  your  gret-gran'ther  multiplied  by 

three.'*  — 
**  My  w\d  ?  "  sez  I.  —  **  Your  gret-gret- 

gret,"  sez  he  : 
*'  You  would  n't  ha'  never  ben  here  but 

for  me. 
Two  hundred  an'  three  year  ago  this  May 
The  siiip  I  come  in  sailed  up  Boston  Bay ; 
I  'd  been  a  cunnle  in  our  Civil  War,  — 
But  wut  on  airth  hev  vow  gut  up  one  for? 
Coz  we  du  things  in  England,  't  ain't  for 

you 
To  git  a  notion  you  can  du  'em  tu  : 
I  'm  told  you  write  in  public  prints  :  ef 

true, 
It 's  nateral  you  should  know  a  thing 

or  two."  — 
**Thet  air's  an  argymunt   I  can't  en- 
dorse, — 
't  would  prove,  coz  you  wear  spurs,  you 

kep'  a  horse  : 
For  brains,"  sez  I,  "  wutever  you  may 

think, 
Ain't  boun'  to  cash  the  drafs  o'  pen-an'- 

ink,  — 
Though  mos'  folks  write  ez  ef  they  hoped 

jes*  quickenin' 
The  chum  would  ai^goo  skim-milk  into 

thickenin' ; 
But  skim-milk  ain't  a  thing  to  chang* 

its  view 


!        I 


I        I 
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0'  wut  it 's  meant  for  more  'n  a  smoky  ! 

flue.  I 

But  du  pray  tell  me,  'fore  we  furder  go, 
How  in  all  Natur'  did  you  come  to  know 
it  our  affaii-Sj 

Come  ? "  — 


'bout  our  affaire, "  sez  I,  "in  Kingdom- 


you  CO 
I.  "in 


"Wal,  I  worked  round  at  sperrit-rappin' 

some, 
An*  danced  the  tables  till  their  legs  wuz 

gone, 
In  hopes  o'  larnin'  wut  wuz  goin'  on,*' 
Sez  he,  "but  mejuras  lie  so  like  all-split 
Thet  I  concluded  it  wuz  best  to  quit. 
But,  come  now,  ef  you  wuu't  confess  to 

knowin'. 
You  've    some    coniectures    how    the 

thing 's  a-goin'.    — 
"Gran'ther,"   sez    I,    "a  vane  wam't 

never  known 
Nor  asked  to  hev  a  jedgment  of  its  own  ; 
An'  yit,  ef  *t  ain't  gut  rusty  in  the  jints. 
It 's  safe  to  trust  its  say  on  certin  pints : 
It  knows  the  wind's  opinions  to  a  T, 
An'  the  wind  settles  wut  the  weather  '11 

be." 
"  I  never  thought  a  scion  of  our  stock 
Could  grow  the  wood  to  make  a  weather- 
cock ; 
When    I  wuz  younger  'n  you,    skurce 

more  'n  a  shaver. 
No  airthly  wind,"  sez  he,  "could  make 

me  waver  ! " 
(Ez  he  said  this,  he  clinched  his  jaw  an' 

forehead, 
Hitchin'  his  belt  to  bring  his  sword-hilt 

forrard.)  — 
"  Jes  so  it  wuz  with  me,"  sez  I,  "I  swow, 
When  /  wuz  younger  'n  wut  you  see  me 

now,  — 
Nothin*  from  Adam's  fall  to  Huldy's 

bonnet, 
Thet  I  wam't  full-cocked  with  my  jedg- 
ment on  it ; 
But  now  I  'm  ffittin'  on  in  life,  I  find 
It's  a  sight  harder  to  make  up  my 

mind,  — 
Nor  I  don't  often  try  tu,  when  events 
Will  du  it  for  me  free  of  all  expense. 
The     moral     question  's     oUus    plain 

enough,  — 
It's  jes'  the  human-natur*  side  thet's 

tough ; 
Wut 's  best  to  think  may  n't  puzzle  me 

nor  you,  — 
The  pinch  comes  in  decidin'  wut  to  du; 
Ef  you  read  History,  all  runs  smooth  ez 

grease, 


Coz  there  the  men  ain't  nothin*  more  'n 

idees,  — 
But  come  to  make  it,  ez  we  must  to-day, 
Th'  idees  hev  arms  an'  legs  an'  stop  the 

way  : 
It'^  easy  fixin*  things  in  facts  an'  fig- 

gers, — 
They  can't  resist,  nor  wam't  brought  up 

with  niggera  ; 
But  come  to  tiy  your  the'ry  on,  —  why, 

then 
Your  facts  an'  Aggers  change  to  ign'ant 

men 
Actin'  ez  ugly  — " — "Smite  'em  hip 

an'  thigh  ! " 
Sez  firan'ther,  "and  let  every  man-child 

Qie! 
Oh  for  three  weeks  o'  Crommle  an'  the 

Lord! 
Up,  Isr'el,  to  your  tents  an'  grind  the 

sword  ! "  — 
"Thet  kind  o'  thing  worked  wal  in  ole  " 

Judee, 
But  you  forgit  how  long  it  'a  ben  A.  D.  ; 
You  think  thet 's  ellerkence,  —  I  call  it 

shoddy, 
A  thinff,"  sez  I,  **  wun't  cover  soul  nor 

body  ; 
I   like  the  plain  lall-wool  o'  common- 
sense, 
Thet  warms  ye  now,  an'  will  a  twelve- 
month hence. 
You  took  to  follerin'  where  the  Prophets 

beckoned. 
An',  fust  you  knowed  on,  back  come 

Charles  the  Second  ; 
Now  wut  I  want 's  to  hev  all  toe  gain 

stick. 
An'  not  to  start  Millennium  too  quick  ; 
We  hain't  to  punish  only,  but  to  Keep, 
An*  the  cure 's  gut  to  go  a  cent'ry  deep." 
"  Wal,  milk-an'- water  ain't  the  best  o* 

glue," 
Sez  he,  "  an'  so  you  '11  find  before  you  're 

thru  ;^ 
Ef   reshness  venters    sunthin',   shilly- 
shally 
Loses  ez  often  wut  *8  ien  times  the  vally. 
Thet  exe  of  oura,  when  Charles's  neck 

gut  split, 
Opened  a  gap  thet  ain't  bridged  over  yit : 
Slav'ry  's  your  Charles,  the  Lord  hez  gin 

the  exe  —  " 
"Our  Charles,"  sez   I,  "hez  gut  eight 

million  necks. 
The  hardest  question  ain't  the  black 

man's  right. 
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The  trouble  is  to  'mancipate  the  white  ; 
One's  chained  in  body  an*  can  be  sot 

free, 
But  t'  other  *s  chained  in  soul  to  an  idee : 
It 's  a  long  job,  but  we  shall  worry  thru 

it; 
£f  bagnets  fail,  the  spellin'-book  must 

du  it." 
"  Hosee,"  sez  he,  **  1  think  you  're  goin' 

to  fail : 
The  rettlesnake  ain't  dangerous  in  the 

tail; 
This  'ere  rebellion 's  nothin   but    the 

rettle,  — 
You  *11  stomp  on  thet  an'  think  you  've 

won  the  bettle  ; 
It 's  Slavery  thet 's  the  fangs  an'  thinkin' 

head, 
An*  ef   you  want  selvation,    cresh   it 

dead,  — 
An'  cresh  it  suddin,  or  you  '11  lam  by 

waitin' 
Thet  Chance  wun't  stop  to  listen  to  de- 

batiu' !" — 
"God's  truth  ! "  sez  I,  —  " an*  ef  /  held 

the  club. 
An'  knowed  jes'  where  to  strike, — but 

there 's  the  rub  !  "  — 
"Strike  soon,"  sez  he,  "or  you'll  be 

defidly  ailin',  — 
Folks  thet 's  afeared  to  fail  are  sure  o' 

failin' ; 
God  hates  your  sneakin*  creturs  thet 

believe 
He  '11  settle  things  they  run  away  an* 

leave  I" 
He  brought  his  foot  down  fercely,  ez  he 

spoke. 
An'  give  me  sech  a  startle  thet  I  woke. 


No.  VIL 
LATEST  VIEWS  OF  MR  BIGLOW. 

PRELIMINARY  NOTE. 

[It  is  with  feelings  of  the  liveliest  pain 
that  we  inform  our  readers  of  the  deatn  of 
the  Reverend  Homer  Wilbur,  A.  M.,  which 
took  place  suddenly,  by  an  apoplectic 
stroke,  on  the  afternoon  of  Christmas  day, 
1862.  Our  venerable  friend  (for  so  we 
may  venture  to  call  him,  thoush  we  never 
enjoyed  the  high  privilege  of  his  personal 
acquaintance)  was  in  his  eighty-fourth 
year,  having  been  bora  June  12,  1779,  at 


Pigsgusset  Precinct  (now  West  Jenisha) 
in  the  then  District  of  Maine.  Gitiduateu 
with  distinction  at  Hnbville  College  in 
1805,  he  pursued  his  theological  studies 
with  the  late  Reverend  Preserved  Thacker, 
D.  D.,  and  was  called  to  the  chaige  of  the 
First  Society  in  Jaalam  in  1809,  where  he 
remained  till  his  death. 

"  As  an  antiquary  he  has  probably  left 
no  sujierior,  if,  indee<l,  an  equal,"  writes 
his  fnend  and  colleague,  the  Reverend 
Jeduthun  Hitchcock,  to  whom  we  arc 
indebted  for  the  above  facts ;  "  in  proof  of 
which  I  need  oidy  allude  to  his  *  Historv 
of  Jaalam,  Genealorical,  Topographical, 
and  Ecclesiastical,'  1849,  which  has  won 
him  an  eminent  and  enduring  place  in  our 
more  solid  and  useful  literature.  It  is 
only  to  be  regretted  that  his  intense.appli- 
cation  to  historical  studies  should  have  so 
entirely  withdrawn  him  from  the  nursuit 
of  poetical  composition,  for  which  ne  was 
endowed  by  Nature  with  a  remarkable 
aptitude.  His  well-known  hjTnn,  begin- 
ning *  With  clouds  of  care  encompassed 
round,'  has  been  attributed  in  some  collec- 
tions to  the  late  President  Dwight,  and  it 
is  hardly  presumptuous  to  affirm  that  the 
simile  of  the  rainbow  in  the  eighth  stanza 
would  do  no  disci'edit  to  that  polished 
pen." 

We  regret  that  we  have  not  room  at 
present  for  the  whole  of  Mr.  Hitchcock's 
exceedingly  valuable  communication.  We 
hope  to  lay  more  liberal  extracts  from  it 
before  our  readers  at  au  early  day.  A 
summary  of  its  contents  will  give  some 
notion  of  its  importance  and  interest  It 
contains :  Ist,  A  bio^phical  sketch  of 
Mr.  Wilbur,  with  notices  of  his  predeces- 
sors in  the  pastoml  office,  and  of  eminent 
clerical  contemporaries ;  2d,  An  obitu- 
aryof  deceased,  fi-oui  the  Punkin-Falls 
"Weekly  Parallel";  3il,  A  list  of  his 
printed  and  manuscript  productions  and 
of  projected  works ;  4th,  Pei-sonal  anec- 
dotes and  recollections,  ^%'ith  specimens  of 
table-talk ;  6th,  A  tribute  to  his  relict, 
Mrs.  Dorcas  (Pilcox)  Wilbur;  6th,  A  list 
of  graduates  fitted  for  different  colleges  by 
Mr.  Wilbur,  with  biographical  uiemorauda 
touching  tne  more  distinguished  ;  7th, 
Concerning  learned,  charitable,  and  other 
societies,  of  which  Mr.  Wilbur  was  a 
member,  and  of  those  with  which,  had  his 
life  been  prolonged,  he  would  doubtless 
have  been  associated,  with  a  complete  cat- 
alogue of  such  Americans  as  have  been 
Fellows  of  the  Royal  Society ;  8th,  A  brief 
sunimary  of  Mr.  Wilbur's  latest  conclu- 
sions concerning  the  Tenth  Horn  of  the 
Beast  iu  its  special  application  to  recent 
events  for  which  the  public,  as  Mr.  Hitch- 
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cock  assures  U8,  have  been  waiting  with 
feelings  of  lively  anticii>ation ;  9th,  Mr. 
Hitchcock's  own  views  on  the  same  topic  ; 
and,  10th,  A  brief  essay  on  the  impor- 
tance of  local  histories.  It  will  be  appar- 
ent that  the  duty  of  preparing  Mr.  Wil- 
bur's biography  could  not  have  fallen 
into  more  sympathetic  hands. 

In  a  private  letter  with  which  the  rev- 
erend gentleman  has  since  favore<l  us,  he 
expresses  the  opinion  that  Mr.  Wilbur's 
life  was  shortened  by  our  unhappy  civil 
war.  It  disturbed  his  studies,  dislocated 
all  his  habitual  associations  and  trains  of 
tJiiought,  and  unsettle<i  the  foundations  of 
a  faith,  rather  the  result  of  habit  than 
conviction,  in  the  capacity  of  man  for 
self-go veniment.  "Such  has  been  the 
felicity  of  my  life,"  he  said  to  Mr.  Hitch- 
cock, on  the  very  morning  of  the  day  he 
died,  "  that,  through  the  divine  mercy,  I 
could  always  say,  Summum  nee  ^netuo 
diem,  nee  ojolo.  It  has  been  my  habit,  as 
you  know,  on  every  recurrence  of  this 
Dlessed  anniversary,  to  read  Milton's 
*  Hymn  of  the  Nativity '  till  its  sublime 
harmonies  so  dilated  my  soul  and  quick- 
ened its  (spiritual  sense  that  I  seemed  to 
hear  that  other  song  which  gave  assurance 
to  the  shepherds  that  there  was  One  who 
would  lead  them  also  in  green  pastures 
and  beside  the  still  waters.  But  to-day  I 
have  been  unable  to  think  of  anything  Gut 
that  mournful  text,  [  1  came  not  to  send 
peace,  but  a  sword,*  and,  did  it  not  smack 
of  pagan  presumiituousness,  could  almost 
wisli  1  had  never  lived  to  see  this  day." 

Mr.  Hitchcock  also  informs  us  that  his 
friend  "lies  buried  in  the  Jaalam  grave- 
yard, under  a  lai-ge  retl-cedar  which  he 
specially  admired.  A  neat  and  substan- 
tial monument  is  to  be  erected  over  his 
remains,  with  a  Latin  epitaph  written  by 
himself ;  for  he  was  accustometl  to  say, 
pleasantly,  'that  there  was  at  least  one 
occasion  in  a  scholar's  life  when  he  might 
show  the  advantages  of  a  classical  train- 
ing.> »» 

The  following  fragment  of  a  letter  ad- 
dressed to  us,  and  apparently  intended  to 
accompany  Mr.  BigJow's  contribution  to 
the  present  number,  was  found  upon  his 
table  after  his  decease.  —  Editors  Atlan- 
tic Monthly.] 


TO     THB     EDITORS      OF      THB      ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY. 

Jaalam,  S4th  Dec.,  1862. 
Respected  Sirs, —The  iniirm  state  of 
my  bodily  health  would  l>e  a  sufficient 
HK)logy  lor  not  talking  up  the  pen  at  thi.s 


time,  wholesome  as  I  deem  it  for  the  mind 
to  apricate  in  the  shelter  of  epistolary  con- 
fidence,  were  it  not  that  a  considerable^  I 
might  even  say  a  laiige,  number  of  individ- 
uais  in  this  parish  expect  from  their  pas- 
tor some  publick  expression  of  sentiment 
at  this  crisis.  Moreover,  Qui  tacitiis  ardet 
magis  uriiur.  In  trj'in^  times  like  these, 
the  besetting  sm  of  undisciplined  minds  is 
to  seek  refuge  from  inexplicable  realities 
in  the  dangerous  stimulant  of  angry  par- 
tisanship or  the  indolent  narcotick  of 
vague  and  hopeful  vaticination :  fortu- 
namque  sua  tempercU  arbitrio.  Both  by 
reason  of  my  age  and  my  natural  temper- 
ament, I  am  unfitted  for  either.  Unable 
to  penetrate  the  inscrutable  judgments  of 
God,  I  am  more  than  ever  thaiucful  that 
my  life  has  been  prolonged  till  I  could 
in  some  small  measure  conkprehend  His 
mercy.  As  there  is  no  man  who  does  not 
at  some  time  render  himself  amenable  to 
the  one,  —  quum  vix  Justus  sit  seciinis,  — 
so  there  is  none  that  does  not  feel  himself 
in  daily  need  of  the  other. 

I  confess  I  cannot  feel,  as  some  do,  a 
personal  consolation  for  the  manifest  evils 
of  this  war  in  any  remote  or  contingent 
advantages  that  may  spring  from  it.  lam 
old  and  weak,  I  can  near  little,  and  can 
scarce  hope  to  see  better  days ;  nor  is  it 
any  adequate  compensation  to  know  that 
Nature  is  young  and  strong  and  can  bear 
much.  Old  men  philosophize  over  the 
past,  but  the  present  is  only  a  burthen  and 
a  weariness.  The  one  lies  before  them  like 
a  placid  evening  landscape  ;  the  other  is 
full  of  the  vexations  and  anxieties  of  house- 
keeping. It  may  be  true  enough  that  mis- 
cet  hcKC  iUis,  prohihetque  Clolho  fortunam 
starCf  but  he  who  said  it  was  fain  at  last 
to  call  in  Atropos  with  her  shears  before 
her  time ;  and  1  cannot  help  selfishly 
mourning  that  the  fortune  of  our  Repub- 
lick  could  not  at  least  stay  till  my  days 
were  numbered. 

Tibullus  would  find  the  origin  of  wars  in 
the  great  exaggeration  of  riches,  and  does 
not  stick  to  say  that  in  the  days  of  the 
beechen  trencher  there  was  peace.  But 
averse  as  I  am  by  nature  from  all  wars, 
the  more  as  they  have  been  especially  fatal 
to  libraries,  I  would  have  this  one  go  on 
till  we  are  reduced  to  wooden  platters 
again,  rather  than  surrender  the  principle 
to  defend  whicl  i  it  was  undertaken.  Though 
I  believe  Slavery  to  have  been  the  cause  of 
it,  by  so  thoroughly  demoralizing  Northern 
politicks  for  its  own  purposes  as  to  give 
opportunity  and  hope  to  treason,  yet  I 
would  not  have  our  thought  and  purpose 
diverted  from  their  true  object,  —  the 
maintenance  of  the  idea  of  Govemmenv. 
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We  are  not  merely  mppressing  an  enor- 
mous riot,  bnt  contending  for  the  po«8ibility 
of  permanent  order  coexisting  with  demo- 
cratical  tickleness ;  and  while  I  would  not 
superstitiously  venerate  foim  to  the  sacri- 
fice of  substance,  neither  would  I  forget 
that  an  adherence  to  precedent  and  pre- 
scription can  alone  give  that  continuity 
and  coherence  under  a  deroocratical  consti- 
tution which  are  inherent  in  the  person  of 
a  despotick  monarch  and  the  selHshness  of 
an  aristocratical  class.  Slet  pro  ratione 
voluntas  is  as  dangerous  in  a  migority  as 
in  a  tyrant. 

I  cannot  allow  the  present  production  of 
my  young  friend  to  go  out  without  a  pro- 
test from  me  against  a  certahi  extremeness 
in  his  views,  more  pardonable  in  the  poet 
than  in  the  philoeopher.  While  I  agree  with 
him,  that  the  only  cure  for  rebellion  is 
suppression  by  force,  yet  I  must  animad- 
vert upon  certain  phrases  where  I  seem  to 
see  a  coincidence  with  a  popular  fallacy  on 
the  subject  of  compromise.  On  the  one 
hand  there  are  those  who  do  not  see  that 
the  vital  principle  of  Gk>veniment  and  the 
seminal  principte  of  Law  cannot  properly 
be  made  a  subject  of  compromise  at  all, 
and  on  the  other  those  wno  are  equally 
blind  to  the  truth  that  without  a  com- 
promise of  individual  opinions,  interests, 
and  even  rights,  no  society  would  be  pos- 
sible. In  medio  iutissimus.  For  my  own 
part,  I  would  gladly 


£f  I  a  song  or  two  oonld  make 
Like    rockets    druv    by   their    own 
bumin', 
All  leap  an'  light,  to  leave  a  wake 
Mens    hearts    an*    faces     skyward 
tumin*  !  — 
But,  it  strikes  me,  't  ain't  jest  the  time 
Fer  stringin'  words  with  settisfaction : 
Wut  's  wanted  now  's  the  silent  rhyme 
'Twixt   upright  Will  an*  downright 
Action. 

Words,  ef  you  keep  *em,  pay  their  keep. 

But  gabble 's  the  short  cut  to  ruin  ; 
It 's  gratis,  (gals  half-price,)  but  cheap 

At  no  rate,  ef  it  benders  doin'  ; 
Ther'  's  nothin*  wnss,  'less  *t  is  to  set 

A  martyr-prem'um  upon  jawrin* : 
Teapots  git  dangerous,  ef  you  shet 

Their  lids  down  on  'em  with  Fort 
Warren. 

'Bout  long  enough  it 's  beu  discussed 
Who  sot  the  magazine  aiire. 


An'  whether,  ef  Bob  Wickliffe  bust, 
T  would  scare  us  more  or  blow  ua 
higher. 

D'  ye  s*ix).se  the  Gret  Foreseer's  plan 
Wuz  settled  fer  him  in  town-meetin'  f 

Or  thet  ther'  'd  ben  no  Fall  o'  Man,       ^ 
£f  Adam  'd  on'y  bit  a  sweetin'  f 

Oh,  Jon'than,  ef  you  want  to  be 

A  nigged  chap  agin  an*  hearty, 
Go  fer  wutever  'I)  hurt  Jeff  D., 

Nut  wut  '11  boost  up  ary  party. 
Here 's  hell  broke  loose,  an'  we  lay  flat 

With  half  the  univarse  a-singein'. 
Till  Sen'tor  This  an'  Gov'nor  Thet 

Stop  squabblin'  fer  the  garding-ingin. 

It 's  war  we  're  in,  not  politics  ; 

It 's  systems  wrastlin'  now,  not  parties ; 
An'  victory  in  the  eend  '11  fix 

Where  longest  will  an'  truest  heart  is. 
An'  wut 's  the  Guv'ment  folks  about  ? 

Tryin'  to  hope  ther'  's  nothin'  doin*. 
An'  look  ez  though  they  did  n't  doubt 

Suuthin'  pertickler  wuz  a-brewin*. 

Ther'  's  critters  yit  thet  talk  an'  act 

Fer  wut  they  call  Conciliation  ; 
They  'd  hand  a  bufTlo-drove  a  tract 

When    they  wuz    madder    than    all 
Bashan. 
Conciliate  t  it  jest  means  be  kicked. 

No  nietter  how  they  phrase  an'  tone  it ; 
It  means  thet  we  're  to  set  down  licked, 

Thet  we  're  poor  shotes  an*  glad  to 
own  it ! 

A  war  on  tick  *s  ez  dear  *z  the  deuce, 

But  it  wun't  leave  no  lastin'  traces, 
Ez  *t  would  to  make  a  sneakin'  truce 

Without  no  moral  specie-basis  : 
Ef  green-backs  ain't  nut  jest  the  cheese. 

I  guess  ther'  *s  evils  thet 's  extremer,  — 
Fer  instance,  —  shin  plaster  idees 

Like  them  put  out  by  Gov*nor  Sey- 
mour. 

Last  year,  the  Nation,  at  a  word, 

When    tremblin*   Freedom  cried    to 
shield  her, 
Flamed  weldin'  into  one  keen  sword 

Waitin'  an'  longin*  fer  a  wielder  : 
A  8j>lendid  flash  !  —  but  how  'd  the  grasp 

With  sech  a  chance  ez  thet  wuz  tally  ? 
Ther'  wam't  no  meanin'  in  our  clasp,  — 

Half  this,  half  thet,  all  shilly-shally. 
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More  men  1   More  Man  !    It 's  there  we 
fail; 
Weak    plans    crow    weaker    yit    by 
lengthenin  : 
Wut  use  i!i  addin'  to  the  tail, 
When    it  'a  the  head 's  in  need  o' 
atrengthenin'  ? 
We  wanted  one  thet  felt  all  Chief 

From  roots  o'  hair  to  sole  o'  stocking 
Squara-sot  with  thonsan'-ton  belief 
In  him  an'  us,  ef  earth  went  rockin'  ! 

Ole  Hick'ry  would  n*t  ha'  stood  see-saw 

'Bout  doin'  things  till  they  wuz  done 
with,  — 
He  'd  smashed  the  tables  o'  the  Law 

In  time  o'  need  to  load  his  gun  with  ; 
He  could  n't  see  but  jest  one  side,  — 

£f  his,  't  wuz  God's,   an'   thet  wuz 
plenty ; 
An'  80  his  *'  Forrards  /  "  multiplied 

An  army's  fightin'  weight  by  twenty. 

But  this  'ere  histin',  creak,  creak,  creak, 

Your  cappen's  heart  up  with  a  derrick. 
This  tryin  to  coax  a  lightnin' -streak 

Out  of  a  half-discouraged  hay-rick, 
This  hangin'  on  mont'  arter  mont' 

Fer  one  sharp  purpose  'mongst  the 
twitter,  — 
1  tell  ye,  it  doos  kind  o'  stunt 

The  peth  and  spent  of  a  critter. 

In  six  months  where  '11  the  People  be, 

Elf  leaders  look  on  revolution 
Ez  though  it  vnxz  a  cup  o'  tea,  — 

Jest  social  el'ments  m  solution  ? 
This  weighin'  things  doos  wal  enough 

When  war  cools  down,  an'  comes  to 
writin'  ; 
But  while  it 's  makin',  the  true  stuff 

Is  pison-mad,  pig-headed  fightin'. 

Democ'acy  gives  every  man 

The  right  to  be  his  own  oppressor ; 
But  a  loose  Gov'ment  ain't  the  plan. 

Helpless  ez  spilled  beans  on  a  dresser : 
I  tell  ye  one  thing  we  might  lam 

From  them  smart  critters,  the  Seced- 
ers,  — 
Ef  bein'  right 's  the  fust  consam. 

The  'fore-the-fust  's  cast-iron  leaders. 

But  'pears  to  me  I  see  some  signs 
Thet  we  're  a-goin'  to  use  our  senses : 


Jeff  dmv  us  into  these  hard  lines. 
An'  ough'  to  bear  his  half  th'  ex- 
penses ; 
Slavery 's  Secession's  heart  an'  will, 
South,  North,  East,  West,  where'er 
vou  find  it, 
An'  ef  it  drora  into  War's  mill, 
D'  ye  say  them  thunder-stones  slia'  n't 
grind  it? 

D^je  s'pose,  ef  Jeff  giv  him  a  lick, 

Ole  Hick'ry  'd  triwi  his  head  to  sofn 
So  *a  't  would  n't  hurt  thet  ebony  stick 

Thet  *s  made  our  side  see  stars  so  ofn  ? 
"  No ! "  he  'd  ha'  thundered,  **  On  your 
knees, 

An'  own  one  fla^,  one  road  to  glory ! 
Soft-heartedness,  in  times  like  these, 

Shows  sofness  in  the  upper  story  1 " 

An'  why  should  we  kick  up  a  muss 

About  the  Pres'dunt's  proclamation  7 
It  ain't  a-goin'  to  lib'rate  us, 

Ef  we  don't  like  emancipation : 
The  right  to  be  a  cussed  fool 

Is  safe  from  all  devices  human. 
It 's  common  (ez  a  gin'l  rule) 

To  every  critter  bom  o*  woman. 

So  toe  're  all  right,  an'  I,  fer  one. 

Don't  think  our  cause  '11  lose  in  vally 
By  rammin'  Scriptur'  in  our  gun, 

An'  gittin'  Natur'  fer  an  ally  : 
Thank  God,  say  I,  fer  even  a  plan 

To  lift  one  human  bein's  level. 
Give  one  more  chance  to  make  a  man. 

Or,  anyhow,  to  spile  a  devil ! 

Not  thet  I  'm  one  thet  much  expec* 

Millennium  by  express  to-morrer ; 
They  will  miscarry,  —  I  rec'lec' 

Tu  many  on  'em,  to  my  sorrer : 
Men  ain't  made  angels  in  a  day. 

No  matter  how  you  mould  an'  laboi 
'em,  — 
Nor  'riginal  ones,  I  guess,  don't  stay 

With  Abe  so  ofn  ez  with  Abraham. 

The'ry  thinks  Fact  a  pooty  thing, 

An   wants  the  banns  read  right  en- 
suin' ; 
But  fact  wun't  noways  wear  the  ring, 

'Thout  years  o'  settin'  up  an'  wooin'  : 
Though,  arter  all^  Time's  dial-plate 

Marks  cent'ries  with  the  mmute-fin- 
ger. 
An'  Good  can't  never  come  tu  late. 

Though  it  doos  seem  to  try  an*  lingec 
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An*  come  wut  will,  I  think  it  *8  grand 

Abe 's  gut  his  will  et  last  bloom-fur- 
naced 
lu  trial-ilaiaes  till  it  '11  stand 

The  strain  o*  bein'  in  deadly  earnest : 
Thet  's   wut  we    want,  —  we   want    to 
know 

The  folks  on  our  side  hez  the  bravery 
To  b'lieve  ez  hard,  come  weal,  come  woe, 

In  Freedom  ez  Jeff  doos  in  Slavoiy. 

Set  the  two  forces  foot  to  foot, 

An'  every  man  knows  who  '11  be  win- 
ner. 
Whose  faith  in  God  hez  aiy  root 

Thet  goes  down  deeper  than  his  din- 
ner: 
Then 't  will  be  felt  from  pole  to  pole, 

Without  no  need  o'  proclamation, 
Earth's  biggest  Country 's  gut  hei*  soul 

An'  risen  up  Earth's  Greatest  Nation  ! 


No.  VIII. 
KETTELOPOTOMACHIA. 

FRBLOCIKART  NOTE. 

In  the  month  of  Febroarv,  1866.  the 
editors  of  the  "Atlantic  Monthly  re- 
ceived from  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hitchcock  of 
Joalam  a  letter  enclosing  the  macaronic 
verses  which  follow,  and  promising  to  send 
more,  if  more  should  be  communicated. 
"  They  were  rapped  out  on  the  evening  of 
Thiirstlay  last  past,"  he  says,  "by  v^iat 
claimed  to  be  the  spirit  of  my  late  prede- 
cessor in  the  ministry  here,  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Wilbur,  through  the  medium  of  a  young 
man  at  present  domiciled  in  my  family. 
As  to  the  possibility  of  such  spiritual 
manifestations,  or  whether  they  be  prop- 
erly so  entitled,  I  express  no  opinion,  as 
there  is  a  division  of  sentiment  on  that 
subject  in  the  parish,  and  many  persons 
of  the  highest  respectability  in  social  stand- 
ing entertain  opposing  views.  The  young 
man  who  was  improved  as  a  medium  sub- 
mitted himself  to  the  experiment  with 
manifest  reluctance,  and  is  still  unprepared 
to  believe  in  the  authenticity  of  the  mani- 
festations. During  his  residence  with  me 
his  deportment  has  always  been  exemplary ; 
he  has  been  constant  in  his  attendance 
upon  our  family  devotions  and  the  public 
ministrations  of  the  Word,  and  has  more 
than  once  privately  stated  to  me,  that  the 
latter  hatl  often  brought  him  under  deep 
concern  of  mind.   The  table  is  an  ordinary 


quadrupedal  one,  weighing  about  thirty 
pounds,  three  feet  seven  inches  and  a  half 
m  height,  four  feet  square  on  the  top,  and 
of  beech  or  maple,  1  am  not  detinitcfy  pre- 
pared to  say  which.  It  had  once  belonged 
to  my  respected  predecessor,  and  had  been, 
so  far  as  1  can  learn  upon  careful  inquiry, 
of  perfectly  regular  and  correct  habits  up 
to  the  evening  in  question.  On  that  occa- 
sion the  youn^  man  previously  alluded  to 
had  been  sittmg  with  his  hands  resting 
carelessly  upon  it,  while  I  read  over  to  him 
at  his  request  certain  portions  of  my  last 
Sabbath's  discourse.  On  a  sudden  the  rap- 
pings,  as  they  are  called,  comnjencetl  to 
render  themselves  audible,  at  first  faintly, 
but  in  process  of  time  more  distinctly  ana 
with  violent  agitation  of  the  table.  The 
youns  man  expressed  himself  both  sur- 
prisea  and  pamed  by  the  wholly  unex- 
pected, and,  so  far  as  he  was  concerned, 
unprecedented  occun-ence.  At  the  earnest 
solicitation,  however,  of  several  who  hap- 
pened to  be  present,  he  consented  to  go  on 
with  the  experiment,  and  with  the  assist^ 
ance  of  the  alphabet  commonly  employed 
in  similar  emergencies,  the  following  com- 
munication was  obtained  and  written  down 
immediately  by  myself.  Whether  any, 
and  if  so,  how  much  weight  should  be  at- 
tached to  it,  I  venture  no  decision.  That 
Dr.  Wilbur  had  sometimes  employed  his 
leisure  in  Latin  versification  I  have  ascer- 
tained to  be  the  case,  though  all  that  has 
been  discovered  of  that  nature  among  his 
papers  consists  of  some  fragmentar}'  pas- 
sages of  a  version  into  hexameters  of  por- 
tions of  the  Song  of  Solomon.  These  I  had 
communicated  about  a  week  or  ten  days 
previous  [ly]  to  the  young  gentleman  who 
officiated  as  medium  in  the  communica- 
tion afterwards  received.  I  have  th us,  I  be- 
lieve, stated  all  the  material  facts  that  have 
any  elucidative  bearing  upon  tliis  myste- 
rious occurrence." 

So  far  Mr.  Hitchcock,  who  seems  per- 
fectly master  of  Webster's  nnabriilged 
quarto,  and  whose  flowing  style  leads  him 
into  certain  further  expatiations  for  which 
we  have  not  room.  We  have  since  learned 
that  the  young  man  he  speaks  of  was  a 
sophomore,  put  under  his  care  during  a 

sentence  of  rustication  from College, 

where  he  had  distinguished  himself  rather 
by  physical  experiments  on  the  compara- 
tive power  of  resistance  in  window-glass 
to  various  solid  substances,  than  in  the 
more  regular  studies  of  the  place.  In  an- 
swer to  a  letter  of  inquiry,  the  professor  of 
Latin  says,  "lliere  was  no  harm  in  the 
boy  that  I  know  of  beyond  his  loving  mis- 
chief more  than  Latin,  nor  can  I  think  of 
any  spirits  likely  to  possess  him  except 


284 


THE  BI6L0W  PAPERS. 


those  commonly  called  animal.  He  was 
certainly  not  remarkable  for  his  Latiuity, 
but  1  see  notliing  in  the  verses  yon  enclose 
that  would  lead  me  to  think  them  beyond 
his  capacity,  or  the  result  of  any  special 
inspiration  whether  of  beech  or  maple. 
Had  that  of  birch  been  tried  upon  him  ear- 
lier and  more  faithfully,  the  verses  would 
perhaps  have  been  better  in  quality  and 
certainly  in  quantity."  This  exact  and 
thorough  scholar  then  goes  on  to  point  out 
many  false  quantities  and  barbarisms.  It 
is  but  fair  to  say,  however,  that  the  author, 
whoever  he  was,  seems  not  to  have  been 
unaware  of  some  of  them  himself,  as  is 
shown  by  a  great  many  notes  appended  to 
the  verses  as  we  received  them,  and  pur- 
porting to  be  by  Scaliser,  Bentlev  and 
others,  —  among  them  the  Esprit  ae  Vol- 
taire t  These  we  have  omitted  as  clearly 
meant  to  be  humorous  and  altogether  fail- 
ingtherein. 

Though  entirely  satisfied  that  the  verses 
are  altogether  unworthy  of  Mr.  Wilbur, 
who  seems  to  have  been  a  tolerable  Latin 
scholar  after  the  fashion  of  his  day,  yet  we 
have  determined  to  print  them  here  partly 
as  belonging  to  the  rta  geslcB  of  this  collec- 
tion, and  partly  as  a  warning  to  their  pu- 
tative author  which  mav  keep  him  from 
such  indecorous  pranks  for  the  future. 


KETTELOPOTOMACHIA. 

F.  Ovfdil  Nasonis  camien  herolcum  roaca- 
ronicam  perplexametnim,  inter  Oetas  getico 
more  compootuin,  deniio  per  medinin  anlen- 
tispiritualem,  adjuvante  mensft  diabolice  ob- 
■esM,  recuperatum,  carflque  Jo.  Gonradi 
Schwarzit  nmbne.  aliis  necnon  plnrimis  adju- 
vantibus,  restitutum. 

LIBER  I. 

PimcTORUM  garretos  colens  et  cellara 

Quinque, 
Gutteribus  qufe    et  gaudes  snndayam 

abstingere  frontem, 
Plerumque  insidos  aolita  fluitare  linnore 
Taiiglep«dein  quern  homines  appellant 

Di  qaoque  TOtffut, 
Pimpliidis,    rubicundaque,     Musa,    0, 

bourbonolensque,  5 

Fenianas  rixas  procul,  alma,  brogipo- 

tentis 
Patricii    cyathos    iterantis    et  horrida 

bella, 
Backos  dum  virides  viridis  Brigitta  re- 

mittit. 


Linquens,   eximioa  celebrem,  da,  Vir- 

ginienses 
Rowdes,   ])necipue  et  Te,   heros  alte, 

Polarde !  10 

lusignes   juveneaque,    illo    certamine 

lictos, 
Colemane,   Tylere,   nee   vos    oblivione 

relinquam. 

Ampla  aquilfe  invictte  fausto  est  sub 

tegmine  terra, 
^Backyfer,    ooiskeo    pollens,    ebenoque 

bipede, 
Socors    pnesidum    et   altrix    (demique 

quidruminantium),  16 

Duplefveorum  uberrima ;  illis  et  integre 

cordi  est 
Deplere  assidue  et  sine  proprio  incom- 

modo  fiscum ; 
Nunc  etiam   placidum    hoc    opus   in- 

victique  secuti, 
Goosam  aureos  ni  eggos  voluissent  im- 

mo  necare 
Qttffi  peperit,  saltem  ac  de  illis  melioia 

merentem.  20 

Condidit  hanc  Smithius  Dux,  Cap- 

tinus  inclytus  lUe 
Regis  Ulyssse  instar,  docti  arcum  in- 

tendere  longum  ; 
Condidit  ille  Johnsmith,  Vii^giniamqae 

vocavit, 
Settledit  autem  Jacobus  rex,   nomine 

primus, 
Rascalis   implens    ruptis,   blagardisque 

deboshtis,  25 

Militibusque  ex  Falstaffi  legione  fuga- 

tis 
Wenchisque  illi  quas  poterant  seducere 

nuptas ; 
Yii^giueum,  ah,  littus  matronis  talibus 

imparl 
Progeniem  stirpe  ex  hoc  non  sine  stig- 

mate  ducunt 
Multi  sese  qui  jactant  regum  esse  ne- 

potes :  ao 

Hand  omnes.  Mater,  genitos  qute  nuper 

habebas 
Bello    fortes,   consilio    cantos,    virtnte 

decoros, 
Jamque  et  habes,  sparso  si  patrio  in 

sanguine  virtus, 
Mostrabisque  iterum,  antiquis  sub  astris 

reducta ! 
De  illis  qui  upkikitant,  dicebam,  rum- 

pora  tanta,  30 

Letcheris  et  Floydis  ma^isque  Extra 

ordiiie  Billis; 
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Est  his  pnnctL  hdes  jnrare  et  breakere 

wordum ; 
Poppere  fellerum  a  tergo,  aut  stickere 

clam  bowiknifo, 
Haud  sane  facinus,  dignum  sed  victrice 

laiiro ; 
Larrupere  et  nigeniro,  factum  prastan- 

tius  nllo  :  40 

Ast  chlamydem  piciplumatam,  Icariam, 

flito  et  ineotam, 
Yanko  gratis  inaiiere,  ilium  et  valido 

railo 
Insuper  acri  equitare  docere  est  hospitio 

uti. 
Nescio  an  ille  Polardus  duplefveoribus 

oitns, 
Sed  reputo  potius  de  radice  poorwite- 

manorum ;  4S 

Fortuiti  proles,  ni  fallor,  Tylems  erat 
PiTesidis,  omnibus  ab  Whiggis  nominatus 

a  poor  cuss ; 
Et  nobileni  tertium  evincit  venerabile 

nomen. 
Ast  animosi  omnes  bellique  ad  tympana 

ha !  ha ! 
Yoclferant  Iseti,   procul  et  si    proelia, 

sive  50 

Hostem  incautum  atsito  possint  shoot- 

ere  salvi ; 
Imperiique    capaces,    esset    si    stylus 

apnen, 
Pro  dulci  spoliabant  et  sine  dangere  fito. 
Prse  ceterisque  Polardus:    si  Secessia 

licta, 
8e  nunquam  licturum  jurat,  res  et  un- 

heardof,  M 

Yerbo  haesit,  similisque  audaci  roosteri 

invicto, 
Dnnghilli  solitus  rex  puUos  whoppere 

molles, 
Grantum,  hirelingos  stripes  quique  et 

splendida  tollunt 
Sidera,  et  Yankos,  territnm  et  omnem 

sarsuit  orbem. 
Usque  dabant    operam    isti    omnes, 

noctes(|ue  diesque,  00 

Samuelem    demulgere    ayuuculum,    id 

vero  siccum ; 
Uberibus  sed  ejus,  et  horum  est  culpa, 

remotis, 
Parvani  domi  vaccam,  nee  mora  minima, 

ipMerunt, 
Lacticai-entem  autem   et  droppam  vix 

in  die  dantem ; 
Reddite  avunculi,  et  exclamabaut,  red* 

dite  pappam  !  6R 


Polko  ut  consule,  gemens,   Billy  imp 

iimrmurat  Extm; 
Echo  re8i)ondit»  thesauro  ex  vacuo,  pa]v 

yam  ! 
Frustra  explorant  pocketa,  niber  nare 

repertum ; 
Officia  expulsi  aspiciunt  rapta,  et  Para- 

disum 
Occlusum,  viridesque  haud  illis  naacere 

backos ;  70 

Stupent  tunc  oculis  madidis  spittantque 

silenter. 
Adhibere  usu  ast  longo  viies  prorsoa 

inepti, 
Si  non  ut  qui  grindeat  axve  trabemve 

reuolvat, 
Yirginiam  excruciant  tods  nunc  might- 

ibu'  matrem ; 
Kon  melius,  puta,  nono  ponis  dimid- 

iunine  est?  75 

Readei-e  ibi  non  posse  est  casus  com- 
moner ullo ; 
Tan  to  intentius  imprimere  est  opus  eigo 

statuta ; 
Nemo   propteraa    pejor,    melior,    sine 

doubto, 
Obtineat  qui  contractum,  si  et  postea 

rhino ; 
Ergo  Polardus,  si  quis,  inexsuperabilis 

heros,  80 

Colemanus  impavidus  nondum,   atqne 

in  purpure  natus 
Tylerus    lohanides   celerisque  in  flito 

Nathaniel, 
Quisque  optans  digitos  in  tantum  stick- 
ere pium, 
Adstant  accincti  imprimere  aut  perrum- 

pere  leges : 
Quales   os    misenun  raUdi   tres  cegre 

molossi,  85 

Quales  aut  dubium  textum  atra  in  veste 

ministri, 
Tales  circumstabant  nunc  nostri  inopes 

hoc  job. 
Hisque    Polardus  voce  canoro  talia 

fatus : 
Primum  autem,  veluti  est  mos,  pnecepe 

quisque  liquorat, 
Quisque   et    Nicotianum   ingens  quid 

inserit  atrum,  90 

Herotkm  nitidum  decus  et  solamen  avi- 

tum, 
Masticat  ac  simul  altisonans,  spittatque 

profuse : 
Quis  de  Yirginia   meruit    pnestantius 

unqnam  ? 
Quis  sc  pt  o  patria  curavlt  inipigre  tutum  7 


28C 


THE   BIGLOW  PAPERS. 


Speochisque  articalisque  honiinum  quia 

fortior  alius,  a-i 

Ingcminans    peim»    lickos  et  vulnera 

vocis  ? 
Quisnam  putidius  (hie)  sarsiiit  Yanki- 

nimicos, 
Ssepius  aiit  dedit  ultro  datam  et  broke 

his  parolam  ? 
Monte  inquassatus  solid&tjne,  tyranno 

roinante, 
Horrisonis  (hie)  bombis  moeuia  et  alta 

quateiite,  100 

Seae  promptum   (hie)  jactans   Yankos 

lickere  centum, 
Atque  ad  lastum  invietus  non  surrendi- 

dit  unquam  ? 
Ergo  haud  meddlite,  posco,  inique  re- 
linn  uite  (liic)  hoc  job. 
Si  non  —  knifumque  enormem  mostrat 

spittatque  tremendns. 
Dixerat :  ast  alii  reliquorant  et  sine 

pauso  105 

Pluggos  ineumbunt    maxillis,    uterque 

vicissiiu 
Certamine  innocuo  valde  madidam  m- 

quinat  asseni  : 
Tylerus  autem,  dumque  liqnorat  aridiis 

hostis, 
Mirum    aspicit  duplumque    bibeutem, 

astante  Lyaeo ; 
Ardeus  imparidusque  edidit  tamen  im- 

pia  verba ;  no 

Duplum  quamvis  te  aspicio,  esses  atque 

viginti, 
Meudacem     dicerem     totumque     (hie) 

thrasherem  acervum  ; 
Nemi>e  et  thrasham,  doggonatus  (hie) 

sim  nisi  faxem; 
Lambastabo  omnes  catawompositer-(hic) 

que   chawain  ! 
Dixit  et  impulsus  Ryeo  ruitur  bene  ti- 

tus,  115 

lUi    nam    gravidum  caput  et  latereni 

habet  in  hatto. 
Hunc  inhiat  titubansque   Polardus, 

optat  et  ilium 
Stickere  inermem,  protegit  autem  rite 

Lypeus, 
£t  pronos  geminos,  oculis  dubitantibus, 

heros 
Cemit  et  irritus  hostes,  dumque  ezcogi- 

tat  utrum  120 

Primum  inpitchere,  corruit,  inter  utros- 

que  recurabit, 
Magno  asino  similis  nimio  sub  jiondere 

<iuas8us  : 


Colemanus  hos  mGestus,  triste  ruminaiU' 

que  solamen, 
Inspicit  hiccans,   circumspittat  terqae 

Cuban tes  ; 
Fnnereisque  his  ritibus  humidis  inde 

solutis,  125 

Stemitnr,  invalidasqae  illis  superincidit 

iufans ; 
Hos  sepelit  somnus  et  snorunt  comiso- 

uantes, 
Watchmanus  inscios  ast  calyboosodeinde 

leponit. 

No.  IX. 

[The  Editors  of  the  "Atlantic"  have 
received  so  many  letters  of  inquiry  con- 
cerning the  literary  remains  of  the  late  Mr. 
Wilbur,  mentioned  by  his  colleague  and 
successor,  Rev.  Jefhitnan  Hitchcock,  in  a 
commimication  from  which  vre  maile  some 
extracts  in  our  niunberfor  Febniary,  1868, 
and  have  been  so  repeatedly  uTge<l  to  print 
some  part  of  them  for  the  gratification  of 
the  public,  that  they  felt  it  their  duty  at 
least  to  make  some  effort  to  satisfy  so  ur- 
gent a  demand.  Tliey  have  accordingly 
carefully  examined  the  papers  intrusted  to 
them,  but  find  most  of  the  productions  of 
Mr.  Wilbiu"'s  pen  so  fragmentary,  and  even 
chaotic,  written  as  they  are  on  the  backs 
of  letters  in  an  exceedmgly  cramped  chi- 
rography, — here  a  memorandum  for  a  ser- 
mon ;  there  an  observation  of  the  weather ; 
now  the  measurement  of  an  extraoniinary 
head  of  cabbage,  and  then  of  the  cerebral 
capacity  of  some  reverend  brother  deceased ; 
a  calm  inquiry  into  the  state  of  modem 
literature,  ending  in  a  method  of  detectins 
if  milk  be  iniDoverishetl  with  water,  and 
the  amount  thereof;  one  leaf  beginning 
with  a  genealogy,  to  be  interrupted  half- 
way down  with  an  entry  that  the  brindle 
cow  had  calved, — that  any  attempts  at 
selection  seemed  desperate.  H  is  only  com  • 
plete  work,  "  An  Enquiry  concerning  the 
Tenth  Horn  of  tlie  Beast,"  even  in  the  ab- 
stract of  it  given  by  Mr.  Hitchcock,  would, 
bv  a  rough  computation  of  the  printers, 
fill  five  entire  numbers  of  our  journal,  and 
as  he  attempts,  by  a  new  application  of 
decimal  fractions,  to  identifv  it  with  the 
Emi)eror  Julian,  seems  hardly  of  inmieiU- 
ate  concern  to  the  general  reader.  Even 
the  Table-Talk,  though  doubtless  origi- 
nally highly  interesting  in  the  domestic 
circle,  is  so  largely  made  up  of  theological 
discussion  and  matters  of  local  or  preterite 
interest,  that  we  have  found  it  hard  to  ex- 
tract anytliing  that  woidd  at  all  satisfy 
expectation.     But,  in  order  to  silence  fm^ 
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ther  iDqiiiry,  we  ^iibjoiu  a  few  passages  as 
illnstratious  of  it?  general  character.] 

I  think  I  coiild  go  near  to  be  a  perfect 
Christian  if  I  were  always  a  visitor  as  I 
have  sometimes  been,  at  the  honse  of  some 
hospitable  friend.  I  can  show  a  great  deal 
of  self-denial  where  the  best  of  everything 
is  nrgeii  upon  me  with  kindly  importunity. 
It  is  not  so  very  hard  to  tnm  the  other 
cheek  for  a  kiss.  And  when  I  me<litate 
npon  the  pains  taken  for  our  entertain- 
ment in  this  life,  on  the  endless  variety  of 
seasons,  of  human  character  and  fortune, 
on  the  costliness  of  the  hangings  and  fur- 
niture of  our  dwelling  here,  I  sometimes 
feel  a  singular  joy  in  looking  upon  myself 
as  God's  guest,  and  cannot  but  believe  that 
we  should  all  be  wiser  and  happier,  be- 
cause more  grateful,  if  we  were  always 
mindful  of  our  privilege  in  this  reganl 
And  should  we  not  rate  more  cheaply  any 
honor  that  men  could  pay  us,  if  we  reniem- 
bered  that  everj'  day  we  sat  at  the  table  of 
the  Great  Kmg?  Yet  must  we  not  foiiget 
that  we  are  in  strictest  bonds  His  servants 
also ;  for  there  is  no  impiety  so  abject  as 
that  which  expects  to  be  dead'headed  {ui 
ita  dieam)  through  life,  and  which,  calling 
itself  trust  in  Providence,  is  in  reality  ask* 
ing  Providence  to  trust  us  and  taking  up 
all  our  goods  on  false  pretences.  It  is  a 
wise  nile  to  take  the  world  as  we  find  it, 
not  always  to  leave  it  so. 

It  has  often  set  me  thinking  when  I  find 
that  I  can  always  pick  up  plenty  of  empty 
nuts  under  my  shagbark-tree.  The  squir- 
rels know  them  by  their  lightness,  and  I 
have  seldom  seen  one  with  the  marks  of 
their  teeth  in  it.  What  a  school -house  is 
the  world,  if  our  wits  would  only  not  play 
truant !  For  I  observe  that  men  set  most 
store  by  forms  and  symbols  in  proportion 
as  they  are  mere  shells.  It  is  the  outside 
they  want  and  not  the  kernel.  What  stores 
of  such  do  not  many,  who  in  material 
things  are  as  shrewd  as  the  sriuirrals,  lay 
up  for  the  spiritual  winter-supnly  of  them- 
selves and  their  children !  1  have  seen 
churches  that  seemed  to  me  gamers  of  these 
withered  nuts,  for  it  is  wonderful  how  pro- 
saic is  the  apprehension  of  symbols  by  the 
minds  of  most  men.  It  is  not  one  sect  nor 
another,  but  all,  who,  like  the  dog  of  the 
fable,  have  let  dro^  the  spiritual  substance 
of  symbols  for  their  material  shadow.  If 
one  attribute  miraculous  virtues  to  mere 
holy  water,  that  beautiful  emblem  of  in- 
ward purification  at  thedoor  of  Gofl'shouse, 
another  cannot  comprehend  the  significance 
of  baptism  without  oeiug  ducked  over  head 
and  ears  in  the  liquid  veiiicle  thereof. 


[Perhaps  a  wonl  of  historical  comment 
may  be  permitted  here.  My  late  revered 
predecessor  was,  I  would  humbly  affirm, 
as  free  from  prejudice  as  falls  to  the  lot  of 
the  most  highly  favored  imlividuals  of  our 
species.  To  be  sure,  I  have  heard  him  say 
that,  **  what  were  called  strong  prejudices, 
were  in  fact  only  the  repulsion  of  sensitive 
organizations  from  that  moral  and  even 
physical  effluvium  through  which  some 
natures  by  providential  appointment,  like 
certain  unsavory  quadrupeds,  gave  warn- 
ing of  their  neighborhood.  Better  ten 
mistaken  suspicions  of  this  kind  than  ona  - 
close  encoimter."  This  he  said  somewhat 
in  heat,  on  being  questioned  as  to  his  mo- 
tives for  always  refusing  his  pulpit  to  those 
itinerant  professors  of  vicarious  benevo- 
lence who  end  their  discourses  by  takinff 
up  a  collection.  But  at  another  time  1 
remember  his  saying,  "that  there  was  one 
large  thing  which  small  minds  always  found 
room  for,  and  that  was  great  preiudioes." 
This,  however,  by  the  way.  The  state- 
ment which  I  purposed  to  make  wassimplv 
this.  Down  to  a.  d.  1830,  Jaalam  had 
consisted  of  a  single  parish,  with  one  house 
set  apart  for  religious  services.  In  that 
year  the  foundations  of  a  Baptist  Society 
were  laid  by  the  labors  of  Elder  Joash  Q. 
Balcom,  2d.  As  the  members  of  Uie  new 
body  were  drawn  from  the  First  Parish, 
Mr.  Wilbur  was  for  a  time  considerably 
exercised  in  mind.  He  even  went  so  far 
as  on  one  occasion  to  follow  the  reprehen- 
sible practice  of  the  earlier  Puritan  divines 
in  choosing  a  punning  text,  and  preached 
from  Hebrews  xiii.  i^ :  "Be  not  carried 
about  with  divers  and  strange  doctrines." 
He  afterwards,  in  accordance  with  one  of 
his  own  maxims,  —  "  to  get  a  dead  injury 
out  of  the  mind  as  soon  as  is  decent,  bury 
it,  and  then  ventilate,"  —  in  accordance 
with  this  maxim,  I  say,  he  lived  on  very 
friendly  terms  with  Rev.  Sheariashub 
Scrimgour,  present  pastor  of  the  Baptist 
Society  in  Jaalam.  Yet  I  think  it  was 
never  unpleasing  to  him  that  the  church 
edifice  of  that  society  (though  otherwise  a 
creditable  specimen  of  architecture)  re- 
mained without  a  bell,  as  indeed  it  does  to 
this  day.  So  much  seemed  necessary  to 
do  away  with  any  appearance  of  acerbity 
toward  a  respectable  community  of  pro- 
fessing Christians,  which  might  be  sus- 
pected in  the  conclusion  of  the  above  para- 
graph. —  J.  H.J 

In  lighter  moods  he  was  not  averse  from 
an  innocent  play  upon  words.  Looking 
up  from  his  newspaper  one  momine  as  I 
entered  his  study  he  said.  "  When  I  reail 
a  delmte  in  Congress,  I  reel  as  if  I  were 
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litting  at  the  feet  of  Zeno  in  the  shadow 
of  the  Portico."  On  my  exjitressiog  a  nat- 
ural surprise,  he  added,  smiling,  *'Why, 
at  such  times  the  only  view  which  honora- 
ble members  give  me  of  what  goes  on  in 
the  world  is  through  their  iutercalumnia- 
tions."  I  smiled  at  this  after  a  moment's 
reflection,  and  he  added  gravely,  "The 
most  punctilious  refinement  of  manners  is 
the  only  salt  that  will  keep  a  democracy 
from  stinking  ;  and  what  are  we  to  expect 
from  the  people,  if  their  representatives 
set  them  such  lessons?  Mr.  Everett's 
whole  life  has  been  a  sermon  from  this 
text.  There  was,  at  least,  this  advantage 
in  duelling,  that  it  set  a  certain  limit  on 
fbe  tongue.  When  society  laid  by  the  ra- 
pieri  it  Duckletl  on  the  mo're  subtle  blade  of 
etiquette  wherewith  to  keep  obtrusive  rul- 
garity  at  bay.**  In  this  connection,  I  may 
be  permitted  to  recall  a  playful  remark  of 
his  upon  another  occasion.  The  painful 
divisions  in  the  First  Parish,  a.  d.  1844, 
occasioned  by  the  wild  notions  in  respect 
to  the  rights  of  (what  Mr.  Wilbur,  so  far 
as  concerned  the  reasoning  faculty^  always 
called)  the  unfairer  part  of  creation,  put 
forth  bv  Miss  Parthenia  Almira  Fitz,  are 
too  well  known  to  neel  more  than  a  pass- 
ing allusion.  It  was  during  these  heats, 
long  since  happily  allayed,  that  Mr.  Wil- 
bur remarked  that  "  the  Church  had  more 
trouble  in  dealing  with  one  «Aeresiarch 
than  with  twenty  ^resiarchs,"  and  that 
the  men's  amscia  recti,  or  certainty  of  be- 
ing right,  was  nothing  to  the  women's. 

When  I  once  asked  his  opinion  of  a  po- 
etical composition  on  which  I  had  expended 
no  little  pains,  he  read  it  attentively,  and 
then  remarked,  "  Unless  one's  thought  pack 
more  neatly  in  verse  than  in  prose,  it  is 
wiser  to  refrain.  Commonplace  gains  noth- 
ing by  being  translated  into  rhyme,  for  it 
Is  something  which  no  hocus-pocus  can 
transubstantiate  with  the  real  presence  of 
living  thought.  You  entitle  your  piece, 
'My  Mother's  Grave,'  and  expend  four 
pages  of  useful  paper  in  detailing  your 
emotions  there.  But,  my  dear  sir,  water- 
ing does  not  improve  the  qnalit^  of  ink, 
even  though  you  should  do  it  with  tears. 
To  publish  a  sorrow  to  Tom,  Dick,  and 
Harry  is  in  some  sort  to  advertise  its  unre- 
ality, for  I  have  observed  in  my  intercourse 
with  the  afflicted  that  the  deepest  grief  in- 
stinctively hides  its  face  with  its  hands 
and  is  silent.  If  your  piece  were  printed, 
I  have  no  doubt  it  would  be  popular,  for 
pople  like  to  fancy  that  they  feel  much 
better  than  the  trouble  of  feeling.  1  would 
put  all  poets  on  oath  whether  they  have 
striven  to  say  everything  they  possibly 
could  think  of,  or  to  leave  out  all  they 


could  not  help  saying,  hi  your  own  case, 
my  worthy  young  frien  I,  what  you  have 
written  is  merely  a  deliberate  exercise,  the 
gymnastic  of  sentiment.  For  your  excel- 
lent maternal  relative  is  still  alive,  and  is 
to  take  tea  with  me  this  evening,  D.  V.  Be- 
ware of  simulatetl  feeling  ;  it  Is  hypocrisy's 
first  cousin  ;  it  is  especially  dangerous  to 
a  preacher  ;  for  he  wno  says  one  day,  *  Go 
to,  let  me  seem  to  be  pathetic,*  may  be 
nearer  than  he  thinks  to  saying,  'Go  to, 
let  me  seem  to  be  virtuous,  or  earnest,  or 
under  sorrow  for  sin.'  Depend  upon  it, 
Sappho  loved  herversesmore  sincerely  than 
she  did  Phaon,  and  Petrarch  his  sonnets 
better  than  Laura,  who  was  indeed  but  his 
poetical  stalking-horse.  After  you  shall 
have  once  heanl  that  muffled  rattle  of  the 
clods  on  the  cofiin-Iid  of  an  irreparable  loss, 
you  will  grow  acquainted  with  a  pathos 
that  will  make  all  elegies  hateful.  When 
I  was  of  your  age,  I  lUso  for  a  time  mistook 
my  desire  to  write  verses  for  an  authentic 
call  of  my  nature  in  that  direction.  But 
one  day  as  I  was  going  forth  for  a  walk, 
with  my  head  full  of  an  '  Elegy  on  the 
Death  of  Flirtilla,'  and  vainly  groping  after 
a  rhvme  for  lily  that  should  not  be  nUy  or 
chilly y  I  saw  my  eldest  boy  Homer  busy 
over  the  rain-water  hogshead,  in  that  child- 
ish experiment  at  parthenogenesis,  the 
chanpug  a  horse-hair  into  a  water-snake. 
An  immersion  of  six  weeks  showed  no 
'  change  in  the  obstinate  filament  Here 
I  was  a  stroke  of  unintended  sarcasm.  Had 
I  not  been  doing  in  my  study  precisely 
what  my  boy  was  doing  out  of  doors! 
Had  my  thoughts  any  more  chance  of  com- 
ing to  life  by  l)eing  submerged  in  rhyme 
than  his  hair  by  soaking  m  water?  I 
burned  my  elegy  and  took  a  course  of  Ed- 
wards on  the  will.  People  do  not  make 
poetry  ;  it  is  made  out  of  them  by  a  pro- 
cess for  which  I  do  not  find  myself  fitted. 
Nevertheless,  the  writing  of  verses  is  a 
good  rhetorical  exerdtation, as teachingus 
what  to  shun  most  carefully  in  prose.    For 

Erose  bewitched  is  like  window-^lass  with 
ubbles  in  it,  distorting  what  it  should 
show  with  pellucid  veracity." 

It  is  unwise  to  insist  on  doctrinal  points 
as  vital  to  religion.  The  Bread  of  Life 
is  wholesome  and  sufficing  in  itself,  but 
gulped  down  with  these  kicK-shaws  cooked 
up  by  theologians,  it  is  apt  to  produce  an 
indigestion,  nay,  even  at  last  an  incurable 
dyspepsia  of  scepticism. 

One  of  the  most  inexcusable  weaknesses 
of  Americans  is  in  signing  their  names  to 
what  are  called  credentials.  But  for  my 
interposition,  a  person  who  shall  be  name- 
less would  have  taken  from  this  town  a 
recomnieudation  for  an  office  of  trust  suV 
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scribed  by  the  selectmen  and  all  the  voters 
of  both  parties,  ascribing  to  him  as  many 
good  qualities  as  if  it  had  been  his  tomb- 
stone. The  excuse  was  that  it  would  be 
well  for  the  town  to  be  rid  of  him,  as  it 
would  erelong  be  obliged  to  maintain  him. 
I  would  not  refuse  my  name  to  modest 
merit,  but  I  would  be  as  cautious  as  in  sign- 
ing a  bond.  [I  trust  I  shall  be  subjected 
to  no  imputation  of  unbecoming  vanity, 
if  I  mention  the  fact  that  Mr.  W.  indorsed 
my  own  qualifications  as  teacher  of  the 
high -school  at  Pecjuash  Junction.  J.  H.] 
When  I  see  a  certilicate  of  character  with 
everybody's  name  to  it,  I  regard  it  as  a 
letter  of  introduction  from  the  Devil. 
Never  give  a  man  your  name  unless  you  are 
willing  to  trust  him  with  your  reputation. 

There  seem  nowadays  to  be  two  sources 
of  literary  inspiration,  —  fulness  of  mind 
and  emptiness  of  pocket. 

I  am  often  struck,  especially  in  reading 
Montaigne,  with  the  obviousness  and  fa- 
miliarity of  a  great  writer's  thoughts,  and 
the  freshness  they  gain  because  said  by 
him.  The  tnith  is,  we  mix  their  greatness 
with  all  the^r  say  and  give  it  our  best  at- 
tention. Johannes  Fkber  sic  cogttavit, 
would  be  no  enticing  preface  to  a  book, 
but  an  accredited  name  gives  ci'edit  like 
the  signature  to  a  note  of  hand  Tt  is  the 
advantage  of  fame  that  it  is  always  priv- 
ileged to  take  the  world  by  the  button, 
ana  a  thing  is  weightier  for  Shakespeare's 
uttering  it  by  the  whole  amount  of  his 
personality. 

It  is  singular  how  impatient  men  are 
with  overpraise  of  others,  how  patient 
with  overpraise  of  themselves ;  and  yet  the 
one  does  them  no  injury,  while  the  other 
may  be  their  ruin. 

People  are  apt  to  confound  mere  alert- 
ness of  mind  ^th  attention.  The  one  is 
but  the  flying  abroad  of  all  the  faculties 
to  the  open  doon  and  windows  at  every 
passing  rumor ;  the  other  is  the  concen- 
tration of  every  one  of  them  in  a  sin- 
gle focus,  as  in  the  alchemist  over  his 
alembic  at  the  moment  of  expected  pro- 
jection. Attention  is  the  stun  that  mem- 
ory is  made  of,  and  memory  is  accumu- 
lated genius. 

Do  not  look  for  the  Millennium  as  im- 
minent. One  generation  is  apt  to  est  all 
the  wear  it  can  out  of  the  cast  clothes  of 
the  last,  and  is  always  sure  to  use  up  every 
paliuff  of  the  old  fence  that  will  hold  a  nail 
m  building  the  new. 


You  suspect  a  kind  of  vanity  in  my 
genealogical  enthusiasm.  Perhaps  you  are 
right ;  but  it  is  a  universal  foible.  Where  it 
does  not  show  itself  in  a  personal  and  pri- 
vate way,  it  becomes  public  and  gregarious. 
We  flatter  ourselves  in  the  Pilgrim  Fathen, 
and  the  Vireinian  offshoot  of  a  transporttKl 
convict  swells  with  the  fancy  of  a  cavalier 
ancestry.  Pride  of  birth,  I  have  noticed, 
takes  two  forms.  One  complacently  traces 
himself  up  to  a  coronet ;  another,  defiantly, 
to  a  lapstone.  The  sentiment  is  precisely 
the  same  in  both  cases,  only  that  one  u 
the  positive  and  the  other  the  negative 
pole  of  it. 

Seeing  a  goat  the  other  day  kneeling  in 
order  to  graze  with  less  trouble,  it  seemed 
to  me  a  tvpe  of  the  common  notion  of 
prayer.  Most  people  are  ready  enough  to 
^0  down  on  their  knees  for  material  bless- 
ings, but  how  few  for  those  spiritual  gifts 
which  alone  are  an  answer  to  our  orisons, 
if  we  but  knew  it ! 

Some  people,  nowadays,  seem  to  have 
hit  upon  a  new  moralization  of  the  moth 
and  the  candle.  They  would  lock  up  the 
light  of  Truth,  lest  poor  Psyche  shoiUd 
put  it  out  in  her  effort  to  draw  nigh  to  it. 


No.  X. 

MR.  H08EA  BIGLOW  TO   THE  EDITOR 
OP  THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY. 

Dear  Sir, — Your  letter  come  to  han' 

Requestin*  me  to  please  be  funny ; 
But  I  ain't  made  upon  a  plan 
Thet  knows  wnt  's   comin',   gall  or 
honey : 
Ther'*8  times  the  world  doos  look  so 
queer, 
Odd  fancies  come  afore  I  call  'em ; 
An*  then  agin,  for  half  a  year, 
No  preacher  *thout  a  call  *8  more 
solemn. 

You  're  'n  want  o'  sunthin'  lijght  an'  cute, 

Rattlin'  an*  shrewd  an'  kin'  o'  jingle- 
ish. 
An'  wish,  perridin'  it  'ould  suit, 

I  'd  take  an'  citify  my  English. 
I  km  write  long-tailed,  ef  I  please,  — 

But  when  I  'm  jokin*,  no,  1  thankee  ; 
Then,  'fore  I  know  it,  my  idees 

Run  helter-skelter  into  Yankee. 
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Sence  I  begun  to  scribble  rhyme, 

I  tell  ye  wut,  I  hain't  beu  foolin'  ; 
The  parson's  books,  life,  death,  an'  time 

Hev    took    some    trouble  with    my 
schoolin'  ; 
Nor  th'  airth  don't  git  put  out  with  me, 

Thet  love  her  'z  though  she  wuz  a 
woman ; 
Why,  th*  ain't  a  bird  upon  the  tree 

But  half  forgives  my  bein'  human. 

An*  yit  I  love  th*  unhighschooled  way 

01  farmers  bed  when  I  wuz  younger ; 
Their  talk  wuz  meatier,  an*  'ould  stay, 
While  book-froth  seems  to  whet  your 
hunger ; 
For  puttin*  in  a  do\Miright  lick 
*twixt   Humbug's    eyes,  ther*  's  few 
can  metch  it, 
An*  then  it  helves  my  thoughts  ez  slick 
£z    stret-grained     hickory    doos    a 
hetchet. 

But  when  I  can't,  I  can't,  thet 's  all, 

For  Natur'  won't  put  up  with  gullin' ; 
Idees  you  her  to  shove  an  haul 

Like  a  druv  pig  ain't  wuth  a  mullein  : 
Live  thoughts  ain't  sent  for;  thru  all 
rifts 
0*  sense  they  pour  an'  resh  ye  on- 
wards, 
Like  rivers  when  south-lyin*  drifts 
Feel  thet  th'  old  airth  *8  a-wheelin* 
sunwards. 

Time  wuz,  the  rhymes  come  crowdin* 
thick 
Ez  office-seekers  arter  *lection. 
An*  into  ary  place  'ould  stick 

Without  no  bother  nor  objection  ; 
But  sence  the  war  my  thoughts  han^ 
back 
Ez  though  I  wanted  to  enlist  *em. 
An'  subs'tutes,  — they  don't  never  lack, 
But  then  they  '11  slope  afore  you  *ve 
mist  *em. 

Nothin*  don*t  seem  like  wut  it  wuz  ; 

I  can't  see  wut  there  is  to  header. 
An'  yit  my  brains  jes'  go  buzz,  buzz, 

Like  bumblebees  agin  a  winder ; 
'fore  these  times  come,  in  all  airth's 
row, 

Ther'  wuz  one  miiet  place,  my  head  in, 
Wbare  I  could  hide  an'  think,  — but 
now 

It  *%  all  one  teeter,  hopin',  dreadin'. 


Where's  Peace?    I  start,  some  clea^ 
blown  night. 
When  gaunt  stone  walls  grow  numb 
an'  number. 
An',  creakin'  'cross  the  snow-cms'  white, 
Walk  the  col'  starlight  into  summer  ; 
Up  grows  the  moon,  an'  swell  by  swell 
Tnru  the  pale  pasturs  silvers  dimmer 
Tlian  the  last  smile  thet  strives  to  tell 
0'  love  gone  heavenward  in  its  shim- 
mer. 

I  hev  ben  gladder  o*  sech  things 

Than  cocks  o'  spring  or  bees  o*  clover. 
They  filled  my  heart  with  livin'  springs. 

But  now  they  seem  to  freeze  'em  over ; 
Sights  innerceut  ez  babes  on  knee, 

Peaceful  ez  eyes  o*  pastur'd  cattle, 
Jes*  coz  they  be  so,  seem  to  me 

To  rile  me  more  with  thoughts  o* 
battle. 

In -doors  an*  out  by  spells  I  try ; 

Ma'am  Natur'  keeps  her  spin-wheel 
goin'. 
But  leaves  my  natur*  stiff  and  dry 

Ez  fiel's  o*  clover  arter  mowin*  ; 
An'  her  Jes'  keepin'  on  the  same. 

Calmer  *n  a  clock,  an*  never  carin', 
An'  findin*  nary  thing  to  blame. 

Is  wus  than  *ef  she  took  to  swearin'. 

Snow-flakes    come   whisperin*    on   thi 
pane 
The  charm  makes    blazin*    logs   so 
pleasant. 
But  I  can't  hark  to  wut  they  *re  say*n*. 
With  Grant  or  Sherman  oilers  pres- 
ent; 
The  chimbleys  shudder  in  the  gale, 
Thet  lulls,  then  suddin  takes  to  flap* 
pin* 
Like  a  shot  hawk,  but  all 's  ez  stale 
To  me  ez  so  much  sperit-rappin*. 

Under  the  yaller-irines  I  house. 
When  sunshine  makes  *6m  all  sweet 
scented, 
An*  hear  among  their  furry  boughs 
The    bflskin     west-wind   purr    con« 
tented. 
While  *way  o'erhead,  ez  sweet  an'  low 

Ez  distant  bells  thet  ring  for  meetin'. 
The    wedged  wil'  geese    their    bugle* 
blow, 
Further  an'  further  South  retreatin'. 
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Or  up  the  8iipp«»ry  knob  I  strain 

An'  sec  a  hnndi'eti  hills  like  islan's 
Lift  their  blue  woods  in  broken  chain 

Out  o'  the  sea  o'  snowy  silence ; 
The    farm-smokes,    sweetes'  sight    on 
airth. 

Slow  thru  the  winter  air  a-shrinkin' 
Seem  kin'  o'  sad,  an'  roun'  the  hearth 

Of  empty  places  set  me  thinkin*. 

Beaver  roars  hoarse  with  meltin*  snows, 

An'  rattles  di'mon's  from  his  granite ; 
Time  wuz,  he  snatched  away  my  prose, 

An*  into  psalms  or  satires  ran  it ; 
Bnt  he,  nor  all  tlie  rest  thet  once 

Started  my  blood  to  countnr-dances, 
Can't  set  me  goin'  more  'n  a  dunce 

Thet  hain't  no  use  for  dreams  an' 
fancies. 

Rat-tat-tat-tattle  thru  the  street 

I  hear  the  drummers  makin'  riot, 
An'  I  set  thinkin'  o'  the  feet 

Thet  follei-ed  once  an'  now  are  quiet, — 
White  feet  ez  snowdrons  innercent, 

Thet  never  knowed  tne  paths  o'  Satan, 
Whose  comin'  step  ther  's  ears  thet 
won't. 

No,  not  lifelong,  leave  off  awaitin*. 

Why,  hain't  I  held  'era  on  my  knee? 

Did  n't  I  love  to  see  'em  growin*, 
Three  likely  lads  ez  wal  comd  be, 

Hahnsome    an'    brave    an'    not    tu 
knowin'  ? 
I  set  an'  look  into  the  blaze 

Whose  natur',  jes'  like  theim,  keeps 
climbin*, 
Ez  lontf  'z  it  lives,  in  shinin'  ways, 

An*  naif  despise  myself  for  rhymin'. 

Wut's  words  to  them  whose  faith  an' 
tnith 

On  War's  red   techstone  rang  true 
metal. 
Who  ventei'ed  life  an'  love  an*  youth 

For  the  gret  prize  o'  death  in  battle? 
To  him  who,  deadly  hurt,  agen 

Flashed  on  afore  the  charge's  thunder, 
Tippin'  ^nth  fire  the  bolt  of  men 

Tliet  rived  the  Rebel  line  asunder? 

T  ain't  right  to  hev  the  yonuff  go  fust, 
All  throbbin'  full  o'  gifts  air  graces, 

Leavin'  life's  paupers  drv  ez  dust 
To  try  an^  make    blieve  fill  their 
placet: 


Nothin'  but  tells  us  wut  we  miss, 
Ther'  's  gaps  our  lives  can't  never  fay 
in, 

An'  Out  world  seems  so  fur  from  this 
Lef '  for  us  loafers  to  grow  gray  in ! 

My  eyes  cloud  up  for  rain ;  my  mouth 

Will  take  to  twitchin'  roun'  the  cor- 
ners; 
I  pity  mothers,  tu,  down  South, 

For  all  they  sot  among  the  scorners : 
I  'd  sooner  take  my  chance  to  stan' 

At  Jedgment    where   your  meanest 
slave  is, 
Thau  at  God's  bar  hoi'  up  a  han' 

£z  drippin'  red  ez  youm,  Jeff  Davis  I 

Come,  Peace!  not  like  a  mourner  bowed 

For  honor  lost  an'  dear  ones  wasted, 
But  proud,  to  meet  a  people  proud. 

With  eyes  thet  tell  o'  triumph  tasted  ! 
Come,  with  han*  grippin'  on  tne  hilt, 

An'  step  thet    proves   ye   Victory's 
daughter ! 
Lonflin'  for  you,  our  sperita  wilt 

like  shipwrecked  men's  on  raf 's  for 
^'ater. 

Come,  while  our  country  feels  the  lift 

Of  a  gret  instinct  shoutln'  forwards. 
An'  knows  thet  freedom  ain't  a  gift 

Thet  tarries  long  in  ban's  o'  cowards ! 
Come,  sech  ez  mothers  prayed  for,  when 

They  kissed  their  cross  with  lips  thet 
quivered. 
An'  bring  fair  wages  for  brave  men, 

A  nation  saved,  a  race  delivered  i    . 


No.  XI. 

MR.  HOSEA  BIGLOW'S  SPEECH  IN 
MARCH  MEEHNO. 

TO   THB   EDITOR   OF   THE  ATLANTIC 
MONTHLT. 

Jaalam,  AprU  5. 18e& 

Mt  dear  Sir,  — 

(an*  notlcln*  by  your  kiver  thet  you  're 
some  dearer  than  wut  you  wuz,  I  enclose 
thedeflTrenoe)  I  dunno  ez  I  know  jest  how 
to  interdroce  this  las'  perduction  of  my 
mews,  ez  Pamon  Willber  alius  called  'em, 
which  is  goin'  to  he  the  last  an'  stay  the 
last  onless  sunthin'  pertikler  sh'd  interfear 
which  I  don't  expec  ner  I  wun't  yield  t« 
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ef  it  wuz  ez  pressin'  ez  a  deppity  Sliiriff. 
Sence  Mr.  Wilbur's  disease  I  nev  n't  hetl 
no  one  thet  could  dror  oat  my  talons. 
He  list  to  kind  o'  wine  me  up  an'  set  the 
penderlum  agoin'  an*  then  somehow  I 
seemed  to  go  on  tick  as  it  wear  tell  I  run 
down,  but  the  noo  minister  ain't  of  the 
same  brewin'  nor  I  can't  seem  to  git  ahokl 
of  no  kine  of  burning  nater  in  him  but  sort 
of  slide  rite  off  as  you  du  on  the  eedge  of 
a  mow.  Minnysteeril  natur  is  wal  enough 
an'  a  site  better  *n  most  other  kines  I 
know  on,  but  the  other  sort  sech  as  Wel- 
bor  hed  wuz  of  the  Lord's  makin'  an*  nat- 
erally  more  wonderfle  an*  sweet  tastin' 
leastways  to  me  so  fur  as  heerd  from.  He 
used  to  interdooce  'em  smooth  ez  ile 
athout  sayin'  nothin*  in  pertickler  an'  I 
misdoubt  he  did  n't  set  so  much  by  the 
sec'nd  Ceres  as  wut  he  done  b^  the  Fust, 
fact,  he  let  on  unct  thet  his  rome  misgive 
him  of  a  sort  of  fallin'  off  in  spots.  He 
wuz  as  outspoken  as  a  norwester  he  wuz, 
but  I  tole  him  I  hoped  the  fall  wuz  from 
so  high  up  thet  a  feller  could  ketch  a  good 
many  times  fust  afore  comin*  bunt  onto 
the  ground  as  I  see  Jethro  C.  Swett  from 
the  meetin'  house  steeple  up  to  th'  old 
perrish,  an'  took  up  for  dead  but  he  's 
alive  now  an*  spry  as  wut  you  be.  Turn- 
in'  of  it  over  I  recclected  how  they  ust  to 
put  wut  they  called  ATgymunce  onto  the 
frunts  of  poymns,  like  poorches  afore 
housen  whare  you  could  rest  ye  a  spell 
whilst  you  wuz  conclndin'  whether  you  'd 
go  in  or  nut  espeshnlly  ware  tba  wuz  dar- 
ters, though  I  most  alius  found  it  the  best 
plen  to  go  in  fust  an'  think  afterwards  an* 
the  gals  likes  it  best  tu.  1  dno  as  speechis 
ever  hez  any  aigimunts  to  'em,  I  never  see 
none  thet  hed  an*  I  guess  they  never  du 
but  tha  must  alius  be  a  B'giuniu*  to  everv- 
thin'  athout  it  is  Etarnity  so  I  '11  begin 
rite  away  an'  anybody  may  put  it  afore 
anv  of  his  speeches  ef  it  soots  an'  welcome. 
I  don't  claim  no  paytent 

THE  AROTVUHT. 

Interdncshin,  w'ich  may  be  skipt.  Be- 
gins by  talkin*  about  himself  :  thet  *s  jest 
natur  an'  most  gin'ally  alius  pleasin ,  I 
b'leeve  1  've  notist,  to  one  of  the  cumpany, 
an*  thet 's  more  than  wut  you  can  say  of 
most  speshes  of  talkin'.  Nex*  comes  the 
gittin*  the  goodwill  of  the  orjunce  by  let- 
tin'  'em  gether  from  wut  yon  kind  of  ex'- 
dentally  let  drop  thet  thev  air  about  East, 
A  one,  an*  no  mistaik,  skare  'em  up  an' 
take  'em  as  they  rise.  Spring  interdooced 
with  a  flew  approput  flours.  Speach 
finally  begins  witch  nobuddy  need  n't  feel 
•bolygatM  to  read  as  I  never  read  'em  an' 


never  shell  this  one  ag'in.  Subjick  staited ; 
expanded  ;  delayted  ;  extended.  Pump 
lively.  Subjick  staited  ag'in  so  *8  to  avide 
all  mistaiks.  Ginnle  remarks ;  oontin- 
ooed  ;  kerried  on  ;  pushed  fnrder  ;  kind  o* 
gin  out  Subjick  re-staited;  dielooted; 
stirred  up  penuiscoous.  Pump  ag'in. 
Gits  back  to  where  he  sot  out  Can't 
seem  to  stay  thair.  Ketchea  into  Mr.  Sea- 
ward's  hair.  Breaks  loose  ag'in  an'  staits 
his  subjick ;  stretches  it ;  turns  it ;  folds 
it ;  onfolds  it ;  folds  it  ng'in  so  's  't  no  one 
can't  And  it  Argoos  with  an  imedginary 
bean  thet  ain't  aloud  to  say  nothin'  in  re- 
pleye.  Gives  him  a  real  gooil  ilressin'  an' 
IS  settysflde  he  's  rite.  Gits  into  Johnson's 
hair.  No  use  tryin'  to  git  into  his  head. 
Gives  it  up.  Hez  to  stait  his  subjick 
ag'in  ;  doos  it  back'ards,  sideways,  eend- 
ways,  criss-cross,  bevellin*,  noways.  Gits 
Anally  red  on  it.  Concloods.  Concloods 
more.  Reads  some  xtrax.  Sees  his  sub- 
jick a-nosin'  round  arter  him  ag'in.  Tries 
to  avide  it.  Wun't  du.  ifwstates  it. 
Can't  conjectur*  no  other  plawsable  wa^y  of 
staytin'  on  it.  Tries  pump.  No  fx.  Fine- 
ly concloods  to  ooncloorl.    Yeels  the  flore. 

You  kin  spall  an'  punctooate  thet  as 
you  please.  I  alius  do,  it  kind  of  puts  a 
noo  soot  of  close  onto  a  word,  thisere  fun- 
attick  spellin'  doos  an'  takes  'em  out  of 
the  prissen  dress  they  wair  in  the  Dixon- 
ary.  Ef  I  squeeze  the  cents  out  of  'em 
it  's  the  main  thing,  an*  wut  they  wax 
made  for ;  wut 's  left  s  jest  pummis. 

Miatur  Wilbur  sez  he  to  me  onct,  sez 
he.  "Hoeee."  sez  he.  "in  litterytoor  the 
only  good  thing  is  Natur.  It  s  amazin* 
haitl  to  come  at,"  sez  he,  "  but  onct  git  it 
an'  you  've  gat  everythln'.  Wat 's  the 
sweetest  sroaU  on  airth  ? "  sez  he  **  Noo- 
mone  hay,"  sez  I,  pooty  bresk,  for  he  wuz 
alius  hankerin'  round  in  hayin'.  "  Naw- 
thin'  of  the  kine,"  sez  he  "My  leetle 
Huldy's  breath,"  sez  I  ag'in.  "You  *re 
a  good  lad,"  sez  he,  his  eyes  sort  of  ripplin' 
like,  for  he  lost  a  babe  onct  nigh  about 
her  age,  —  "  vou  're  a  good  lad ;  but  't 
ain't  thet  nuther,"  sez  he.  "Ef  you  want 
to  know,"  sez  he,  "open  your  winder  of  a 
momin'  et  ary  season,  and  you  '11  lam 
thet  the  best  of  perfooms  is  jest  fresh  air, 
fresh  air"  sez  he,  emphysizin*.  "athout 
no  mixtur.  Thet 's  wut  /  call  natur  in 
writin',  and  it  bathes  my  lungs  and  washes 
'em  sweet  whenever  I  git  a  whiff  on  't," 
sez  he.  I  ofTen  think  o'  thet  when  I  set 
down  to  write,  but  the  winders  air  so  ept 
to  nt  stack,  an*  breakin'  a  pane  coati 
suntliin*. 

Youm  for  the  last  time, 

NtU  to  be  continooed, 

UOSBA  BiQLOW. 
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I  don't  ranch  s'poae,  hows'ever  I  shonld 

Slen  it, 
d  ^t  boosted  into  th*  House  or 

Sennit,  — 
Kut  while  the  twolegged  gab-machine 's 

so  plenty, 
'nablin'   one  man  to  du  the  talk    o* 

twenty ; 
I'm  one  o'  them  thet  finds  it  rnther 

hanl 
To  mannyfactur'  wisdom  by  the  yai-d, 
An'  maysure  off,  accordin'  to  demand, 
The  piece-goods  el'kence  that  I  keep  on 

hand. 
The  same  ole  pattern  nmnin'  thru  an' 

thru, 
An'  nothin'  but  the  customer  thet 's 

new. 
I  sometimes  think,  the  furder  on  I  go, 
Thet  it  gits  harder  to  feel  sure  I  know. 
An'  when  1  've  settled  my  idees,  I  find 
'twam't  1  sheered  most  in  makin'  up 

my  mind ; 
't  wuz  this  an'  thet  an'  t'  other  thing 

thet  done  it, 
Sunthin'  in  th'  air,  I  conld  n'  seek  nor 

shun  it. 
Mo6'  folks  go  off  so  quick  now  in  dis- 
cussion. 
All  th*  ole  flint  locks  seems  altered  to 

percussion. 
Whilst  I  in  agin'  sometimes  git  a  hint, 
Thet  I  'm  percussion  changin'  back  to 

flint; 
Wal,  ef  it 's  so,  I  ain't  agoin'  to  werrit. 
For  th'  ole  Queen's-arm  hezthispertickler 

merit, — 
It  gives  the  mind  a  hahnsome  wedth  o' 

margin 
To  kin'  o  make  its  will  afore  dischargin' : 
I  can't  make  out  but  jest  one  ginnle 

rule, — 
No  man  need  go  an'  inake  himself  a  fool. 
Nor  jedgment  ain't  like  mutton,  thet 

can't  bear 
Cookin'  tu  long,  nor  be  took  up  tn  rare. 

Ez  I  wuz  say'n',  I  hain't  no  chance  to 
speak 

So  *s  't  all  the  country  dreads  me  onct  a 
week, 

But  I  've  consid'ble  o'  thet  sort  o'  hwul 

Thet  sets  to  home  an'  thinks  wut  might 
be  said. 

The  sense  thet  grows  an'  werrits  under- 
neath, 

Comiu'  belated  like  your  wisdom-teeth, 


An'  git  so  elkent,  sometimes,  to  my 

gardin 
Thet  1  don'  vally  public  life  a  fardin'. 
Our   Parson   Wilbur  (blesain's  on  his 

head !) 
'mongst  other  stories  of  ole  times  he  hed. 
Talked  of  a  feller  thet  rehearsed  his 

spreads 
Beforehan'  to  his  rows  o'  kebbige-heads, 
(Ef 't  war  n't  Demossenes,  1  guess  *t  wuz 

Sisro,) 
Appealin*  fust  to  thet  an'  then  to  this 

row, 
Accordin'  ez  he  thought  thet  his  idees 
Their  difTrunt  ev'riges  o'  brains  'ould 

please ; 
**An\"sez  the  Parson,  "to  hit  right, 

you  must 
Git  used  to  maysurin'  your  bearers  fust ; 
For,  take  my  word  for  't,  when  all 's 

come  an'  past, 
The  kebbige-heads  '11  cair  the  day  et 

last; 
Th'  ain't  ben  a  meetin'  sence  the  worV 

begun 
But  they  made  (raw  or  biled  ones)  ten 

to  one." 

I  We  alius  fonn'/em,  I  allow,  sence  then 
About  ez  good  for  talkin'  to  ez  men  ; 
They  '11  take  edvice,  like  other  folks,  to 

keep, 
(To  use  it  'ould  be  holdin'  on  *t  tu 

cheap,) 
They  listen  wal,  don*  kick  up  when  you 

scold  'em, 
An'  ef  they  've  tongues,  hev  sense  enough 

to  hold  'em ; 
Though  th'  ain't  no  denger  we  shall  lose 

the  breed, 
1  gin'lly  keep  a  score  or  so  for  seed, 
An'  when  my  sappiness  gits  spry  in 

spiing. 
So  's  t  my  tongue  itches  to  run  on  full 

swinjr, 
I    fin'    'em    ready-planted   in    March- 

meetiu*. 
Warm  ez  a  ly'ceum-audience  in  their 

greetin', 
An'  pleased  to  hear  my  spoutin'  frum 

the  fence,  — 
Comln',  ez  't  doos,  entirely  free  'f  ex- 
pense. 
This  year  I  made  the  foUeriu'  observa- 
tions 
Extrunip'ry,  like  most  other  trils  o* 

patience. 
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An\  no  reporters  bein'  sent  express 
To  work  their  abstracts  up  into  a  mess 
Ez  like  th'  oridg'nal  ez  a  woodcut  pictur* 
Thet  chokes  the  life  out  like  a  boy-con- 
strictor, 
1  We   writ  'em    out,   an*  so  avide   all 

jealsies 
'twixt  nonsense  o'  my  own   an'  some 
one's  else's. 

(N.  B.  Reporters  gin'lly  git  a  hint 

To  make  dull  oijunces  seem  'live  in 

print, 
An*,  ez  I  hev  t*  report  myself,  I  vum, 
I  '11    put  th'  applauses  where  they  'd 

ough*  to  come  !) 

My  feller  kebbiob-heads,  who  look 

so  green, 
I  vow  to  ffracious  thet  ef  I  could  drcen 
The  world  of  all  its  hearers  but  jest  you, 
'twould  leave  'bout  all  tha'  is  wuth 

talkiu'  to. 
An'  you,  my  ven'able  ol'  frien's,  thet  show 
Upon  your  crowns  a  sprinklin'  o'  March 

snow, 
£z  ef  mild  Time  had  chiistened  every 

sense 
For  wisdom's  church  o'  second  innocence. 
Nut  Age's  winter,  no,  no  sech  a  thing. 
But  jest   a   kin'    o'    slippin'-back    o' 

spring,  —  rSev'rli  noses  blowedj 

We  've  gathered  here,  ez  ushle,  to  decide 
Which  IS  the  Lord's  an'  which  is  Satan's 

side, 
Coz  all  the  good  or  evil  thet  can  heppen 
Is  'long  o*  which  on  'em  you  choose  for 

Cappen.  [Cries  o'  ••  Thet 's  so !  "J 

Aprul  's  come  back  ;  the  swellin'  buds  of 

oak 
Dim  the  far  hillsides  with  a  purplish 

smoke ; 
The  brooks  are  loose  an',  singing  to  be 

seen, 
(Like  gals,)  make  all  the  hollers  soft  an* 

Ifreen; 
The  uirds  are  here,  for  all  the  season  *s 

late; 
They  take  the  sun's  height  an'  don* 

never  wait ; 
Soon  *z  he  officially  declares  it  *9  sprins 
Their  light  hearts  lift  'em  on  a  uoitn- 

'ardwing. 
An'  th'  ain't  an  acre,  fur  ez  you  can  hear, 
Can't  by  the  music  tell  the  time  o'  year ; 
But  thet  white  dove  Carliny  scared  away, 


Five  year  ago,  jes*  sech  an  Apml  day  ; 
Peace,  that  we   hoi>ed  'ould  come  an 

build  last  year 
An'    coo    by    every    housedoor,    is  n't 

here,  — 
No,  nor  wun't  never  be,  for  all  our  jaw, 
Till  we  're  ez  brave  in  pol'tics  ez  in  war! 
O  Lord,  ef  folks  wuz  made  so  *s  't  they 

could  see 
The  begnet-pint  there  is  to  an  idee  ! 

[Sensation.] 
Ten  times  the  danger  in  *em  th'  is  in 

steel; 
They  run  your  soul  thru  an*  you  never 

feel. 
But  crawl    about    an*  seem   to  think 

you  're  livin', 
Poor  shells  o'  men,  nut  wuth  the  I/ord's 

forgivin', 
Tell  you  com«  bunt  ag'in  a  real  live  feet, 
An'  go  to  pieces  when  you  'd  ough'  to 

ect ! 
Thet  kin'  o'  begnet  *s  wut  we  're  crossin' 

now, 
An'  no  man,  fit  to  nevvigate  a  scow, 
'ould  Stan'  expectin'  help  from  Kingdom 

Come, 
While  t'  other  side  dmy  their  cold  iron 

home. 

My  frien's,  yon  never  gethered  from  my 

mouth, 
No,  nut  one  word  ag'in  the  South  ez 

South, 
Nor  th'  ain't  a  livin*  man,  white,  brown, 

nor  black, 
Qladder  'n  wut  I  should  be  to  take  'em 

back ; 
But  all  I  ask  of  Uncle  Sam  is  fust 
To  vrrite  ui)  on  his  door,  **  No  goods  on 

trust  ** ; 

[Cries  of  "  Tliet  's  the  ticket ! "] 

Give  us  cash  down  in  ekle  laws  for  all. 
An'  they  '11  be  snug  inside  afore  nex'  fall. 
Give  wut  they  ask,  an*  we  shell  hev 

Jamaker, 
Wuth  minus  some  oonsid'able  an  acre  ; 
Give  wttt  they  need,  an'  we  shell  git 

'fore  long 
A  nation  all  one  piece,  rich,  peacefle, 

strong ; 
Make  'em  Amerikln,  an'  they  11  besin 
To  love  their  country  ez  they  loved  ueir 

sin  ; 
Let  'em  stay  Southnn,  an'  you  've  kep' 

a  sore 
Ready  to  fester  ez  it  done  afore. 
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No  mortle  man  can  boast  of  perfic'  vision, 
But  the  one  moleblin'  thing  is  Inde- 
cision, 
An'  Ui'  ain't  no  futur^  for  the  man  nor 

state 
Thet  out  of  j-n-s-t  can't  spell  great. 
Some  folks  \>uld  call  thet  reddikle  ;  do 

you? 
'T  was  commonsense  afore  the  war  wu2 

thru ; 
Thet  loaded  all  our  guns  an'  made  'em 

s^ieak 
So 's  't  Europe  heared  'em  cleam  acrost 

the  creek ; 
'•They  're  drivin'  o'  their  spiles  down 

now,"  sez  she, 
••To  the  hard  grennit  o'   God's  fust 

idee; 
£f  they  reach  thet,  Democ'cy  need  n't 

fear 
The  tallest  airthquakes  tee  can  git  up 

here." 
Some  call 't  insnltin'  to  ask  ary  pledge. 
An'  say  't  will  only  set  their  teeth  on 

But  folks  you  're  jest  licked,  fur '«  I 

ever  see, 
I         I  Are  'bout  ez  mad  'z  they  wal  know  how 

to  be; 
It 's  better  than  the  Rebs  themselves 

expected 
'fore  they  see  Uncle  Sam  wilt  down 

henpected ; 
Be  kind  z  you  please,  but  fnstly  make 

things  fast, 
For  plain  Truth 's  all  the  kindness  thet 

^11  last ; 
Ef  treason  is  a  crime,  ez  807nt  folks  say, 
How  could  we  punish  it  a  milder  way 
Than  sayin*  to  'em,  "  Brethren,  lookee 

here, 
We  '11  ies'  divide  things  with  ye,  sheer 

an  sheer. 
An  sence  both  come  o'  pooty  strong- 
backed  daddies. 
You  take  the  Darkies,  ez  we've  took 

the  Paddies ; 
Ign'ant  an'  poor  we  took  'em  by  the 

hand, 
An'  they  're  the  bones  an'  sinners  o'  the 

land." 
I  ain't  o'  them  thet  fancy  there 's  a  loss 

on 
Every  inves'ment  thet  don't  start  fi-om 

Bos'on  ; 
But  I  know  this :  our  money  's  safest 

trusted 


>y'dl 
Like  a  scared  widder  with  a  boy  stiff- 


In  sunthin',  come  wnit  will,  thet  can't 

be  busted. 
An'  thet 's  the  old  Amerikin  idee, 
To  make  a  man  a  Man  an'  let  him  be. 

[Gret  applaose.] 
Ez  for  their  I'yalty,  don't  take  a  goad 

to't. 
But  I  do'  want  to  block  their  only  road 

to't 
By  lettin'  'em  believe  thet  they  can  git 
Mor  'n  wut  they  lost,  out  of  our  little 

nit : 
I  tell  ye  wut,  I  *m  'fraid  we  '11  drif  to 

leeward 
'thout  we  can  put  more  stiffenin'  into 

Seward  ; 
He  seems  to  think  Columby  'd  better  cct 

I  a  scare 

necked 
Thet  stomps  an'  swears  he  wun't  coms 

in  to  supper ; 
S&e  mus'  set  up  for  him,  ez  weak  ez 

Tupper, 
Keepiu'  the  Constitootion  on  to  warm, 
Tell  he  *11  eccept  her  'pologies  in  form  : 
The  neighbors  tell  her  he  's  a  cross- 

gitiined  cuss 
Thet  needs  a  hidin'  'fore  he  comes  to 

••No,"  s^z  Ma  Seward,  "he's  ez  good 

'z  the  best. 
All  he  wants  now  is  sugar-plums  an' 

rest "  ; 
••He  sarsed  my  Pa,"  sez  one;   ••He 

stoned  my  son," 
Another  edds.     •'  0,  wal,  't  wuz  jest  his 

fun." 
••  He  tried  to  shoot  our  Uncle  Samwell 

dead." 
••  'T  wuz  only  tiyin'  a  noo  gun  he  bed." 
••  Wal,  all  we  ask  's  to  hev  it  understood 
You  '11  take  his  gun  away  from  him  for 

good; 
We  don't,  wal,  nut  exac'ly,  like  his 

play, 
Seein'  he  alius  kin'  o'  shoots  our  way. 
Yon  kill  your  fatted  calves  to  no  good 

eend, 
'thout  his  fust  sayin*,  •Mother,  I  hev 

sinned  ! ' " 

["  Amen !  *'  fjraia  Deacon  Oreenleal] 

The  Pres'dunt  fie  thinks  thet  the  slick- 
est plan 

'ould  be  t'   allow  thet  he  's  our  on'y 

man, 
1  An'  thet  we  fit  thru  all  thet  dreffle  war 
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Jes*  for  his  private  fflory  an*  eclor ; 
**  Nobody  ain't  a  Union  man,"  sez  he, 

An'  is  the  country  goin'  to  knuckle 
down 

1 

"  *thoiit  he  agrees,  thru  thick  an*  thin. 

To  hev  Smith  sort  their  letters  'stid  o' 

with  me ; 

Brown? 

War  n*t  Andrew  Jackson's  'nitials  jes* 

Who  wuz  the  'Nited  States  'fore  Rich- 

• 

like  mine? 

mon'  fell  ? 

An'   ain't   thet   sunthin    like  a  right 

Wuz  the  South  needfle  their  full  name 

divine 

to  spell  ? 

To  cut  up  ez  kentenkerous  ez  I  please. 

An'  can't  we  spell  it  in  thet  short-han' 

An'  treat  your  Congress  like  a  nest  o' 
fleas  ?^' 

way 

Till  th'  underpinnin'  'a  settled  so  's  to 

Wal,   I    expec'    the    People    would  n' 
care,  if 

stay? 

Who  cares  for  the  Resolves  of '61, 

The  question  now  wuz  techin'  bank  or 

Thet  tried  to  coax  an  airthquake  with  a 

tariff. 

bun? 

But  I  conclude  they  *ve  'bout  made  up 

Hez  act'ly  nothin*   taken  place  sence 

their  mind 

then 

This  ain't  the  fittest  time  to  go  it  blind. 

To  lam  folks  they  must  heudle  fects 

Nor  these  ain't  metters  thet  with  pol- 

like  men  ? 

'tics  swings. 

Ain't  this  the  true  pint  ?    Did  the  Rebs 

But  goes  'way  down  amongst  the  roots 

accep'  'em  ? 

o'  things ; 

Ef  nut,  whose  fault  is 't  thet  we  hev  n't 

Coz  Sumner  talked  o'  whitewashin*  one 

kep  'em  ? 
War  n't  there  ttoo  sides?  an*  don't  it 

day 

They  wun't  let  four  years'  war  be  thro  wed 

stend  to  reason 

away. 

Thet  this  week's  'Nited  States  ain't  las' 

"  Let  the  South  hev  her  rights  1 "    They 

week's  treason  ? 

say,  "Thet'syoul 

When  all   these  sums   is  done,   with 

But  nut  greb  hold  of  other  folks's  tu." 

nothin'  missed. 

1          Who  owns  this  country,  is  it  they  or 

An'  nut  afore,  this  school  'U  be  dis- 

Andy? 

missed. 

Leastways  it  ough'  to  be  the  People  and 

he; 

I  knowed  ez  wal  ez  though  I  'd  seen  't 

Let  him  be  senior  pardner,  ef  he 's  so, 
But  let  them  kin'  o'  smuggle  in  ez  Co  ; 

with  eyes 

Thet  yphen  the  war  wuz  over  copper  'd 

[Laughter.] 
Did  he  diskiver  it  ?   Consid'ble  numbers 

rise. 
An'  thet  we  'd  hev  a  rile-up  in  our 

Think  thet  the  job  wuz  taken  by  Co- 

kettle 

lumbus. 

'twould  need  Leviathan's  whole  skin 

Did  he  set  tu  an*  make  it  wut  it  is  f 

to  settle : 

Ef  so,  I  guess  the  One-Man-power  hez 

I  thought 't  would  take  about  a  genera- 

riz. 

tion 

Did  he  put  thru  the  rebbles,  clear  the 

But  I  allow  1  never  did  imegine 

An'  pay  th'  expenses  out  of  his  own 

't  would  be  our   Pres'dunt  thet  'ould 

pocket  ? 
Ef  t let's  the  case,  then  everythin'  I 

drive  a  wedge  in 

To  keep  the  split  from  closin'  ef  it  could. 

exes 

An'  healin'  over  with  new  wholesome 

Is  t'  hev  him  come  an'  pay  my  ennooal 

wood ; 

texes.                      [Profound  sensation.] 

For  th'  ain't  no  chance  o*  healin'  while 

Was 't  he  thet  shou'dered  all  them  rail- 

they  think 

lion  gims  ? 

Thet  law  an'  gov'ment 's  only  printer  s 

Did  he  lose  all  the  fathers,  brothers, 

ink ; 

sons? 

I  nius'  confess  I  thank  him  for  dis- 

Is this  ere  pop'lar  gov'ment  thet  we 

co  verin' 

run 

The  curus  way  in  which  the  States  an 

A  kin'  o'  sulky,  made  to  kerry  one  ?                  sovereign  ; 
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They  ain't  nut  quite  enough  so  to  rebel, 
But,  when  they  fin'  it 's  costly  to  raise 

h — ,  [A  groan  flroin  Denc'n  O.] 

Why,  then,  for  jes'  the  same  superl'tive 

reason, 
They  're  'most  too  much  so  to  be  tetched 

for  treason  ; 
They  can*t  go  out,  but  ef  they  somehow 

du, 
Their  sovereignty  don't  noways  go  out 

tu ; 
The  State  goes  out,  the  sovereignty  don't 

stir, 
But  stays  to  keep  the  door  lyar  for  her. 
He  thinks  secession  never  took  'em  out, 
An'  mebby  he 's  correc',  but  I  misdoubt ; 
Ef  they  war  n't  out,  then  why,  'n  the 

name  o'  sin. 
Make  all  this  row  'bout  lettin'  of  'em 

in? 
In  law,  p'r'aps  nut ;  but  there 's  a  dif- 

furence,  ruther, 
Betwixt  your  mother-'n-law  an'    real 

mother,  [Derisive  cheers.! 

An*  I,  for  one,  shall  wish  they'd  all 

been  BOftCeres, 
Long  'z  U.   S.   Texes  are  sech  reg'lar 

comers. 
But,  0  my  patience  !  must  we  wriggle 

back 
Into  th'  ole  crooked,  pettyfoggin'  track, 
When  our  artil'ry-wheeLs  a  road  hev  cut 
Stret  to  our  purpose  ef  we  keep  the  rut  ? 
War 's  jes'  dead  waste  exoep'  to  wipe  the 

slate 
Clean  for  the  cyph'rin'  of  some  nobler 

fate.  [AppUuse.] 

£s  for  dependin'  on  their  oaths  an'  thet, 
't  won't   bind    'em  mor  'n  the  libbin 

roun'  my  het ; 
I    beared  a  fable   once  from   Othniel 

Stams, 
That  pints  it  slick  ez  weathercocks  do 

bams: 
Onct  on  a  time  the  wolves  hed  certing 

rights 
Inside  the  fold  ;  they  used  to  sleep  there 

nights. 
An*,  bein'  cousins  o'  the  dogs,  they  took 
Their  turns  et  watchin',   reg'lar  ez  a 

book ; 
But  somehow,  when  the  dogs  hed  gut 

asleep, 
Their  love  o*  mutton  beat  their  love  o' 

sheep. 
Till  gradilly  the  shepherds  come  to  see 


Things  war  n't  agoin'  ez  they  'd  ough' 

to  be ; 
So  they  sent  off  a  deacon  to  remonstrate 
Along  'th  the  wolves  an'  urge  'em  to  go 

on  straight ; 
They  didn'  seem  to  set  much  by  the 

deacon. 
Nor  preachin'  didn'  cow  'em,  nut  to 

speak  on ; 
Fin'ly  they  swore  thet  they  'd  go  out  an' 

stay. 
An'  hev  their  fill  o'  mutton  every  day  ; 
Then  dogs  an'  shepherds,  after  much 

hard  dammin', 

[Groan  tnm  Deac'n  0.] 
Turned  tu  an'  give  'em  a  tormented 

lammin', 
An'  sez,  ••  Ye  sha'  n't  go  out,  the  mur- 
rain rot  ye. 
To  keep  us  wastin'  half  onr  time  to  watch 

ye!" 
But  then  the  question  come.  How  live 

together 
'thout  losin'  sleep,  nor  nary  yew  nor 

wether  ? 
Now  there  wuz  some  dogs  (noways  wuth 

their  keep) 
That  sheered  their  cousins'  tastes  an' 

sheered  the  sheep  ; 
They  sez,  "Be  gin'rous,  let  'em  swear 

right  in. 
An',  ef  they  backslide,  let  'em  swear 

ag'in; 
Jes'  let  'em  put  on  sheep-skins  whilst 

they  're  swearin' ; 
To  ask  for  more  'ould  be  beyond  all 

bearin'." 
**  Be  gin'roos  for  yourselves,  where  you 

're  to  pay, 
Thet 's  the  best  practice,"  sez  a  shep- 

hei'd  gray ; 
"  Ez  for  tneir  oaths  they  wun't  be  wuth 

a  button, 
Long  'z  you  don't  cure  'em  o'  their  taste 

for  mutton  ; 
Th'  ain't  but  one  solid  way,  howe'er  you 

puzzle : 
Tell  they  're  convarted,  let  'em  wear  a 

muzzle. "      [Cries  of  '•  Bully  for  you  I  "J 

I  've  noticed  thet  each  half-baked 
scheme's  abettera 

Are  in  the  hebbit  o'  producin'  letters 

Writ  by  all  sorts  o'  never- heared-on 
fellers, 

'bout  ez  oridge'nal  ez  the  wind  in  hel- 
lers; 
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I  Ve  noticed,  tu,  it  *s  the  quack  med'- 

cine  gits 
(An*  needS)  the  grettest  heam  o'  stifiy- 

kits ;  rrWo  apothekenes  goes  ont.] 

Now,  sence  I  lef  off  creemn*  on  all  fours, 
I  hain't  ast  no  man  to  endorse  my  course ; 
It 's  full  ez  cheap  to  be  your  own  endor- 
ser. 
An*  ef  I  've  made  a  cup,  I  '11  fin*  the 

saucer ; 
But  I  've  some  letters  here  from  t'  other 

side, 
An'  them 's  the  sort  thet  helps  me  to 

decide  ; 
Tell  me  for  wut  the  copper-comp'nies 

hanker, 
An'  1  '11  tell  you  jest  where  it 's  safe  to 

anchor.  [P«^t  *»^-] 

Fus'ly  the  Hon'ble  B.  O.  Sawin  writes 
Thet  for  a  spell  he  could  n'   sleep  o' 

nights, 
Puzzlin'  which  side  wus  preudentest  to 

pin  to. 
Which  wuz  th'  ole  homestead,  which  the 

temp'ry  leaiito ; 
£t  fust  he  jedged  't  would  right-side-ux> 

his  pan 
To  come  out  ez  a  'ridge'nal  Union  man, 
**  But  now,"  he  eez,  **  I  ain't  nut  quite 

so  fresh  ; 
The  wiunin*  horse  is  goin'  to  be  Secesh  ; 
Vou  might,  las'  spring,  hev  eaaly  walked 

the  couree, 
fore  we  contrived  to  doctor  th*  Union 

hoi*se  ; 
Now  tue  *re  the  ones  to  walk  aroun*  the 

nex'  track  : 
Jest  you  take  hold  an*  read  the  foUerin* 

extrac*, 
Out  of  a  letter  1  received  last  week 
From  an  ole  frien*  thet  never  sprung  a 

leak, 
A  Nothun  Dem'crat  o'  th'  ole  Jarsey 

blue, 
Born  coijper-sheathedan*  copper-fastened 

tu.  ' 

"  These  four  years  post  it  hez  been  tough 
To  say  which  side  a  feller  went  for ; 
Guideposts  all  gone,  roads  muddy  *n' 

rough, 
An'  nothin'  duin'  wut  *t  wuz  meant  for ; 
Pickets  a-firiu'  left  an*  right. 
Both  sides  a  lettin'  rip  et  sight,  — 
Life  war  n't  wuth  haiilly  jmyin'  rent  for. 

•*  Columby  gut  her  back  up  so, 

It  war  n't  no  use  a- try  in'  to  stop  her,  — 


War's  emptin's  riled  her  very  dough 
An'  made  it  rise  an'  act  improper ; 
't  wuz  fnll  ez  much  ez  I  could  du 
To  jes*  lay  low  an'  worry  thru, 
'thout  hevin'  to  sell  out  my  copper. 

**  Afore  the  war  your  mod'rit  men 
Could  set  an'  sun  'em  on  the  fences, 
Cyph'rin'  the  chances  up,  an'  then 
Jump  off  which  way  bes  paid  expenses ; 
Sence,  't  wus  so  resky  ary  way, 
/  did  n't  hardly  darst  to  say 
I  'greed  with  Paley's  Evidences. 

[GroaD  trom  Deac'n  G.^ 

**  Ask  Mac  ef  tryin'  to  set  the  fence 
War  n't  like  bein'  rid  upon  a  rail  on  't, 
Headin'  your  party  with  a  sense 
0'  bein'  tipjint  in  the  tail  on't, 
An'  tryin  to  think  thet,  on  the  whole, 
You  kin'  o'  quasi  own  your  soul 
When  Belmont 's  gut  a  bill  o'  sale  on 't  ? 
[Three  cheen  for  Grant  and  Shennan.] 

"Come  peace,  I  sposed  thet  folks  'ould 

like 
Their  pol'tics  done  ag'in  by  proxy 
Give  tneir  noo  loves  the  bag  an'  strike 
A  fresh  trade  with  their  reg  lar  doxy ; 
But  the  drag's  broke,  now  slavery's 

gone, 
An'  there 's  gret  resk  they  '11  blunder  on, 
Ef  they  ain't  stopped,  to  real  Democ'cy. 

"We  've  gut  an  awful  row  to  hoe 
In  this  'ere  job  o*  reconstructin' ; 
Folks  dunno  sknrcc  which  way  to  go. 
Where  th'  ain't   some  boghole  to  be 

ducked  in ; 
But  one  thing  's  clear ;  there  is  a  crack, 
Ef  we  pry  hard,  'twixt  white  an*  black. 
Where  the  ole  makelxa.te  can  be  tucked 


"No  white  man  sets  in  airth's  broad 

aisle 
Thet  I  ain't  willin'  t'  own  ez  brother. 
An'  ef  he  's  heppened  to  strike  ile, 
1  dunno,  fin'ly,  out  I  'd  ruther ; 
An'  Paddies,  long  'z  they  vote  all  right, 
Though  they  ain  t  jest  a  nat'i-al  white, 
I  hold  one  on  'em  good  'z  another. 

[ApplauB«4 

"Wut  is  there  lef  I  *d  like  to  know, 
£f  't  ain't  the  difference  o'  color, 
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To  keep  np  self-respec'  an'  show 
The  human  natur*  of  a  fullah? 
Wut  good  in  bein'  white,  onless 
It  'a  fixed  by  law,  nut  lef '  to  guess, 
We  're  a  heap  smarter  an'  they  duller? 

"  Ef  we  're  to  hev  our  ekle  rights, 
't  wun't  dii  to  'low  no  competition ; 
Til'  ole  debt  doo  us  for  bein'  wliites 
Ain't  safe  onless  we  stop  th'  emission 
0'  these  noo  notes,  whose  specie  base 
Is  human  natur',  'thout  no  tiuce 
O'  shape,  nor  color,  nor  condition. 

[Continootl  applause.] 

"So  fur  I  'd  writ  an'  could  n'  jedge 
Aboard  wut  boat  I  *d  best  take  pessige, 
My  brains   all    mincemeat,   'thout  no 

edge 
Upon  'em  more  than  tu  a  sessige, 
But  now  it  seems  ez  though  I  see 
Sunthin'  resemblin'  an  idee, 
Sence  Johnson's  speech  an'  veto  mes- 
sage. 

"I  like  the  speech  best,  I  confess, 
The  logic,   preudence,   an'  good  taste 

on\ 
An'  it 's  so  mad,  I  ruther  guess 
There  's  some  dependence  to  be  placed 

on't;  CLaughter.] 

It 's  narrer,  but  'twixt  you  an*  me, 
Out  o'  the  allies  o'  J.  D. 
A  temp'ry  party  can  be  based  on  *t. 

"Jes'  to  hold  on  till  Johnson  's  thru 
An'  dug  hia  Presidential  grave  is. 
An'  ihent — who  knows  but  we  could 
slew 

The  country  roun'  to  put  in 1 

Wun't  some  folks  rare  up  when  we  pull 
Out  o*  their  eyes  our  Union  wool 
An'  lam  'em  wut  a  p'lit'cle  shave  is ! 

"  Oh,  did  it  seem  'z  ef  Providunce 
Could  ever  send  a  second  Tyler  ? 
To  see  the  South  all  back  to  once, 


Reapin'  the  spiles  o'  the  Freesiler, 
Is  cute  ez  thoueh  an  ingineer 
Should  claim  th'  old  iron  for  his  sheer 
Coz  't  was  himself  that  bust  the  biler ! " 
[Gret  laughter.] 

Thet  tells  the  story!    Thet's  wut  we 

shall  git 
By  try  in'  squirtguns  on  the  bum  in'  Pit ; 
For  the  day  never  comes  when  it  '11  du 
To  kick  off  Dooty  like  a  wom-out  shoe. 
I  seem  to  hear  a  whisperin'  in  the  air, 
A  sighin'  like,  of  unconsoled  despair, 
Thet    comes   from   nowhere   an'    from 

every\ihere. 
An'  seems  to  say,  **Why  died  we  ?  war 

n't  it,  then, 
To  settle,  once  for  all,  thet  men  wuz 

men  ? 
Oh,airth's  sweet  cup  snetched  from  us 

barely  tasted, 
The  grave's  real  chill  is  feelin'  life  wuz 

wasted ! 
Ob,  you  we  lef,  long-lingerin'  et  the 

door, 
Lovin'  you  best,  coz  we  loved  Her  the 

more, 
Thet  Death,  not  we,  had  conquered,  we 

should  feel 
£f  she  upon  our  memory  tumed  her 

heel, 
An'  un  regretful  throwed  us  all  away 
To  flaunt  it  in  a  Blind  Man's  Holiday ! " 

My  frien's,  I  've  talked  nigh  on  to  long 
enough. 

I  hain't  no  call  to  bore  ye  coz  ye  're 
tough ; 

My  lun^  are  sound,  an'  our  own  vice 
delights 

Our  ears,  but  even  kebbige-heads  hez 
rights. 

It's  the  las'  time  thet  I  shell  e'er  ad- 
dress ye, 

But  you  '11  soon  fin'  some  new  torment- 
or :  bless  ye ! 

[Tumalt'oos  applause  and  cries  of  "Go  on !" 
"Don't  stop  n 
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I  AM  iadftbtad  to  Mi.  Wnaok  Beteily  Wfrnms 
for  theM  UlnrtntiTe  notes. 


FIB8T  flEKTKa 

This  aeries  of  the  BIglow  Pspers  relates  to  the 
Mexicsn  War.  It  expresses  the  seottinent  of 
New  Bngland,  and  particularly  of  Massachosetts, 
on  that  conflict,  which  in  its  aim  and  conduct 
had  little  of  honor  for  the  American  Bepublic. 
The  war  was  begun  and  prosecuted  in  the  inter- 
est of  Southern  slaTehofdera.  It  was  essential 
to  the  vitality  of  slavery  that  fresh  fields  should 
constantly  be  opened  to  it.  Agriculture  was  al- 
most the  sole  industry  in  which  slaves  could  be 
profitably  employed.  That  their  labor  should 
be  wasteful  and  careless  to  preserve  the  produc- 
tive powers  of  the  soil  wss  inevitable.  New 
land  was  ever  in  demand,  and  the  history  of 
slavery  in  the  United  States  is  one  long  series  of 
struggles  for  more  territory.  It  was  with  this 
end  in  view  that  a  colonv  of  rovhig,  adventurous 
Americana,  settled  in  the  thinly  populated  and 
poorly  governed  region  now  known  as  Texas,  re- 
volted from  the  Mexican  government  and  secured 
admission  to  the  Union,  thus  bringing  on  the 
war  with  Mexico.  The  Nortliem  Whin  had  pro- 
tested sgainst  annexation,  but  after  the  war  be- 
ffan,  their  resistance  grew  more  and  more  feeble. 
In  the  vain  eif  art  to  retain  their  large  Southern 
constituent,  they  sacrificed  Justice  to  expediency 
and  avoided  an  issue  that  would  not  be  put 
down.  The  story  of  the  Mexican  War  is  the 
story  of  the  gradual  decline  of  the  great  Wliig 
party,  and  of  the  growth  of  that  organisation, 
succeasivelv  known  as  the  Liberty,  Free-Soil, 
and  Repubucan  party,  whose  policy  was  the  ex- 
clusion of  slavery  from  all  new  territory.  One 
more  victory  was  granted  to  the  Whigs  in  1848. 
After  that  their  strength  fsiled  rapidly.  North- 
em  sentiment  was  bdng  roused  to  a  sense  of 
righteous  indignation  by  Southern  aggressions 
and  the  fervid  exhortations  of  Garrison  and  his 
co-workers  in  the  snti-slavery  cause.  Few,  how- 
ever, followed  Garrison  into  dlsloyaltv  to  the 
Constitution.  The  greater  number  preferred  to 
stay  in  the  Union  and  use  such  lawful  political 
means  as  were  available  for  the  restriction  of 
slavery.  Their  wisdom  was  demonstrated  by 
the  election  of  Abraham  Lincoln  twelve  years 
after  the  Mexican  War  closed. 

Page  173.  **  A  eruetin  SaHuni."  The  act  of 
May  13, 1846,  authorised  President  Polk  to  em- 

*oy  the  militia,  end  caU  out  60,000  volunteers, 

necessary.    He  immediately  called  for  the  full 


ployt 
if  neo 


nomber  of  TOkuitaen,  asking  Massadinsetts  f  or 
777  men.  On  May  26  Governor  Briggs  Issued  a 
proclamation  for  the  enrollment  of  the  regiment. 
As  the  Pnsident's  call  was  merely  a  reqinest  and 
not  an  order,  many  Whigs  and  the  Abolitioiiists 
were  for  refusing  it.  The  Liberator  for  June  5 
severely  censured  the  governor  for  compljing, 
and  accused  him  of  not  carrying  out  the  resolu- 
tions of  the  last  Whig  Convention,  which  had 
pledged  the  party  **  to  present  as  Ann  a  front  of 
opposition  to  the  institution  as  wss  consistent 
with  their  aUegiuioe  to  the  Constitution." 

Psge  174.  '*  MassaehuteiU . . .  sAe  *s  al-neelin*. 
..."  An  allusion  to  the  governor's  call  for 
troops  (cf.  note  to  p.  175)  as  well  as  to  the  vote 
on  the  War  BilL  On  iCay  11,  1846,  the  Presi- 
dent  sent  to  the  House  of  Representatives  his 
well-known  messsge  declaring  the  existence  of 
war  brought  on  *^by  the  act  of  Mexico,"  and 
asking  for  a  supplv  of  $10,000,000.  Of  the  seven 
members  from  MsHsarhusetts,  all  Whigs,  two, 
Robert  C.  Winthrop,  of  Boston,  and  Amos  Ab- 
bott, of  Andover,  voted  for  the  btU.  The  Whigs 
throughout  the  country,  remembering  the  fate 
of  the  party  which  had  opposed  the  last  war 
with  England,  sanctioned  the  measure  as  ueoee- 
sary  for  the  preservation  of  the  army,  then  in 
peril  by  the  unauthorised  acts  of  Uie  President. 

Page  176.  "' Ha^nH  they  told  .  .  .  env^ya 
Vf*izt "  South  Carolina,  Louisiana,  and  several 
other  Southern  States  at  an  early  date  passed 
acts  to  prevent  free  persons  of  color  from  enter- 
ing their  jurisdictions.  These  acta  bore  with 
pMticular  severity  upon  colored  seamen,  who 
were  imprisoned,  fined,  or  whipped,  and  often 
sold  into  slavery.  On  the  petition  of  the  Massa- 
chusetts Legislature,  Governor  Briggs,  in  1844, 
appointed  Mr.  Samuel  Hoar  agent  to  Charleston, 
and  Mr.  George  Hubbard  to  New  Orieans,  to  act 
on  behalf  of  oppressed  colored  citisens  of  the 
Bay  SUte.  Mr.  Hoar  was  expelled  from  South 
Carolina  by  order  of  the  Legislature  of  that 
State,  and  Mr.  Hubbard  was  forced  by  threats 
of  violence  to  leave  Louisiana.  The  obnoxious 
acts  remained  in  force  until  after  the  Ciril  War. 

Page  175.  "  Go  to  teork  o»'  pert."  Proposi- 
tions to  secede  were  not  uncommon  in  New  Bng- 
hmd  at  this  time.  The  righU  of  the  States  had 
been  strongly  asserted  on  the  aoqoi^tion  of 
Louisiana  in  1803,  and  on  the  admission  of  the 
State  of  that  name  in  1812.  Among  the  resolu- 
tions of  the  Msssachusetts  Legislature  adopted 
in  1845,  relative  to  the  proposed  annexation  of 
Tteas,  was  one  declaring  that  "  such  an  act  of 
admission  would  have  no  binding  force  whatever 
on  the  people  of  Massacfanaetta." 
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Jobn  Qniney  Adams,  in  a  dlaconnfl  before  the 
New  York  Historical  Society,  in  1839,  claimed  a 
right  for  the  States  "  to  part  in  friendship  with 
each  other  .  .  .  when  the  fraternal  spirit  shall 
give  way,"  etc.  The  Oarrisonian  wing  of  the 
AbolitioDista  notoriously  advocated  secession. 
There  were  several  other  instances  of  an  expres- 
sion of  this  sentiment,  but  for  the  most  part 
they  were  not  evoked  by  opposition  to  slavenr. 

Page  176.  "  Hoorawin"  in  ole  Funnel."  The 
Massachusetts  regiment,  though  called  for  May 
13,  1846,  was  not  mustered  into  tlie  United 
States'  service  till  late  in  January  of  the  next 
year.  The  ofSoers,  elected  January  6, 1847,  were 
as  follows:  Caleb  Gushing,  of  ifowburyport. 
Colonel ;  Isaac  H.  Wright,  of  Roxbury,  Lieuteu- 
ant-Colonel;  Edward  W.  Abbott,  of  Audover, 
Major.  Shortlv  before  the  troops  embarked  for 
the  South,  on  the  evening  of  Saturday,  January 
23,  1847,  a  public  meethig  was  held  in  l*aneuil 
Hall,  where  an  elegant  sword  was  pieeented  to 
Mr.  Wright  by  John  A.  BoUes,  on  behalf  of  the 
subscribers.  Mr.  Bolles'  speech  on  this  occasion 
is  tlie  one  referred  to. 

Page  176.  '' MUter  Soile*."  Mr.  John  Augus- 
tus BoUes  was  the  author  of  a  prixe  essay  on  a 
Congress  of  Nations,  published  by  the  American 
Peace  Society,  an  essay  on  Usurj/  and  Usury 
Laws^  and  of  various  articles  in  the  Sorth  Amer- 
ican Review  and  other  periodicals.  He  was  also 
the  first  editor  of  the  Boston  Journal.  In  1843 
he  was  Secretary  of  State  for  Massachusetts. 

Page  176.  Rantoul.  Mr.  Robert  Rantoul 
(180&-1852),  a  prominent  lawyer  and  a  most  ac- 
complished gentleman,  was  at  this  time  United 
St-Ytes  District  Attorney  for  MassachuEetts.  In 
18&1  he  succeeded  Webster  in  the  Senate,  but 
remained  there  a  short  time  only.  He  was  a 
Representative  in  Congress  from  1861  till  his 
death.  Although  a  Democrat,  Mr.  Rantoul  was 
strongly  oppos^  to  slavery. 

Page  176.  '^Aehokin'tm'em."  Mr.  Rantoul 
was  an  earnest  advocate  of  the  abolition  of  capi- 
tal punishment.  Public  attention  had  recently 
been  called  to  his  views  by  some  letters  to  Gov- 
ernor Briggs  on  the  subject,  written  in  February, 
1846. 

Page  178.  "  Caleb."  Caleb  Cushing,  of  New- 
buryport.  Colonel  of  the  Massaohusetto  Regi- 
ment of  Volunteers. 

Page  179.  "  Gubernatorial  second."  Cf.  note 
to  p.  173. 

Page  180.  **Guvener  B."  George  Nixon 
Briggs  was  the  Whig  Governor  of  Massachusetto 
from  1844  to  1851.  The  campaign  referred  to 
here  is  that  of  1847.  (Governor  Briggs  was  re- 
nominated by  acclamation  and  supported  by  his 
party  with  great  enthuslBem.  His  opponent  was 
Caleb  Cushing,  then  in  Mexico,  and  raised  hy 
President  Polk  to  the  rank  of  Brigadier^General. 
Cushfaig  was  defeated  by  a  majority  of  14,060. 

Page  180.  "  John  P.  Robinson."  John  Paul 
Robinson  (1799-1864)  was  a  resident  of  LoweU,  a 
lawyer  of  considerable  ability,  and  a  thorough 
classical  scholar.  He  represented  Lowell  in  the 
State  Legislature  in  l«d,  1830,  1831, 1833,  and 
1842,  and  was  Senator  from  Middlesex  in  1836. 
lAto  fai  the  gubernatorial  contest  of  1847  it  was 
nuaored  that  Robinson,  heretofore  a  lealous 
Whig,  and  a  delegate  to  the  recent  Springfield 
Convention,  bad  gone  over  to  the  Democratic 
or,  as  it  was  then  styled,  the  "Loco"  camp. 
Tlie  editor  of  the  Boston  Palladium  wrote  to 


him  to  learn  the  truth,  and  Robinson  replied  in 
an  open  letter  avowing  Ids  intention  to  vote  for 
Gushing. 

Page  180.  '*Gineral  C."  General  Caleb 
Guahlng.    Cf.  note  to  p.  178. 

Pase  181.  "  Our  country^  however  bounded," 
Mr.  R.  C.  Winthrop,  M.  C,  in  a  speech  at  Fan- 
euil  HaU,  July  4, 1(M6,  said  in  denrecaUon  of  se- 
cession: *'Our  country  —  bounded  by  the  St. 
John's  and  the  Sabine,  or  however  otherwise 
bounded  or  described,  and  be  the  measnremento 
more  or  leas— still  our  country  — to  be  cher- 
islied  in  all  our  hearta,  to  be  defended  by  all  our 
hands."  The  sentiment  was  at  once  taken  up 
and  used  effectively  by  the  "  Cotton "  Whigs, 
those  who  inclined  to  favor  the  Mexican  War. 

Page  182.  *'  The  Liberator."  The  Liberator 
was  William  Lloyd  Garrison's  anti-slavery  paper, 
published  from  18:^1  to  1866.  The  "  heresies" 
of  which  Mr.  Wilbur  speaks  were  Garrison's  ad- 
vocacy of  secession,  his  well-known  and  eccen- 
tric views  on  **no  government,"  woman  suf- 
frage, etc. 

Page  182.  Scott.  General  W.  Scott  was  men- 
tioned as  a  possible  Whig  candidate  for  the  Pres- 
idency in  the  summer  of  1847,  but  was  soon 
overshadowed  by  General  Taylor. 

Page  IM.  J.  O.  Palfrey.  December  6, 1847, 
Mr.  R.  C.  Wuithrop,  of  Boston,  the  Whig  candi- 
date for  Speaker  of  the  House  in  the  Thirtieth 
Congress,  was  elected  after  three  ballots.  Mr. 
John  Gorham  Palfrey,  elected  a  Whig  member 
from  Boston,  and  Mr.  Joshua  Giddings,  of  Ohio, 
refused  to  vote  for  Winthrop,  and  remsined  firm 
to  the  last  In  spite  of  the  intensity  of  public 
opinion  In  their  party.  The  election  of  a  Whig 
Speaker  in  a  manner  depended  on  their  votes. 
Had  they  supported  Winthrop,  he  could  have 
been  elected  on  the  second  ballot.  At  the  third 
he  could  not  have  been  elected  without  them 
had  not  Mr.  Levin,  a  Native  American  member, 
changed  his  vote,  and  Mr.  Holmes,  a  Democrat 
from  South  Carolina,  left  the  hall.  Mr.  Palfrey 
refused  to  vote  for  Mr.  Winthrop  because  he 
was  assured  the  latter  would  not,  through  his 
power  over  the  committees,  exert  his  influence 
to  arrest  the  war  and  obstruct  the  extension  of 
slavery  into  new  territory.  So  bold  and  decided 
a  stand  at  so  critical  a  time  excited  great  indig- 
nation for  a  time  among  the  "  Cotton  "  Whigs 
of  Boston. 

Page  184.  *'^  Springfield  Convention."  Thia 
convention  was  held  September  29, 1847.  The 
substance  of  the  resolutions  is  given  by  Mr.  Big- 
low. 

Page  187.  **  Monieery."  Monterey,  the  capi- 
tal of  Kueva  Leon,  capitulated  September  24, 
1846,  thus  giving  the  United  States'  troops  con- 
trol over  about  two  thirds  of  the  territory  and 
one  tenth  of  the  population  of  Mexico. 

Page  187.  *' Cherry  Buster."  August  20, 1847, 
(General  Scott  stormed  the  heighto  of  Cheru- 
busco,  and  completely  routed  the  80,000  Mexicans 
stationed  there  under  Santa  Anna.  Scott  could 
have  entered  the  capital  at  once  in  triumph 
had  he  not  preferred  to  delay  for  peace  negotla- 


Page  187.  "  The  Tooleries."  The  French  Ber- 
olution  of  1848,  which  resulted  in  the  depoal- 
tlcn  of  Louis  Philippe,  was  at  thia  time  impend- 


„    188.    "The  Post."    The  Boston  Pott,  % 
Demiboratio,  or  Loco  newipiqper. 
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Pag«  188.  **  The  Courier."  The  Bo*ton  Cou- 
rierj  in  which  the  Bfglow  Fapord  first  appeu«d, 
was  a  '*  CouBcience  "  Whig  paper. 

Pjge  1S9.  **  Drai/lon  and  Sayres.**  lu  April, 
1848,  an  attempt  was  made  to  abduct  seventy- 
seven  slaves  from  Washington  in  the  schooner 
Pearl,  under  the  conduct  of  Captain  Drayton 
and  Sayres,  or  Bayers,  his  mate.  The  slaves 
were  speedily  recaptured  and  sold  South,  while 
their  brave  defenders  barely  escaped  with  tlieir 
lives  from  an  infuriated  mob.  The  Abolitionists 
in  Congress  determined  to  evoke  from  that  body 
some  expreoflion  of  sentiment  on  the  subject. 
On  the  20th  of  April  Senator  Hale  introduced  a 
resolution  implyiuK  but  not  expressing  sympathy 
with  the  oppressed.  It  stirred  the  slaveholders 
to  iiuusual  intemperance  of  hmguige.  Calhoun 
was  "amazed  that  even  the  Senator  from  New 
Hampshire  had  so  little  regard  for  the  Constitu- 
tion," and,  forgetting  his  usual  dignity,  declared 
he  **  would  as  soon  argue  with  a  maniac  from 
Bedlam  "  as  with  Mr.  Hale.  Mr.  Foote,  of  Mis- 
sissippi, was,  perhaps,  the  most  violent  of  all. 
He  denounced  any  attonpt  of  Congress  to  legis- 
late ou  the  subject  of  slavery  as  "a  nefarious 
attempt  to  commit  grand  larceny. "  He  charged 
Mr.  Hale  with  being  "as  guilty  as  if  he  bad 
committed  highway  robbery,"  and  went  on  to 
say,  ''I  invite  him  to  visit  Mississippi,  and  wIU 
tell  him  beforehand,  in  all  honesty,  that  he  could 
not  go  ten  miles  into  the  interior  before  he  would 
grace  one  of  the  tallest  trees  of  the  forest  with 
a  rope  around  his  neck,  with  the  approbation  of 
all  honest  and  patriotic  citizens ;  and  that,  if 
necessary,  I  should  myself  assist  in  the  opera- 
tion." 

Mr.  Hale  stood  almost  alone  with  his  resolu- 
tion, which  was  soon  arrested  by  an  adjourn- 
ment.   A  similar  resolution  failed  in  the  House.  I 

Draj^ton  and  Sayres  were  convicted  by  the  Dis- 
trict Court  and  sentenced  to  long  terms  of  im- 
prisonment. In  1852  Senator  Sumner  secured  j 
for  them  an  unconditional  pardon  from  Preai-  i 
dent  Fillmore.  | 

Page  190.    Mr.  Foote.    Gf.  note  above.    Mr.  ; 
Henry  6.  Foote  was  Senator  from  Mississippi 
from  1847  to  1852.    He  was  a  member  of  the  I 
Confederate  Congress,  and  the  author  of  The 
War  of  the  Rebellion^  and  Peraonal  ReooUeo- 
tioM  of  Publie  Men. 

Page  190.  Mangum.  W.  P.  Mangum  (1792- 
1861)  was  Senator  from  North  Carolina  from 
1831  to  1837,  and  from  1841  to  1847.  He  was 
President  pro  tern,  of  the  Senate  during  Tyler's 
administration,  1842-184& 

Page  190.  CcM.  I^wis  Cass  (1782-1866)  was 
Jackson's  Secretary  of  War  from  1831  to  1836, 
Minister  to  France  from  1836  to  1842,  Senator 
from  Michigan  from  1845  to  1M8,  and  candidate 
for  the  Presidency  on  the  Democratic  ticket  in 
1848.  After  his  defeat  by  Taylor  he  was  in  1849 
returned  to  the  Senate  to  fill  out  his  unexpired 
term.  He  was  Buchanan's  Secretary  of  State 
ontil  the  famous  message  of  December,  1860, 
when  he  resigned. 

Page  190.  Davis,  Jeflereon  Davis,  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  80-cslled  Confederate  States,  was  a 
Senator  from  Mississippi  from  1&I7  to  1850. 

Page  190.    Hannegan.    Edward  A.  Hanx 
was  Senator  from  Indiana  from  1843  to  1 
He  was  afterwards  Minister  to  Prussia.    Died  in 
1859. 

Page  190.  Jamagin.   SpenoerJaniaginreiMre- 


I  seated  the  State  of  Tanneaee  in  the 
from  IU\  to  1847.    He  died  in  1851. 

I     Page  190.    Athjerton.     Charles  O.  Atherton 

I  (1804-1853)  wss  Senator  from  New  Hampshire 
from  1843  to  1849. 

I      Page  191.      Colquitt.    W.  T.  Colquitt  (1799- 
1865)  was  Senator  from  Georgia,  1843-1849. 

Page  191.  Johnson.  Bererdy  Johnson  was 
Senator  from  Maryland,  1845-1849. 

Page  191.  Wettcott.  James  D.  Westcott,  Sen- 
ator from  Florida.  I&i5-1849. 

Page  191.  Jjeuns.  Dixon  H.  Lewis  represented 
Alabama  in  the  House  of  Bepresentatlves  from 
1829  to  1843,  and  in  th«  Senate  from  1844  till  his 
death  in  1848. 

Page  192.  "^Payris."  The  revolution  in  SVanoe 
was  haUed  with  delight  in  the  United  States  as  a 
triumph  of  freedom  and  popular  government. 
In  Congress  the  event  gave  opportumty  for  much 
sounding  declsmation,  in  which  the  Southern 
members  participated  with  as  muoh  enthusiasm  as 
those  from  the  North.  At  the  same  thne  when  the 
Abolitionists  sought  to  turn  all  this  philosophy 
to  some  more  practical  appUcation  nearer  home, 
the  attempt  was  bitterly  denounced  at  Washing- 
ton and  by  the  Democratic  press  generally.  A 
striking  instance  of  this  inconsistency  is  afforded 
by  a  speech  of  Senator  Foote.  "The  age  of 
tyrants  and  slavery,"  said  he,  in  allusion  to 
France,  "is  drawii^f  to  a  dose.  The  happv 
period  to  be  signalized  by  the  universal  emanci- 
pation of  man  from  the  fetters  of  civil  oppres- 
sion, and  tlie  recognition  in  all  countries  of  the 
great  principles  of  popular  sovereignty,  equality, 
and  brotherhood,  is  at  this  moment  visibly  com- 
mencfaag. "  A  few  days  later,  when  Mr.  Mann,  the 
attorney  for  Drayton  and  Sayres,  quoted  these 
very  words  in  palliation  of  his  oUents'  offence, 
he  was  peremptorily  checked  by  the  Judge  for 
uttering  '^innanunatory"  words  that  might 
"  endanger  our  institutions." 

Page  194.  Candidate  for  the  Presidency.  In 
the  campaign  of  1848  the  Whigs  determined  to 
have  substantially  no  platform  or  programme  at 
all,  in  order  to  retain  the  Southern  element  in 
their  party.  Accordingly  a  colorless  candidate 
was  selected  in  the  person  of  General  Zachary 
Taylor,  who,  it  was  said,  had  never  voted  or 
made  any  political  confession  of  faith.  He  was 
nominated  as  the  "people's  candidate,"  and 
men  of  all  parties  were  invited  to  support  him. 
He  refused  to  pledee  himself  to  any  policy  or 
enter  into  any  detaiM,  unless  on  some  such  ob- 
solete issue  as  that  of  a  National  Bank.  After 
it  became  apparent  that  his  followers  were  chieflv 
Whigs,  he  declared  himself  a  Whig  also,  "  af- 
thouffh  not  an  ultra  one."  He  particularly 
avoided  compromising  himself  on  the  slavery 
auestion.  When,  in  the  beginning  of  ,1847,  Mr. 
ff.  W.  Taylor,  of  the  Cincinnati  Signal^  ques- 
tioned him  on  the  Wilmot  Proviso,  he  answered 
in  such  vague  phrases  that  the  confused  editor 
interpreted  them  first  as  favoring  and  finally  aa 
opposfaog  the  measure.  This  declaration,  to- 
gether with  the  candidate's  announcement  that 
he  was  a  Whig,  was  taken  in  the  North  to  mean 
that  he  was  opposed  to  the  exteosioa  of  slavery. 
The  fact  that  he  was  a  Southerner  and  a  stav** 
holder  was  sulBcient  to  reassure  the  South. 

P.ige  196.  Pinio.  Pseudonym  of  Mr.  Charies 
F.  Briggs  (1810-1877),' the  same  who  was  aftejp- 
wards  associated  with  Edgar  A.  Potf  on  the 
Broadvoay  Stiview. 
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Pan  195b  **Thet  darned  ProvUo."  Au- 
gust 8,  1846,  the  President  addreased  a  inesaage 
to  both  Houaes  uking  for  $2,000,000  to  conclude 
a  peace  with  Mexico  and  recompense  her  for  her 
proposed  cession  of  territory.  Ou  the  same  day 
McKay,  of  North  CaroUnaf  introduced  a  bill 
into  the  lower  House  for  this  purpose.  David 
Wilmot,  of  Pennsylvania,  a  Democrat  and  a 
sealous  friend  of  annexation,  moved  as  a  proviso 
that  slavery  should  forever  be  excluded  from  the 
new  territory.  The  motion  was  suddenly  and 
unexpectCNdly  carried  by  a  vote  of  83  to  51.  It 
did  not  come  to  a  vote  in  the  Senate,  for  John 
Davis,  of  MsssachuseU^  talked  it  to  death  by  a 
long  speech  in  its  favor.  Nevertheless  it  became 
at  once  a  burnbig  question  in  both  North  and 
South.  The  more  pronounced  anti-slavery  men 
of  the  former  section  tried  to  make  it  the  politi- 
cal test  In  the  coming  campaign.  The  ref  tinl  of 
the  Whig  party  to  taJce  up  the  question  caused 
large  accessions  to  the  old  Liberty  party,  now 
known  as  the  Free-Soil,  and  later  to  become  the 
Republican  party. 

Page  201.  FitneuU  HaU  —  Col<mel  Wright, 
Gi.  notes  to  p.  176. 

Page  203.  Ashland^  etc..  It  hardly  need  be 
said  that  Ashland  was  the  liome  of  Henry  Clay ; 
North  Bend,  of  Harrison ;  Marshfleld,  of  Web- 
ster ;  Kinderhook,  of  Van  Bnren ;  and  Baton 
Rouge,  of  General  Taylor. 

Page  204.  *^^  Pheladelphy  nomemee.''^  The 
Philadelphia  nominee  was  General  Zachary 
Taylor. 

Page  205.  "  A  Wig^  Imt  ioithout  bein'  uUry,** 
Cf.  note  to  p.  194. 

P4ge  206.  *^MashfleV  tpeech."  The  speech 
here  referred  to  is  the  one  delivered  by  Webster 
at  Marshfleld,  September  1, 1848  While  he  af- 
firmed that  the  nominaticm  of  Taylor  was  "  not 
fit  to  be  made,"  he  nevertheless  declared  that  he 
would  vote  for  him,  and  advised  his  friends  to 
do  the  same.  **The  sagacious,  wise,  and  far- 
seehog  doctrine  of  avallabttity,"  said  he,  **  lay  at 
the  root  of  the  whole  matter." 

Page  205.  Choate.  into  none  of  his  political 
addressee  did  Rufus  Choate  throw  so  much  of 
his  heart  and  soul  as  into  those  which  upheld  the 
failing  policy  of  the  Whig  party  from  1848  to 
1852. 

Page  205.  Buffalo.  On  August  9, 1848,  the 
convention  containing  the  consolidated  elements 
of  constitutional  opposition  to  the  extension  of 
slavery  met  at  Buffalo.  The  partr,  calling  itself 
the  Free-Soil  party  now,  declared  its  platform  to 
be  **  no  more  slave  States  and  no  more  slave  ter- 
ritory. "  Martin  Van  Buren  and  Charles  Francis 
Adams  were  the  candidates  selected.  Van  Buren 
was  cboeen  because  it  was  thought  he  might 
attract  Democratic  votes.  His  opposition  to  the 
extension  of  slavery  was  not  very  energetic.  In 
his  letter  accepting  the  nomination  he  com- 
mended the  convention  for  having  taken  no  deci- 
sive stand  against  slavery  in  the  District  of 
CoIumUa. 

Page  207.  **  To  act  offin  the  law. "  The  slave- 
hold&ig  States  early  lef^slated  to  forbid  educn- 
tion  and  free  religioua  meetings  to  slaves  arvl 
free  people  of  color.  Stroud*s  Sketch  o/  the 
Slave  Lowe  (Philadelphia,  1827}  shows  that  the 
principal  acta  of  this  character  date  from  the  im- 
riod  between  1740  and  1770.  This  was  long  be- 
fore fha  oldest  anti-slavery  societlee  were  orsaa- 
iaad.    ThoB  these  laws  cannot  be  represented  as 


having  been  the  result  of  impertinent  and  intem- 
perate agitation  on  the  part  of  Northern  Aboli- 
tionists. They  were  frequently  defended  ou  tliis 
ground  in  the  heat  of  the  anti-slavery  conflict. 


SECOND  SERIES. 

Page  240.    The  Cotton  Loan,    In  1861  a  mag- 
nificent scheme  was  devised  for  bolstering  up  the 
Confederate  government's  credit.    The  planters 
I  signed  agreementa  subscribing  a  certain  portion 
I  of  the  next  cotton  and  tobacco  crop  to  the  gov- 
ernment.   Using  this  as  a  baste  for  credit,  tlie 
I  goverumei:t   issued   bonds   and   placed   about 
815,000,000  in  Europe,  chiefly  hi  England.    A 
much  greater  loan  inight  have  been  negotiated 
had  it  not  suddenly  appeared  that  the  agree- 
menta made  by  the  planters  were  almost  worth- 
less.   By  the  end  of  the  year  the  plan  was 
quietly  and  completely  abandoned.    The  Eng- 
lish bondholders  had  the  audacity  to  spply  for 
aid  to  the  United  States  after  the  war. 

Page  240.  ifeniminger.  Charles  Gustavus 
Memminger,  although  he  had  opposed  nullifica- 
tion, was  one  of  the  leaders  in  the  secession 
movement  which  began  in  hte  own  State,  South 
CaroUna.  On  the  formation  of  the  Confederate 
government  he  was  made  Secretary  of  the  Treae- 
ury.  Although  not  without  experience  in  the 
management  of  his  State's  finances,  he  showed 
little  skUl  in  hU  new  position. 

Page  240.    "  ComJUcatiu^  aU  debts."    After 
the  failure  of  the  Produce  Loan  and  one  or  two 
other  measures  on  a  similarly  grand  scale,  tlie 
Confederate  government  resorted   to  simpler 
means.    Chief  among  these  were  the  acta  con- 
fiscating the  property  of  and  aU  debta  due  to 
alien  enemies.    No  great  number  of  reputable 
,  persons  in  the  South  could  resolve  to  compound 
I  or  wipe  out  debta  involving  their  personal  honor, 
I  BO  the  resulta  of  the  scheme  were  meagre. 
I     Page  242.    Ma*on  and  Slidell.    In  the  latter 
part  of  1861  President  Davis  undertook  to  send 
agenta  or  commissioners  to  England  and  France 
to  represent   the   Southern  cause.     The  men 
chosen  were  James  M.  Mason,  of  Virginia,  and 
John  Slidell,  of  Louisiana.    On  the  12th  of  Octo- 
ber they  left  Charleston,  eluded  the.  blockading 
squadron,  and  landed  at  Havana.    Thence  thev 
embarked  for  St.  Thomas  on  the  Britteh  mail- 
steamer  Trent.    On   the  way  the  Trent  was 
stopped  by  Captahi  Wilkes,  ci   the  American 
man-of-war  Sim  Jacinto,  and  the  Confederate 
agenta  \i  "e  transferred  as  prisoners  to  the  latter 
vessel.     The  British  government  at  once  pro- 
claimed the  act  "  a  great  onb«ge,"  and  sent  a 
peremptory  demand  for  the  relMse  of  the  pris- 
oners and  reparation.    At  the  same  time,  with- 
out waiting  tor  any  explanation.  It  made  exten- 
I  sive  preparations  for  hostilities.    It  seemed  and 
I  undoubtedly  was  expedient  for  the  United  States 
i  to  receive  Lord  Russell's  demand  as  an  admis- 
I  sion  that  impressment  of  British  seamen  found 
,  on   board  neutral  vessels  wss  unwarrantable. 
I  Acting  on  the  demand  as  an  admission  of  the 
principle  so  long  contended  for  by  the  United 
States/  Mr.  Seward  disavowed  the  act  of  Wilkes 
and  released  the  commissioners.    But  it  was  held 
then  and  has  since  been  stoutiy  maintained  by 
many  juristo  that  the  true  principles  of  interna- 
tional law  will  not  justify  a  neutral  vessel  In 
transporting  the  agent   of  a  belUgeront  on  a 
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hostile  nlssloD.  On  the  analogy  of  despatches 
they  should  be  coutraband.  The  difBculty  of 
amicable  settlement  at  that  time,  however,  lay 
not  so  much  in  the  point  of  law  as  in  the  in- 
tensity of  popular  feeling  on  both  aldea  ci  the 
Atlantic. 

Page  246.  Belligertnt  Hghit,  One  month 
after  Sumtemras  attacked,  on  May  13, 1861,  the 
Queen  issued  a  proclamation  of  neutrality,  ac- 
cording belligerent  rights  tn  the  Confederacy. 
This  was  done  even  before  Mr.  Adams,  the  new 
minister  from  the  Lincoln  administration,  could 
reach  England.  Commercial  hiterest  cannot 
excuse  so  precipitate  a  recognition.  It  cannot 
be  regarded  as  anything  but  a  deliberate  expres- 
sion of  unfriendliness  towards  the  United  States. 
It  coldly  contemflited  the  dissolution  of  the 
Uuion,  favored  the  establiahment  of  an  inde- 
pendent slare-empire,  and  by  its  moral  support 
strengthened  the  hands  of  the  Rebellion  and 
prolonged  the  war. 

Page  'i*5w  Con/ederote  privateers.  It  is  no- 
torious tluit  Confederate  cruisers  were  built, 
equipped,  and  even  partiallv  manned  in  England 
in  open  disregard  of  the  mtemational  law  re- 
specting neutrals.  Mr.  Adams  protested  con- 
stantly and  emphatically  against  this,  but  in 
Tain  for  the  time.  No  notice  was  taken  ofBcially 
of  the  matter  untQ  it  was  forced  on  the  Brit- 
ish govemment  in  1864.  The  subsequent  ne- 
gotiationB  concerning  the  Alabama  claims,  the 
Treaty  of  Washington  in  1871,  and  the  Genera 
award  to  the  United  States  of  some  fifteen  mil- 
lion dollars,  are  too  well  known  to  require  any 
mention. 

Pft^e  '245.  2%«  Caroline.  In  1837  an  insur- 
rection broke  out  in  Canada,  and  armed  bodies 
of  men  styling  themseWes  *' patriots"  were  in 
open  rebellion  against  the  government.  In  spite 
of  the  President's  message  exhorting  citicena  of 
the  United  States  not  to  interfere,  and  in  defi- 
ance of  the  troops  sent  to  Buffalo  to  carry  out 
his  orders,  numbers  of  sympathizers  from  New 
York  crossed  the  Niagara  River  and  gave  assist- 
ance to  the  insnrgente.  The  British  authorities 
would  hive  been  warranted  in  seixing  the  Amer- 
ican vensel  Caroline,  which  was  used  to  trans- 
port citizens  to  the  Canadian  shore,  had  the 
seizure  been  made  in  flagrante  delicto^  or  out  of 
our  territorial  waters.  But  in  crossing  to  the 
American  side  of  the  river  and  taking  the  offend- 
ing vessel  from  her  moorings  these  authorities 
committed  a  grave  breach  of  neutrality.  After 
five  years  of  negotiation  the  English  government 
finally  apologised  and  made  reparation  for  the 
injury. 

Page  247.  **  Seward  sticks  a  three^months' 
pin.'^  Mr.  W.  H.  Seward,  Lincoln's  Secretary 
of  State,  was  at  the  outbreak  of  the  Rebellion 
an  earnest  advocate  of  conciliation.  He  seemed 
to  think  that  if  war  could  be  averted  for  a  time  | 
until  the  people  of  the  seceding  States  perceived 
the  true  intention  of  the  administration  to  be  I 
the  preservation  of  the  Union,  not  the  promot-  ' 


in^:  of  Abolitionism,  the  Southern  movement 
would  fail.  In  this  belief  he  frequently  de- 
clared that  the  trouble  would  all  be  over  in  sixty 
days. 

Page  261.  Bull  Run.  On  the  21flt  of  July, 
18G1,  the  Union  troops  under  Oeneral  McDowell 
were  completely  routed  by  Beauregard  at  Bull 
Run  In  Virginis.  The  North  was  finally  con- 
vinced that  the  South  was  equipped  for  and 


determined  on  a  desperate  stmgsrlst  whfle  the 
victory  gave  immense  enoouragement  to  the 
insurgents. 

Page  267.  Onesimv*.  Tlie  "  fknriptnral  ** 
view,  according  to  the  mind  of  Mr.  Bawin,  would 
have  been  that  of  Jeremiah  S.  Black,  who  saw 
in  the  case  of  Onesimua  St.  Paul's  express  ap- 
proval of  the  Fugitive  Slsve  Law  of  18o0. 

Page  268.  Debow.  De  Bow's  Commerical 
JRerieVf  published  in  New  Orleans,  Louisiana, 
was  for  some  years  before  the  war  very  bitter 
against  the  North,  its  institutions,  and  its  society 
in  general. 

Page  268.  Simms  and  Maurv.  William  00- 
more  Simms,  the  South  Carolina  novelist  and 
poet,  is  here  referred  to.  Matthew  Fontaine 
Maury,  of  Vfarginia,  naval  officer  and  hydro- 
grapher,  was  a  man  of  some  scientific  attain- 
ments. He  was  the  author  of  several  works  on 
the  physical  geography  of  the  sea,  navigation, 
and  astronomy.  Both  men  were  bom  in  the 
same  year,  1806. 

Page  259.  '''■Armt  an*  cannon."  John  B. 
Floyd,  while  Secretary  of  War  in  Mr.  Buchanan's 
Cabinet,  was  detected  In  the  act  of  stripping 
Northern  arsenals  of  arms  and  ammunition  to 
supply  the  South.  He  began  this  work  as  early 
as  December,  1889,  and  it  is  not  known  to  what 
extent  he  carried  it.  Pollard,  a  Southern  histo- 
rian, says  the  South  entered  the  war  with  150,000 
small-arms  of  the  most  approved  modem  pat- 
tern, all  of  which  it  owed  to  the  government  at 
Washington.  Floyd  resigned  because  some  forts 
and  posts  in  the  South  were  not  given  up  to  the 
rebels. 

Page  259.  "Admittin'  tte  wuz  naCHy  Hght.'* 
President  Buchanan's  message  of  the  first  Mon- 
day of  December,  1860,  declared  "the  long- 
continued  and  intemperate  interference  of  the 
Northern  people  with  the  qaestion  of  slavery  in 
tlio  Southern  States  "  had  at  last  produced  its 
natural  effect ;  disunion  was  impending,  and  if 
those  States  could  not  obtain  redress  by  consti- 
tutional means,  secesdon  was  justifiable  and  the 
general  govemment  had  no  power  to  prevent  it. 
The  effect  these  utterances  had  in  spieading  and 
intensifying  the  spirit  of  secession  is  incalcu- 
Uble. 

Page  259.  "  On  the  jump  to  interfere."  Dur- 
ing the  larger  part  of  the  war  great  apprehen- 
sion of  attempts  on  the  part  of  foreign  powers 
to  interfere  prevailed  in  the  Northern  8tat». 
With  the  exception  of  Russia  and  Denmark,  aU 
Europe  inclined  toward  the  South.  Our  form 
of  govemment  was  not  favored  by  them,  and 
they  were  not  unwilling  to  see  its  failure  demon- 
strated by  a  complete  disraption.  For  a  long 
time  it  was  very  generally  believed  that  the 
South  would  be  victorious  in  the  end.  Had  the 
Confederacy  at  any  time  had  a  bright  prospect 
of  success,  it  is  likely  that  England  or  France 
might  have  offered  to  interfere.  Indeed,  the 
success  of  the  French  scheme  to  set  up  a  mili- 
tary empire  in  Mexico  in  defiance  of  the  Monroe 
doctrine  entirely  depended  on  the  contingency 
of  a  victory  for  secession.  Napoleon  therefore 
was  urgent  for  mediation.  The  subject  was 
suggested  several  times  by  the  French  foreign 
minister  in  his  correspondence  with  Mr.  Seward, 
and  was  pressed  on  the  British  government  by 
France. 

Page  262.  The  Border  States.  The  Border 
States,  by  the  contiguity  to  the  North  and  their 
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natanl  nnfitoMs  for  a  very  profitable  Bystem  of 
■lAve-Ubor.  were  nlow  to  take  a  definite  stand. 
President  Lincoln's  policy  was  to  proceed  can- 
tloQsly  at  first,  keep  the  slavery  question  in  the 
background,  and  enlist  the  sjrmpathies  of  these 
States  by  appeals  to  their  attachment  to  the 
IFnion.  Although  the  people  of  Delaware, 
Maryland,  Kentucky,  and  Missouri  were  pretty 
evenly  divided,  the  State  governments  were  kept 
from  seceding.  Without  the  snpixnt  of  the  Re- 
publican Congressmen  from  this  section,  Lin- 
coln could  not  have  carried  out  his  abolition 
policy. 

Page  263.  Hampton  Eoadt,  The  battle  of 
Hampton  Roads,  at  the  entrance  of  Chesapeake 
Bay  in  Virginia,  is  remarkable  for  the  revolution 
in  naval  warfare  which  it  began.  The  utter 
worthleesnees  of  wooden  against  armored  ves- 
sels was  suddenly  and  convincingly  demon- 
strated. On  the  8th  of  March,  18G2,  the  Confed- 
erate armored  ram  Ylrgiula,  formerly  Merrimac, 
made  terrible  havoc  among  the  cid  wooden 
•  men-of-war  stationed  about  Fortress  Monroe. 
.  But  at  nine  o'clock  that  night  the  little  Monitor 
steamed  into  the  Roads  to  the  assistance  of  the 
shattered  Federal  navy.  The  next  day's  battle 
Is  one  of  the  ronumces  of  war.  Had  Mr.  Wil- 
bur waited  for  the  next  Southern  mail  before 
writing  this  letter,  the  Devil  might  have  had  leas 
credit  given  him. 

Page  2G5.  **  From  the  bankt  o'  my  oten  Ma»- 
risHppi,''  In  the  period  from  1830  to  1840,  the 
sadden  and  healthy  increase  of  immigration  and 
the  flatteriug  industrial  proq[»ect  induced  manv 
Western  and  Siyitheni  States  to  nuike  lavish 
expenditures  for  internal  improvements.  Their 
credit  was  good  and  they  borrowed  too  largely. 
After  the  financial  crisis  of  1837,  insolvency 
sfciuced  them  in  the  face.  A  number  repudiated, 
amonff  whom  Mississippi  in  particular  was  heav- 
ily indebted.  Her  securities  were  largely  held 
in  England.  It  added  nothing  to  the  credit  of 
the  Confederacy  that  Jefferson  Davis  had  been 
ao  earnest  advocate  of  repudiation. 

Page  265.  Manauat,  or  BuU  Run,  Cf .  note 
to  p.  251. 

Page  266.  Roanoke.  The  loss  of  Roanoke 
Isiand,  on  the  coast  of  North  Carolina,  Feb- 
ruary 8, 1862,  was  a  severe  one  to  the  South. 

Page  266.  "JSu/or^"  The  finest  harbor  on 
the  Southern  coast  was  that  of  Port  Royal, 
South  Carolina,  in  the  centre  of  the  sea-island 
ootton  district.  This  point  the  North  fixed  on 
as  the  best  for  a  base  of  operations,  and  on 
October  29,  1861,  a  fieet  of  fifty  vessels,  includ- 
ing thirty-three  transports,  was  sent  against  it. 
A  fierce  attack  was  begun  on  November  7.  and 
on  the  next  day  the  two  forts,  Walker  and  Beau- 
regard, capitulated.  Without  encountering  fur- 
ther opposition  the  Federal  troops  took  posses- 
sion of  the  town  of  Beaufort  on  an  Island  in  the 
harbor. 

Page  266.  MUUpring.  January  19, 1862,  the 
Confederates  under  Crittenden  were  defeated 
with  considerable  loss  at  Millspring,  Kentucky, 
by  General  6.  H.  Thomas. 

Page  266.  ''Recognition."  Recognition  of 
independence  by  the  European  powers,  partic- 
ularly France  and  England,  would  of  course 
have  been  of  tlA  greatest  value  to  the  South. 
It  is  said  that  Mr.  Roebuck's  motion  In  the 
House  of  Commons  to  recognixe  the  Confederate 
States  would  have  passed  but  for  the  timely 


news  of  Gettysburg.  Certainly  if  it  had,  France 
would  not  have  been  slow  to  follow.  It  is  dif- 
ficult to  overestimate  the  disastrous  effect  such 
eveuts  would  have  had  on  the  Nortliem  cause. 

Page  266.  Belmont.  Mr.  August  Belmont, 
of  New  York,  Chairman  of  the  Democratic  Na- 
tional Committee  from  1860  to  1872,  although 
opposed  to  secession,  still  attributed  the  cause 
and  the  responsibility  for  tlie  continuance  of  the 
war  to  the  Republican  Administration.  He  led 
his  party  in  clamoring  for  peace  and  concilia- 
tion, especially  in  1864,  and  bitterly  opposed  re- 
construction. 

Page  206.  Vnllandigham.  Clement  L.  Val- 
landigham,  of  Dayton,  Ohio,  was  the  most  con- 
spicuous and  noisy  one  of  the  Peace  Democrats 
during  the  war.  His  treasonable  and  seditious 
utterances  finally  led  to  his  banishment  to  the 
South  in  May,  1863.  Thence  he  repaired  to  Can- 
ada, where  he  remained  while  his  party  made 
him  their  candidate  in  the  next  gubernatorial 
campaign,  in  which  he  was  ignomlniously  de- 
feated. 

Page  266.  Woodses.  This  refere  to  the  bro- 
there  Benjamin  and  Fernando  Wood,  prominent 
Democrats  of  New  Tork  city.  The  former  was 
editor  of  the  DaUy  Newt  and  a  Representative 
in  Congress.  The  latter  was  several  times  Mayor 
of  New  Tork,  and  for  twelve  yeara  a  Represent- 
ative in  Congress. 

Page  267.  Columbtu.  After  the  fall  of  Fort 
Donelson,  Columbus,  Kentucky,  was  no  longer 
tenable,  and  Beauregard  ordered  General  Polk 
to  evacuate  it.  March  3, 1862,  a  scouting  party 
of  Illinois  troops,  finding  the  post  deserted,  oo- 
cnpied  it,  and  when  Sherman  approached  the 
next  day  he  found  the  Union  fiag  flying  over  the 
town. 

Page  267.  Donelson.  The  capture  of  Fort 
Donelson,  in  Tennessee,  February  16,  1862,  by 
General  Grant,  was  one  of  several  Union  sno- 
cesses  in  the  west,  whose  value  was  almost  en- 
tirely neutralized  by  McClellan's  dilatory  con- 
duct of  the  Army  of  the  Potomac.  General 
John  B.  Floyd's  precipitate  retreat  from  the 
fort  as  the  Union  forces  approached  was  after- 
wards represented  fan  one  of  his  official  reports 
as  an  heroic  exploit. 

Page  270.  Taney.  Roger  B.  Tan^,  of  Mary- 
land, Chief  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Cfourt  of  the 
United  States  from  1836  to  1864.  He  is  chiefly 
notable  for  the  Dred  Scott  decision,  in  1857,  in 
which  he  held  that  a  negro  was  not  a  "person  " 
in  the  contemplation  of  the  Constitution,  and 
hence  "  had  no  rights  a  white  man  was  bound 
to  respect";  that  the  Constitution  recognized 
property  in  slaves,  and  that  this  ownership  was 
as  much  entitled  to  protection  in  the  Territories 
as  any  other  species  of  property.  According  to 
this,  all  legislation  by  Congress  on  slavery,  ex- 
cept in  its  aid,  was  unconstitutionaL 

Page  270.  Compromise  System.  Henry  Cl«r 
was  the  "  great  compromiser."  The  aim  of  his 
life  was  the  preservation  of  the  Union  even  at 
the  cost  of  extending  slave  territory.  The  three 
compromises  for  which  he  is  famous  were  the 
Missouri  in  1820,  the  Tariff  in  1833,  and  the  Cali- 
fornia or  "  Omnibus"  Compromise  fai  1860,  the 
most  conspicuous  feature  of  which  was  the  Fugi- 
tive Slave  Law. 

Page  271.  "  S.  J.  Court."  At  the  beginning 
of  Lincoln's  administration,  five  of  the  Supreme 
Court  Justices,  an  absolute  majority,  were  from 
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the  South,  and  had  tlwaya  been  8tete>righU  I 
Democrata. 

Page  273.  "  The  Law-^n^-Order  Parly  of  oU  I 
Cineinnater.'^  In  Cincinnati,  on  March  24, 18G2,  , 
Wendell  PhUUpa,  while  attempting  to  deliTer  | 
one  of  hia  leoturea  on  alaTery  and  the  war,  , 
waa  attacked  by  a  mob  and  vaxy  roughly  han- 
dled. 

Page  28!1.  (rotr'nor  Seymour.  Horatio  Sey- 
mour (1810-1886),  of  Utica,  New  York,  waa  one 
of  the  moet  prominent  and  reapected  men  in  the 
Democratic  party,  and  a  bitter  opponent  of  Un- 
ooln.  He  had  at  thla  time  been  recently  elected 
Ooremor  of  New  York  on  a  platform  that  de- 
nounced almost  every  meaoure  the  goremment 
had  found  it  neceeaary  to  adopt  for  ttie  aupprea- 
sion  of  the  Rebellioi^  Hia  Innuence  oontribated 
not  a  little  to  the  eflcouragement  of  that  a^t 
which  inspired  the  Draft  Blot  in  the  city  of  New 
Tork  In  July,  1863. 

Page  282.  '*  Pres'duni't  Proelamatiim.''  In 
the  autumn  of  1862  Mr.  Lincoln  saw  that  he 
must  either  retreat  or  adTance  boldly  againat 
slavery.  He  had  already  proceeded  far  enough 
M^alnat  it  to  rouse  a  dangeroua  hostility  among 
Northern  Democrata,  and  yet  not  far  enough  to 
injure  the  institution  or  emist  the  empathy  of 
pronounced  anti-slavery  men.  He  determined 
on  decisive  action.  On  September  22, 1862,  he 
issued  a  monitory  proclamation  giving  notice 
that  on  the  first  day  ol  the  next  year  he  would, 
in  the  exercise  of  hia  war-power,  emancipate  all 
slavea  of  those  Statea  or  parts  of  States  in  rebel- 
lion, unless  certain  oonditiona  were  complied 
with.  This  proclamation  waa  at  once  violently 
assailed  by  the  Democrats,  led  by  such  men  as 
Seymour,  and  for  a  time  the  opposition  threat- 
ened disaster  to  the  administration.  The  elec- 
tions In  the  five  leading  free  States— New  York, 
Pennsylvania,  Ohio,  Indiana,  and  Dlinoia— went 
against  the  Republicana.  But  with  the  aid  of 
Vew  England,  the  West,  and,  not  least  of  all, 
the  Border  Slave  SUtes,  the  President  waa  as- 
sured a  majority  of  about  twenty  in  the  new 
House  to  carry  out  his  abolition  policy. 

Page  283.  ^^ KeUelopolomachia.^'  The  in- 
cident furnishing  the  occasion  for  this  poem  waa 
a  Virginia  duel,  or  rather  a  free  fight.  Mr.  H. 
R.  Pollard,  of  the  Richmond  Examiner^  had 
some  difficulty  with  Messrs.  Coleman  and  N.  P. 
Tyler,  of  the  Enauirer^  concerning  the  public 
printing.  On  Friday,  January  6, 1866,  all  three 
frentlemen  met  in  the  rotunaa  of  the  Virginia 
Capitol,  and  proceeded  to  settle  their  dispute  bv 
an  appeal  to  revolvers.  Six  shots  were  fired, 
but  no  damage  resulted,  ezoept  to  a  marble 
statue  of  Washington. 

Page  284.  '' LeicAerU.''  John  Letcher  (1813- 
1884),  a  Virginia  lawyer  and  politician,  was  sev- 
eral times  in  Congress,  and  was  Governor  of  his 
State  from  1860  to  Id&L 

Page  284.  "Floydit.''  John  B.  Floyd  (1806- 
18C3)  waa  Governor  of  Virginia  from  1849  to 


18B2,  Secretary  of  War  in  Baehaim^a  Oablnat, 
and  a  brigadier  in  the  Confederate  aervtce. 

Page  283.  ''Extra  anUne  BiUU.'*  WOUam 
Smith,  of  King  George  County,  Virginia,  was 
the  proprietor  of  an  old  line  of  ooacfaes  running 
through  Virginia  and  the  Carolinaa.  He  waa 
called  "  Extra  BiUy  "  because  be  chuved  extra 
for  every  package,  large  or  small,  whicn  his  pas- 
sengers carried.  Mr.  Smith  himself,  however, 
attributed  his  nickname  to  hia  extra  aervioe  to 
the  State.  He  waa  several  times  a  Congreasman, 
twice  Governor  of  Virginia,  and  a  Confederate 
Brigadier-General. 

Ftm  295.  Seward.  Under  the  inflnenoe  of 
Mr.  Seward,  President  Andrew  Johnson  devel- 
oped a  policy  of  reconstruotion  directly  opposed 
to  the  views  of  Congress  and  the  mass  of  the 
Republioan  party.  He  believed  in  punishing  in- 
dividuals, if  necessary,  but  that  dl  the  Statea 
ought  to  be  re-instaUed  at  onoe  in  the  position 
th^  had  occupied  in  1860.  The  guarantees 
agslnat  disloyalty  he  proposed  to  exact  from  the 
South  were  few  and  feeble.  Congress,  on  the 
other  hand,  determined  to  keep  the  subdued 
States  in  a  podti<»  somewhat  resembling  that  of 
territoriea  and  under  military  surveiUanoe  until 
it  could  be  satisfied  tliat  four  yeara*  war  would 
not  be  without  sood  results.  Its  chief  aim  waa 
to  secure  the  safety  of  the  negro,  who  had  been 
freed  by  the  thirteenth  Amendment  in  Decem- 
ber, 1865.  These  diflerenoes  of  plan  led  to  a 
protracted  and  bitter  contest  between  the  exeoo* 
tive  and  legislative  departments,  culminating  in 
the  nnsnocessf  ul  attempt  to  impeach  Johnaon  in 
March,  1868.  The  Congressionalpolicy  waa  oai^ 
ried  out  over  the  President*e  vetoes.  Among 
other  oonditions  the  Southern  States  were  re- 
quired to  ratify  the  fourteenth  and  fifteenth 
Amendments,  giving  eitiaenshlp  and  suffrage  to 
the  blacks,  before  being  quaUfled  for  readmission 
to  the  Union. 

Page  288.  ''Mae.»  General  George  B.  Mo- 
Clellan  was  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  NorUiem 
Democracy  during  ttio  war,  and  the  presidential 
nominee  against  Lincoln  in  1864. 

Page  299.  "  Jofauon^t  speech  an*  veto  me9- 
tageJ*  The  CivU  Bights  Act  of  March,  1806, 
had  just  been  the  occasion  of  an  open  rupture 
between  Congress  and  the  President.  The  bill, 
conferring  extensive  rights  on  f reedmen,  passed 
both  Houses,  but  was  vetoed  by  Johnson.  It 
was  quickly  passed  again  over  his  veto. 

Page  299.  **A  temp*ry  party  eon  be  bated 
on  v."  JohnBon*s  pun  of  reconstruction  did, 
indeed,  furnish  the  material  for  the  next  Demo- 
cratic platform  in  the  presidential  campaign  of 
1868. 

Page  299.  Tyler.  John  Tyler,  who  had  been 
choeen  Vice-President  in  1840,  succeeded  to  the 
Presidency  on  the  death  of  Harrison  one  month 
after  the  inauflmration.  He  abandoned  the  policy 
of  the  party  that  elected  him,  and  prov<dced  just 
such  a  contest  with  it  as  Johnson  did. 


I     I 


it 

• 

GLOSSARY. 

A.                                       to  read  aloud  th«  hymns  given,  mc<  by  the 

Actlly,  oduoUy. 

minister,  one  line  at  a  time,  tlie  congregation 

▲ir,  art. 

singing  each  line  as  soon  as  read. 

Airth.  tartK 

DemmercFat,  leadin',  one  in  fiimr  of  ettmding 
slavery ;  a  frtert/rvuds  Uetuew  maisUained  in 

Airy,  arm. 

Aree,  area. 

M\jw,aJUr. 

Desput,  desperate. 

Ax,a$k. 

Dooe,  does. 

Doughf)ice,  a  contented  Hek-spittle ;  a  common 

BL 

Dror,  draw. 

Beller,  hdUno. 

Dn,  do. 

Bellowsea,  lungs. 

Dunno,  dno,  do  iioi  or  does  not  know. 

Beu,  been. 

Dut,  dirt. 

BUe.  boil 

Blineby,  by  «««*  ^^ 
Blurt  out,  to  speak  bluntly. 

K 

Butt,  ImrfC 

Eend,  end 

Buster,  a  roistering  blade;  vied  also  as  a  gen- 

Ef. V* 

eral  superlativa 

Emptlns,  yeosl. 

a 

Env'y,  envoy. 

Everlasting,  an  iBtmlve,  withoat  Rfsrenoa  ta 

duration. 
Ev-y,  every. 

Caird,  carried. 

Cairn,  carrying. 

Ei^oj. 

Caleb,  a  tumoooL 

Cal'late.  calculate. 

F. 

Case,  a  person  with  two  lives. 
Close,  dotkes. 

Fence,  on  the ;  said  of  one  who  halts  between 

Cockerel,  a  young  cock. 

Cocktail,  a  kind  of  drink;  also,  an  ornament 

two  opinions ;  a  trimmer. 

Fer, /or. 

peeulidr  to  soldiers. 

Ferfle,  ferftil,  Mrfid ;  also  an  Intensive. 

Convention,  a  place  vfhers  people  are  imposed 
on ;  a  juggler's  show. 

Fin'./»d. 

Fish-skin,  nsed  In  New  England  to  clarify 

Coons,  a  coiU  term/or  a  now  d^nei  party ;  de- 
rived, perhaps,  from  the  fact  of  their  being 

coflTee. 
Fix,  a  difficulty,  a  nonplus. 

commonly  up  a  tree. 

Foller,  folly,  to  follow. 

posed  to  have  had  its  origin  soon  after  the 
Revolution,  and  to  commemorate  the  surren- 

Forrerd, fitrward. 

Prum,  from. 

Fur, /ar. 

der  of  Lord  Comwallis.    It  took  the  place  of 

Furder,  fitrikesr. 

the  old  Guy  Fawkes  procession. 

Furrer,  famyw.     Metaphorlcallv,  to    draw  a 
straight  furrow  is  to  live  uprightly  or  deco- 
rously. 

Connie,  a  coUnuL 

Cub,  a  curu ;  also,  a  pityfidMow. 

Fnst./rrf. 

a. 

Gin,  0aM. 

D. 

Q\t,get, 

Dann%  nsed  Indiscriminately,  eitber  in  siBgo- 

QnUgreaL 

lar  or  plural  number,  for  dare  not^  dares  not, 
and  dared  not 
Deacon  off,  to  givs  the  cue  to;  derived  ih»ra  a 

Grit,  spirit,  energy,  pludk. 
Grout,  to  sulk. 
Grouty,  crabbed,  surly. 

custom,  once  nniversAl,  but  now  extinct,  In 

Gum,  to  impose  on. 

our  New  England  Congregational  churches. 

Gump,  a  fMish  fellow,  a  dullard. 

— 
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H. 

P.                                             1 

UeA^had. 

Peaked,  pointed. 

Heeru,  heard. 

Peek,  to  peep. 

Helium,  hdm. 

Pickerel,  tAeplfce.ojUfc. 

Hendy,  handy. 
H^U  heated. 

Plui,  point.                                                               1 
Pocket  mil  of  rocks,  plenty  (if  money. 

Hev,  have. 

Pooty.  pretty.                                                             | 
Pop'ler.  conceited,  popular. 

Hez,  has. 

Holl,  vhoU. 

Pus,  purse.                                                                             1 

Holt,  hold. 

Put  out,  trottUed.  vcBed. 

Huf,  hoof. 

Hull,  vhoU. 

Hum,  Aome. 

a 

Humbug.  Gmercil  Taylor't  antiOavery. 

Hut,  Mtrt. 

L 

Queen's-aim,  a  miMJtet. 

Idno,  J  do  not  know. 

R. 
Re8h,nuA. 

In'ray,  enemy. 

officer  who  carries  the  standard,  and  the 

Revelee,  tAe  rheOU. 

standard  itself. 

Rile,  to  trouble. 

Inter,  Intu,  into. 

1 

liquid. 

J. 

Riz.  rieen.                                                                   ; 

Jedge. /ttdflfs. 

^^^'^^^SLS^***^^'*^^^^***^**^                      1 

J  ine,  join. 

Jint,  joint. 

8. 

Junk,  a  fragmaa  of  any  solid  stibstanes. 

Sarsc,  abuse,  impertlnenos. 

Sartln,  certain. 

K 

Saxon,  sacristan,  seicton. 
ScalittBt,  loont. 

Keer,  ears. 
KiSocKasmaUanduyr. 

Scringe,  cringe. 

Scrouge,  to  crowd.                                                               1 1 
Sech  such.                                                                          '  1 

Kin',  kin'  o\  kinder,  kind,  Hnd  mf. 

Set  by.  wdved. 

Shapiioes.  ehapeaux,  coehedrhaU 

L. 

Sheer,  share. 

Lawth,  torfA. 

Less.  2et '«,  Ui  us. 

Let  daylight  into,  to  «kool. 

Let  on.  to  hint,  to  conjeas,  to  oton. 

Lick,  to  beat,  to  overcome. 

Lights,  the  howels. 

Lily-pads,  leaves  qfthe  water-lily. 

Shet,  sAnt. 
Shut,  shirt 
Skeered,  soared. 
Skeeter,  mosquito. 

Slim,  oontemotiftZe. 

Snake,  crawled  like  a  snake;  but  to  snake  any 
one  out  is  to  track  him  to  his  hiding-place; 

to  enaJI^  a  thing  out  is  to  snatch  it  out 

Soffies.  sojhs. 

H. 

Mash,  marsh. 

common  among  men  in  the  savage  state. 

Vean,  stingy,.  iUrnaiured.  , 
Min'.  mini 

Som'ers,  somewhere. 

So'st,  so  as  that. 

Sot,  set,  obstinate,  resotuU.                                           ,          1 1 

N. 

Spiles.  gpoOs;  ol^ecU  ofpolUioal  ambitim. 

1 

Nimepnnce.  ninepenee,  twelve  and  a  hcJ/eents. 
Nowers,  nowAere. 

Spry,  actitw. 

Staddlea,   stout  stakes    driven   into    the    saU 
marshes,  on  which  the  hay-ricks  are  set,  and 

thus  raised  out  of  tlie  reach  of  high  tides. 

0. 

Suckle,  circle. 

OfTen,  often. 

Sutthin',  mmetAiny. 
Suttin,  oertain. 

Oilers,  ollus,  always. 

T. 

Ou,  of;  used  before  it  or  them,  or  at  the  end  of 

a   sentence,  as    on%  on'em,  ntti  ct  ercr   / 

Take  on,  to  sorrow. 

heerdon. 

Talents,  talons. 

On'y.  onZy. 

Ossifer,  q^bcr  (seldom  heaidV 

Taters.  potatoes. 
Tell.  tUL 

OLOSSAST. 
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Teteh,  iMidk. 

Tetch in^ioU  dtU;  osed  alwaji tftar  a nega- 

tive  in  this  aeiue. 
Tollable,  ioUnXtU. 
Toot,  QMd  deiiairely  ftxr  ptofitig  on  any  wind 

Thra.  thnmgK 

Thundering,  a  aaphemlam  oommon  in  New 
England  ror  the  profkne  English  expression 
dtvUith,  Perhaps  derived  from  the  belfet 
common  formerly,  that  thunder  was  caused 
hj  the  Prince  of  tiie  Air,  for  some  of  whose 
accomplishments  consult  Cotton  Mather. 

To,  to,  tool  commonly  has  this  sound  when 
used  emphatically,  or  at  the  end  of  a  sen- 
tence. At  other  times  it  has  the  sound  of  t 
in  Umgh,  as.  Wart  y  gcin*  to t  <3o(»'  to£os> 
folk 


Ugly,  m-tmjMnd,  iniraetabliL 

Uncle  Bwa,  UniUd  StaUt;  the  laigest  boaster 

of  liberty  and  owner  of  slaves. 
Unriisest,  applied  to  dough  or  bread ;  ftsoty, 

smmC  wuriimi,  or  sioiC  inoapabU  ofriglmg. 


V. 


V-spot,  a  ito»4iBar  MIL 
Vally.foItMi 


W. 

Wake  snakes,  to  get  into  troubU. 

Wal,  «otU;  spoken  with  great  deliberation,  and 
sometimes  with  the  a  very  much  flattened, 
sometimes  (but  more  seldom)  very  much 
broadened. 

Wannut,  iMiimtt  (hiekory). 

Ware,ioAera 

Ware,  isers. 

Whopper,  an  uncommonly  largo  lit;  as,  that 
General  Taylor  is  in  favor  of  the  Wllmot  Pro- 
viso. 

wig.  Whig ;  a  party  sow  dissolved. 

Wunt,  loia  nolL 

Wus,  loorsa 

Wut|WAat 

Wuth,  worth;  ss,  AntUkmry  potiMMu  'Jbro 
'loetion  aint  wOk  a  Bungtown  ooppmr. 

YfjiM,  1MM,  sometimes  won. 


Taller,  ysRoM 
Teller,  yettow^ 
TeUsrs,  a  dimam  offta/Mnm. 


Zaob,  Ole,  a  oooond  WeuMngton,  an  antifbrnsry 
AofooMder;  a  \nmano  onytr  anA  seOfr  of 
mm  and  womtn,  a  Chrtotian  kmro  gonoraUy. 


INDEX. 


:,1M. 


A.  wants  his  axe  ground,  261. 

▲.  B.,  informatioii  wanted 

AbntlHHB  (Linoola),  iito 
261. 

Abuae,  an.  its  naef  ulnoM*  272. 

Adam,  eldart  aon  of,  respected,  175  —  his  fall, 
278— howlf  he  had  bitten  a  aweet  apple? 
281. 

Adam,  Orandfather,  forged  will  of,  2G0. 

Aneaa  goea  to  hell,  202. 

.fiolna,  a  seller  ot  BMinqr,  aa  la  aappoaad  by 
aome,  202. 

iBaohylns,  a  saying  of,  187,  note. 

Alligator,  a  decent  one  conjectured  to  be,  in 
s<»ie  sort,  humane,  207. 

Allsmaah,  the  eternal,  264. 

Alphonso  the  Blxth  of  Portugal,  ^^rannical  act 
of,  208. 

Ambrose,  Saint,  excellent  0>ut  rationallsdc) 
sentiment  <rf,  182. 

"American  Gitiaen,"  new  compost  so  eslled, 
202. 

American  Eagle,  a  source  of  inspiration,  186  — 
hitherto  wrongly  classed,  189  — long  bill  of, 
ib. 

Americana  bebrothered,  246. 

Amos  cited,  182. 

Anakim,  that  they  formerly  existed,  ahown, 
206. 

Angels  prorldentiallT  speak  French,  178  —  con- 
jectured to  be  skilled  in  all  tongues,  ift. 

Anglo-Saxondom,  its  idea,  what,  178. 

Anglo-Saxon  mask,  178. 

Anglo-Saxon  race,  177. 

Anglo-Saxon  Terae,  by  whom  carried  to  perfec- 
tion, 176. 

Anthony  of  Padua,  Saint,  happy  in  hia  hearera, 
264. 

Antiquaries,  Royal  Society  of  Northern,  267. 

Antonins,  a  speech  of,  183  —  by  whom  best  re- 
ported, ift. 

Apocalypse,  beast  in,  magnetic  to  tkeologlana, 
196. 

Apollo,  confessed  mortal  by  hia  own  oracle, 
196. 

Apollyon,  his  tragediea  popular,  194. 

Appian,  an  Alexandrian,  not  equal  to  Shake- 
speare as  an  orator,  183. 

Applause,  popular,  the  $ummum  bonum,  269. 

Ararat,  ignorance  of  foreign  tongues  is  an,  188. 

Arcadian  backgroimd,  206. 

Ar  o*houakesil^  an  eyil  spirit,  254. 

Ardennes,  Wild  Boar  of,  an  ancestor  of  Rev. 
Mr.  Wnbnr,  236. 

Aristocracy,  Brltiah,  their  natural  aymiMthiea, 
260. 

Aristophaoea,  181. 


Anns,  pfoissskMi  ol,  obob 
that  of  gentleBssn,  178w 

Arnold,  ik. 

AahlandtaOB. 

Astor,  Jacob,  a  rich  man,  199. 

Astnea,  nineteenth  century  forsaken  by,  202. 

Atheniana,  ancient,  an  institution  of,  188. 

Atherton,  Senator,  euTiea  the  loon,  190. 

'*  Atkntic,"  editors  of.    See  A'c^une. 

Atropoa,  a  lady  skfif  ul  wNh  the  scissors,  280. 

Aosdn,  Saint,  pioCaoe  wish  of,  164,   note- 
prayer  of,  236. 

Anatnan  eagle  split,  278. 

Aye-aye,  the,  an  Afriean  aaAmal,  Anwrion  mp- 
posed  to  be  settled  bj,  179. 


B.,  a  Gongxessman,  vide  A. 

Babel,  probably  the  firat  Gomims,  J 

ble-miU,i&. 
Baby,  a  low-priced  one,  20L 
Bacon,  his  rebellion.  266. 
Baoon,  Lord,  quoted,  256. 

»wind,  Hon.  Mr.,  wheUier  to  be  ii—w^, 


agab- 


Balcom,  Elder  Joaah  Q.,  2d,  foonda  a  Baptist 

society  in  Jaalam,  A.  D.  1830,  287. 
Baldwin  apples,  206. 
Baratanaa.  real  or  imaginary,  which  most  plea- 

Bamum,  a  great  natural  curiosity  recommeiided 
to,  187. 

Barrels,  an  inference  from  seeing,  206^ 

Bartlett,  Mr.,  mistaken,  243. 

Biton  Bouge,  203— strange  peouUaritlea  of  la- 
borers at,  ib. 

Baxter,  R.,  a  saying  of,  182. 

Bay,  Mattysqumscot,  207. 

Bay  State,  singular  effect  prodnoed  on  military 
offlcers  bv  leaving  it,  178. 

Beast,  in  Apocalypse,  a  loadstone  for  whom, 
196  —  tenth  horn  of,  applied  to  recent  erents, 
279. 

Beaufort,  26& 

Beauregard  (real  name  Toutaot),  246,  260. 

BeaTor  Brook,  291. 

Beelsebob,  his  rigadoon,  191. 

Behmen.  his  letters  not  letters,  196. 

Behn,  Mrs.  Aphra,  quoted,  266. 

Boilers,  a  saloon-keeper,  204  —  Inhumanly  re- 
fuses credit  to  a  prnidential  candidate,  206. 

Belmont.    See  Woodt, 

Bentley,  his  heroic  method  with  Milton,  268. 

Bible,  not  composed  for  use  of  colored  persons, 
267. 

Bis^ow,  Eaekiel,  his  letter  to  Hon.  J.  T.  Buck- 
Ingham,  173—  never  heard  of  any  one  named 
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MimdidiM,  ifr.  —  DMriy  lonweote  yean  «ld, 
<6. —his  Aunt  KaiUh,  s  notaUe  airing  of,  ib, 
Biglow,  Hoaea,  Saquira,  excited  by  oampoid- 
tton,  173  *-  m  poem  by,  ib.,  192  ~  ]iis  optoioii 
of  war,  174—  wanted  at  bome  by  Kanoy,  174 

—  Mcommflnda  a  forcible  enliatnent  of  war- 
like editon,  ifr.  —  would  uol  wonder,  if  gen- 
erally agreed  with,  176  —  Teraifiea  letter  of 
Mr.  Sawin,  176->-a  letter  from,  176, 189  ~ 
hie  ofiinion  ol  Mr.  Sawin,  175  — doeanotdeqy 
fun  at  Gomwallls,  176,  note— bis  idea  of 
militia  glory.  177,  iMrf«-~a  pun  of,  177,  noU 

—  is  unoertaln  in  regard  to  people  of  Boetodt 
ift.  — had  never  heard  of  Mr.  John  P.  BoUn- 
aon,  m  "  aliquid  tuffiaminandm,  180— his 
poems  attributed  to  a  Mr.  Lowell,  181  —  is 
unskilled  in  Latin,  t6.  —  his  poetiy  maligned 
by  some,  182  —  his  diaintoreatedneas,  ift.  — his 
deep  share  in  common-weal,  ift.  —  his  claim 
to  ttie  presidenoy,  i6.  —  hia  mowing,  ift.  —  re- 
aents  being  called  Whig,  ifr.  — opposed  to 
tariit,  i6.  —  obstiuato,  ib,  —  infected  with  pe- 
Guliar  notions,  ib.  —  reports  a  apeecfa,  183  — 
emulates  historians  of  antiquitv,  <&.  — Us 
character  sketched  from  a  hostile  point  of 
view,  188— a  request  of  his  oompUed  with, 
191 — appointed  at  a  public  meeting  in  Ja>- 
bun,  196— conf  eases  ignorance,  in  one  minute 
particular,  of  propriety,  ib.  — his  opinion  of 
cocked  hats,  ib.  —  letter  to,  ib.  —  called 
" Dear  Sir,"  by  a  general,  ib.  —probably  re- 
oeiTcs  same  oompRment  from  two  hundred 


nine,  i6b  — picks  his  apples,  206— his 

>  of  Baldwins  coajecturally  large,  ib.  — 

his  labors  in  writing  autographs,  235  — visito 


crop  o 


the  Judge  and  has  a  pleasant  time,  243— 
bom  in  Middlesex  County,  247  —  his  favorite 
walks,  i6.  — hU  gifted  pen,  263  — bom  and 
bred  in  the  oonntiy,  275 — feels  his  s^^  stert 
in  spring,  276  —is  at  times  unsocial,  ib.  -the 
school-house  where  he  learned  his  a  b  o,  ib.  — 
falls  aaleep,  277 —his  anoeater  a  OromweUiao 
colonel,  i6.  —finds  it  harder  to  make  up  hia 
mind  as  he  grows  older,  278  —  wishes  he  could 
write  a  aong  or  two,  281  —liable  to  moods, 

289  —  loves  nature  and  is  loved  in  return, 

290  —  describes  some  favorite  haunts  of  hia, 
290,  291  —  hia  alain  kindred,  281  —  his  speech 
in  March  meetipig,  291  —  does  not  reckon  on 
being  sent  to  Congress,  288 — has  no  elo> 
quenoe,  ift.  —  his  own  reporter,  284— never 
abused  the  South,  ib.  —  advisee  Uncle  Sam, 
ib.  —  is  not  Boston-mad,  295—  bids  fanwelL 
299. 

Billingfs  Dea.  Cephas,  176. 

BiUy,  Extra,  demagogm,  285. 

Birch,  virtue  of,  in  instillii«  oextein  <rf  the  dead 

languages,  201. 
Bird  of  our  country  aings  hoaanna,  177. 
Bjama  Orim61fBaon  invento  amidcing,  268. 
Blind,  to  go  it,  200. 

Blits  pulls  ribbons  from  his  mouth,  177. 
Bluenoae  potatoea,  smell  of,  eagerly  daalred, 

177. 


Bobolink,  the,  276. 
BobtaU  obtains  a  c 


k  cardinal's  hat,  179. 
a  name,  258. 
Bogus  Four-Corners  Weekly  Meridian.  269. 
Bouea,  Mr.  Secondary,  author  of  priae  peace 
essay,  176  —  presente  aword  to  Lieutenant- 
Colonel,  ift.  —  a  fluent  orator,  177  —  found  to 
be  in  enror,  ib. 


Bonaparte,  N.,  a  usurper,  196. 

Bonds,  Confederate,  their  specie  basis  cutlery, 

240  —  when  payable  (attention,  British  stook- 

holders  1),  264. 
Boot-trees,  productive,  where,  201. 
Boston,   people    of,  suppoaed   educated,  177, 

noU  —  has  a  good  opinion  of  itself,  247. 
Bowers,  Mr.   Arphazad,  an   ingenious  photo- 
graphic aitist,  2U8. 
Brahmins,  navel-contemi^ating,  194. 
Braina,  poor  substitute  for,  248. 
Bread-txeea,  201. 
Bream,  their  only  business,  243. 
Brigadier-Generals  hi  militia,  devotion  of,  188. 
Brigadiers,  nuraing  ones,  tendency  in,  to  liter* 

anr  composition,  237. 
BrigiUa,  viridis,  284. 
Britauda,  her  trident,  268, 
Brotherhood,  subsides  after  elsotion,  272l 
Brown,  BIr.,  engagea  in  an  uneqiml  contest, 

191. 
Browne,  Sir  T.,  a  pious  and  wiae  aentiment  of, 

cited  and  commended,  17& 
Brutus  Four-Comera.  236. 
Buchanan,  a  wiae  ana  honest  man,  260. 
Buckhigham,  Hon.  J.  T.,  editor  of  the  Boeton 

Courier,  letters  to,  173,  175,  181,  189— not 

afraid,  176. 
Buffalo,  a  plan  hatohed  there,  206— plaster,  a 

pnmheoy  ha  regard  to,  206. 
Buffaloes,  herd  of,  probable  influfinne  of  traote 

upon,  281. 
BuU,  John,  prophetic  allusion  to,  by  Horace, 

244  —  hto  *'  Bun,"  247  —  his  mortgage,  260— 

unfortunate  dip  of,  265— wool  pulled  over 

his  eyes,  ib. 
Buncombe,  in  the  other  world  supposed,  183  — 

mutual  privilege  in,  260. 
Bung,  the  eternal,  thought  to  be  loose,  174. 
Bungtown  FenciUea,  dinner  of,  179. 
Burke,  Mr.,  his  age  of  chivalry  surpassed,  268. 
Burleigh,  Lord,  quoted  for  somethhig  said  hi 

Latin  long  bef  oie,  255. 
Bums,  Robert,  a  Soottiah  poet,  243. 
Bushy  Brook,  266. 
Butler,  Bishop,  263b 
Butter  hi  Irish  bogs,  201. 


C,  CKneral,  oonmanded  for  parta,  180— for 
ubiquity,  ib.  —  for  conslatenoy,  ib.  —  for  fidel- 
ity, ib.  —  is  in  favor  of  war,ib.  —his  curioot 
valuation  of  principle,  ib. 

Cabbage-heads,  the,  always  hi  majority,  293. 

Cabinet,  English,  makes  a  blunder,  245. 

CsBsar,  tribute  to,  198  — hia  veni,  vidi,  vici, 
censured  for  midue  prolixity,  197. 

Cahiltea,  sect  of,  suppoaed  still  extant,  175. 

Caleb,  a  monopoly  of  his  denied,  176— curious 
notions  (rf,  as  to  meaning  of  "  shelter,"  178 
—  bis  definition  of  Anglo-Saxon,  ib.  —  charges 
Mexicans  (not  with  bayonete  but)  with  tm- 
proprietlea,  Aw 

Calhoun,  Hon.  J.  C,  his  cow-beU  curfew,  light 
of  the  nineteenth  century  to  be  extinguished 
at  aound  of,  188  —  cannot  let  go  apron-string 
of  the  Paat,  ib.— hia  unsuooeasful  tilt  at 
Spirit  of  the  Age,  ib.  —  the  Sur  Kay  of  mod* 
era  chivalry,  tb.  —  hia  anchor  made  of  a 
orooked  pin,  ib.  -mentioned,  189-191. 
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CalybooMUf  earcery  286. 

Cambridge  Ptatform,  use  dlaoorered  foTf  179. 

Oanaan  in  quaiterl  v  iiutalments,  269. 

Canary  Islands,  201. 

Candidate,  pnsidentlal,  letter  from,  196— 
smells  a  rat,  ib.  -~  agahist  a  bank,  ^6.  — takes 
a  revolring  position,  196  —  opinion  of  pledges, 
ifr.  —  is  a  periwig,  ib.  — fronts  aoatti  by  north, 
i6.  —  qualifications  of,  lessening,  197  —  wood- 
en leg  (and  head)  useful  to,  20O. 

Cape  God  olergymen,  what,  179 -~  flabbatb- 
breakers,  perhaps,  reprored  by,  i6. 

Giptains,  choioe  ca,  important,  2M. 

Carolina,  foolish  act  of,  294. 

Caroline,  ease  of  ,946. 

CarpinI,  Father  John  de  Piano,  among  the  Tar- 
tars, 208. 

Cartier.  Jaognesnoonmiendable  seal  of,  208. 

Cass,  (General,  190— clearness  of  his  merit,  ib. 
—  limited  popularity  at ''  Bellers's,"  204. 

Castles,  Spanish,  conuortable  aooommodatJons 
in,  202. 

Cato,  letters  of,  so  called,  suspended  wuo 
aduneoy  196. 

C.  D.,  friends  of,  can  hear  of  him,  194. 

Century,  nhieteenth,  269. 

Chalk  egg,  we  are  proud  oi  Incubation  of,  194. 

Chamberlavne,  Doctor,  consolatory  citation 
from,  266. 

Chance,  an  apothegm  oonoeming,  237  —  is  Im- 
patient, 279. 

Chaplain,  a  one-horse,  stem-wheeled  variety  of, 

Chappelow  on  Job,  a  copy  of,  lost,  192. 

Charles  I.,  accident  to  his  neck,  278. 

Charles  IL,  his  restoration,  how  brought  about, 
278. 

Cherubusco,  news  of,  its  effects  on  Bngllsh  roy- 
alty, 187. 

Chesterfield  no  lettei^wrlter,  196. 

Chief  Magistrate,  dancing  esteemed  sinful  by, 
179. 

Children  naturally  speak  Hebrew,  176. 

China-tree,  201. 

Chinese,  whether  they  iuTented  gunpowder  be- 
fore the  Christian  era  not  considered,  179. 

Choate  hired,  206. 

Christ  shuflSed  into  Apocrypha,  179— conjec- 
tured to  dlsapprore  of  slaughter  and  pillage, 
180— condemns  a  certain  piece  of  barbarism, 
191. 

Christianity,  profession  of,  plebeisa,  whether, 
176. 

Christian  soldiers,  perhaps  inooiislatent,  wheth- 
er, 183. 

Cicero,  293— an  opinion  of,  disputed,  197. 

Cilley,  Bnsign,  author  of  nefarious  sentiment, 
179. 

Cimex  leettdaHuSf  177. 

Cincinnati,  old,  law  and  order  party  of,  273. 

Cindnnatus,  a  stock  character  in  modem  com- 
edy, 208. 

ClTilisation,  progress  of,  an  ofiot,  192  —  rides 
upon  a  powder<sart,  196. 

Clergymen,  their  ill  husbandry,  192  — their 
place  in  prooeasions,  208  — some,  cruelly 
bandabed  for  the  soundness  of  their  lungs, 
20& 

Clotho.  a  Grecian  lady,  280. 

Oookea-hat,  advantagiM  of  being  knocked  into, 
196. 

College  of  Cardinals,  a  strange  one,  179. 


Colman,  Dr.  Benjamin,  aneodqte  of,  188b 

Colored  folks,  curious  national  diTorsioa  of  kick' 
ing,  177. 

Colquitt,  a  remark  of,  190—  acquainted  with 
some  prindples  of  aerostation,  io. 

Columbia,  District  of,  its  peculiar  climatic  ef- 
fecU,  184  — net  certain  that  Martin  is  for 
abolishing  it,  206. 

ColnmUads,  the  true  fifteen4neh  ones,  271. 

Columbus,  a  Paul  Pry  of  genius,  194— will  per- 
haps be  remembered,  267  —  thought  by  some 
to  have  discovered  America,  296. 

Columby,  204. 

Complete  Letter-Writer,  fatal  gift  of,  196. 

Compostella,  Saint  James  of,  seen,  178. 

Compromise  system,  the,  illustrated,  270. 

Condliation,  its  menning,  281. 

Congress,  singnlar  consequence  of  getting  into, 
184  —  a  stumbling-block,  260. 

Congressional  debates  found  instmctive,  188. 

Constituents,  useful  for  what,  186w 

Constitution  trampled  on,  189— to  stand  upon, 
what,  196. 

Convention,  what,  186. 

Convention,  Bprlngfield,  184. 

Coon,  old,  pleasure  in  skinning,  190. 

Co-operation  defined,  268. 

Coppers,  eatte  in  picking  up  of,  199. 

Copies,  a  monk,  his  excellent  method  of  argo- 
hig,  188. 

Corduroy-road,  a  novel  one,  238. 

Corner-stone,  patent  safety,  260. 

Corawallls,  a,  176 — acknowledged  entertaining, 
ib.  note. 

Cotton  loan,  Its  Imsglnary  nature,  240. 

Cotton  Mather,  summoned  as  witness,  178. 

Country,  our,  its  boundaries  more  exactlv  de- 
fined, 181  —  right  or  wrong,  nonsense  about, 
exposed,  ib.  —  lawyers,  sent  providentially, 
ib.  —  Earth's  biggest,  gets  a  soul,  288. 

Courier,  the  Boston,  an  unsafe  print,  188. 

Court,  General,  farmers  sometimes  attain  seats 
hi,  203. 

Court,  Supreme.  260. 

Courts  of  law,  Kngliah,  their  orthodoxy,  269. 

Cousins,  British,  our  ci-devantf  246. 

Cowper,  W.,  his  letters  cranmended,  196. 

Cie<Ut  defined,  2C6. 

Creditors  all  on  Lincoln*B  side,  260. 

Creed,  a  safe  kind  of,  200. 

Crockett,  a  good  rule  of,  240. 

Craden,  Alexander,  his  Concordance,  296. 

Crusade,  first  American,  178. 

Cuneiform  script  recommended,  197. 

Curiosity  distinguishes  man  from  brutes,  194. 

Currency,  Ethiopian,  inoonvenienoea  of,  240. 

Cynthia,  her  hide  as  a  means  of  conversion, 
242. 

D. 

Dsadalus  first  tanriit  men  to  sit  en  fences,  256. 

Daniel  hi  the  lion*s  den,  289. 

Darkies  dread  freedom,  260. 

Davis,  Captain  Isaac,  .finds  out  somethtog  to  his 
advantage,  247. 

Davis,  Jefferson  (a  new  spedea  of  martyr),  has 
the  Utest  ideas  on  all  subjects,  240— supe- 
rior in  financiering  to  patriarch  Jaoob,  ib.  — 
Is  *omey  259— carries  Constitntion  hi  his  hat, 
260  —  knows  how  to  deal  with  kit  Congress, 
^.—astonished   at  his  own   piety,   264  — 
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packed  up  for  Nubrille,  265— tempted  to 

beUeve  hb  own  lies,  266  — his  siuike  egg,  271 

—  the  blood  on  hie  hendB,  291. 
Daria,  Mr.,  of  Ifiarieslppi,  e  remark  of  his,  190. 
Day  and  Martin,  prorerbiaUj  "  on  hand,"  178. 
Death  rings  down  enrtain,  IM. 
De  Bow  (a  famooa  political  eoonomiat),  258. 
Delphi,  oracle  of,  snipaaaed,  187,  note — allnded 

to,  196. 
Democracy,  falae  notion  of,  261  — fta  privi- 

lege8,282. 
Demoethenee,  298. 
Destiny,  her  account,  187. 
Devil,  the,  unskilled  in  oertafn  IndisD  tonguM, 

178— letters  to  and  from,  196. 
Dey  of  Tripoli,  189. 
DidraiuB,  a  somewhat  Toluminoas  grammarian, 

Dighton  toA  eharaeter  might  be  usefully  em- 
ployed in  some  emergencies,  197. 

Dlmitry  Bruiagins,  fresh  rapply  of,  194. 

Diogenes,  his  seal  for  propagiMng  certain  vari- 
ety of  olive,  201. 

Diowmri,  imps  of  the  pit,  179. 

District-Attorney,  contemptible  conduct  of  one, 
189. 

Ditchwater  on  brain,  a  too  oommon  ailing,  189. 

Dixie,  the  land  of,  260. 

Doctor,  the,  a  proverbial  saving  c^l78. 

Doe,  Hon.  Preserved,  speech  of,  269-271. 

Doughface,  yeast-proof,  199. 

Downing  Street,  214. 

Drayton,  a  martyr,  180— north  star,  oalpable 
for  aidmg,  whether,  191. 

Dreams,  something  aboot,  277. 

Dwight,  President,  a  hymn  uz^nsUy  sttribated 
to,  279. 

D.Y.,  letter  of,  196. 


Bagle,  national,  the  late,  bis  estate  adndnistered 
,241. 


at  her  housekeeping,  189. 
of,  convenient  m  time  of 


upon,  241. 

Earth,  Dame,  a  peep  at  her 

Bating  words,  haUt    ' 
ftai!n«,186. 

Eavesdroppers,  194. 

Eehetbeus,  179. 

Editor,  his  position,  191  —  commanding  pulpit 
of,  192— large  oongregation  of,  <A.— name 
derived  from  what,  <b.  —  fondness  for  mut- 
ton, <6.  —  a  pious  one,  hia  oreed,  ib. — aabow- 
man,  193 — in  danger  of  sudden  arrest,  with- 
out bail,  194. 

Editors,  certain  ones  who  crow  like  eodkerels, 
174. 

Edwards,  Jonathan,  288. 

Eggs,  bad,  the  worst  sort  of,  278. 

Egyptian  darkness,  phial  of,  use  for,  197. 

mdorado,  Mr.  Sawin  sets  sail  for,  201. 

Elisabeth,  Qbomi,  mistdto  of  her 
183. 

Emerson,  243. 

Bmilius,  Paultu,  246. 

Bnpedoolee,  194. 

Emplovment,  regular,  a  good  thing,  190. 

Snllsld^s  Speaker,  abase  of,  272. 

England,  late  Mother -Country,  her  want  of 
tact,  244— merits  as  a  leotnrer,  ift.  — her 
real  greatness  not  to  be  forgotten,  246— not 
contented  (unwisely)  with  hear  own  stock  of 


fools,  248  — natural  maker  of  hitemational 
law,  <&.— her  theory  thereof,  ib.- makes  a 
particulariy  disagreeable  kind  of  mrte,  248 
—somewhat  given  to  buUyinff,  i6.  —has  re- 
spectable relations,  249  — ought  to  be  Colum- 
bla*s  friend,  250  —  anxious  to  buy  an  ele- 
phant, 260. 

Epaulets,  perhaps  no  bate  of  saintship,  180. 

Epimenides,  the  Cretan  Up  Van  WfaiUe,  264. 

Episcopius,  his  marveUous  oratory,  206. 

Erie,  kteg  of  Sweden,  his  cap,  202. 

Ericsson,  his  calorio  engine,  242. 

Eriksson,  Thorwald,  slain  by  natives,  269.         •* 

Essence-peddlers,  261. 

Ethtopian,  the,  his  first  need,  263. 

Evangelists,  iron  ones,  179. 

Eyelids,  a  divine  shield  against  autM>rs,  188. 

Saekiel,  text  taken  from,  191. 

Exekiel  would  make  a  poor  figure  at  a  oanoua, 
274. 


rhber,  Jfrtumnes,  289. 

Factoiy-glrls,  expected  rebellion  of,  190. 

Facts,  their  unamiabUity,266 — oompand  tota 
old-fashioned  sfeage-«oaoh,  260. 

.niMa^l00^,284. 

Family-trees,  fruit  of  Jejune,  201  —  a  primitive 
forest  of,  27a 

Faneuil  Hall,  a  pUMW  where  persons  top  them- 
selves for  a  species  of  hydrocephalus,  189  — 
a  bill  of  fare  mendaciously  advertised  in,  201. 

Father  of  country,  his  shoes,  208. 

Female  FtepMs,  e«t  off  in  the  mMet  of  idolatry, 
202. 

Fenianorum  rixtey  284. 

Fergnason,  his  **  Mutnal  Complaint,**  Ac,  248. 

F.  F.,  singular  power  of  their  looks,  260. 

Fire,  we  an  like  to  pUy  with  It,  180. 

Flah,  emUemaitic,  bat  disr«garded,  where,  188. 

Fits,  MisB  Parthenia  Almira,  a  ahereaiarafa, 
288. 

Flam,  President,  nntrostworthy,  185. 

Flirt,  Mrs.,  265. 

Flirtnia,  elegy  on  death  of,  288. 

Floyd,  a  taking  character,  265. 

FUtydui  furcifer^  284. 

Flyleaves,  providential  faierease  of,  188. 

Fool,  a  cursed,  his  faialienaUe  righto,  282. 

Footo,  Mr.,  hU  taste  for  field-sporto,  190. 

Foarior,  a  squfagting  toward,  188. 

Fourth  of  July  ought  to  know  Ita  place,  272. 

Fourth  of  Julys,  bolUng,  184. 

France,  a  stnmge  dance  begun  In,  191  —  aboot 
to  pot  her  foot  In  It,  280. 

Friar  John,  245. 

Fuller,  Dr.  Thomas,  a  wise  saying  of,  180. 

Funnel,  dd,  hurraing  in,  178. 


Gabriel,  his  last  tramp,  ito  prnariiig  natore, 
270. 

Ckodiuer,  Lieutenant  Lion,  246. 

GAwain,  Sir,  his  amusemento,  189. 

Gay,  S.  H.,  Esquire,  editor  of  National  Anti- 
slavery  Standard,  letter  to,  194. 

Geese,  how  infiriUbly  to  make  swans  of,  248. 

Gentieman,  high-toned  Soutiiem,  sdentlfioally 
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G«ttiiic  up  ettrly.  174,  17& 

OhoBts,  some,  pretumed  adgety  (but  aoe  fttill- 

ing's  Pnaumatology),  IM. 
Oiaato  formerly  stupid,  189. 
Gideon,  hto  eword  nooded^  '251. 
Gift  of  toi^uea,  dietreMiug  cue  of,  188. 
Gilbert,  Sir  Humphrey,  2G8. 
Globe  Theatre,  cbeap  MAaQn-Uoket  to,  IM. 
Glory,  a  perquidte  of  offloera,  199<— lier  ao- 

count  with  B.  Bawin,  Eea.,  201. 
Goatanose,  the  celebrated,  mterview  with,  197. 
God,  the  only  honeat  dealer,  2o4. 
Goings,  Mehetable,  unfounded  claim  of,  dia- 

proTed,  1M3. 
Gomara  haa  a  riaion,  178  —  hia  relationahlp  to 

the  Scarlet  Woman,  Hk 
Governor,  o«ar  excellent,  23(k 
Grandfather,    Mr.    Biglow*a,   safe  advioe   of, 

'/47. 
Grandfathera,  the,  knew  something^  262. 
Grand  jurora,  Southern,  their  way  of  finding  a 

true  bill,  239. 
OratUtu  dfue,  285. 
Graveatonea,  the  eTideuoe  of  Diaaenting  ooea 

held  doobtful,  260. 
Gray*a  letters  are  lettera,  195. 
Great  horn  apooo,  awom  by,  190. 
Greeka,  ancient,  whether  they  quMtionad  can* 

didates,197. 
Green  Han,  algn  of,  182. 


Habeas  eorpoa,  new  mode  «f  snapanding  it, 

264. 
UaU  Columbia  ralaed,  239. 
Ham,  aandwleh,  «u  orthodox  (bnt  peculiar)  one, 

191— his  seed,  357  — their  priTUege  in  the 

Bible,  ift.  —  immoral  justUostion  of,  ib. 
Hamlets,  machine  for  making,  198w 
HammoB,  187,  note,  196. 
Hampton  Boada,  diaaater  in,  263. 
Hannegan,  Mr.,  aomething  said  bv,  t9(k 
Harriion,  General,  how  preeenreo,  196. 
Hat,  a  leaky  one,  240. 
Hat^reea  hi  full  bearing,  201. 
Hawkina,  hia  whetstone,  242. 
Hawkina,  Sir  John,  atont,  aomething  be  saw, 

201. 
Hawthorne,  243. 

Hay-rick,  electrioal  enwrimenU  with,  283. 
Headloog,  General,  246. 
Hall,  the  opinion  of  aome  oonoeming,  877  -« 

breaka  loose,  281. 
Henry  the  Fourth  of  Bngland,  a  Fteliameot  of, 

how  named,  183. 
TTena,  aalf-rttapect  attriboted  to,  237. 
Herb,  the  Circean,  369. 
Herbert,  George,  next  to  David.  264. 
Herculea,  hia  aeoond  labor  probably  what,  306. 
Hermon,  fourth-proof  dew  of,  267. 
Herodotua,  atory  from,  176. 
Hesperidee,  an  mfecvnoe  from,  203. 
Headaua,  natire  American  aoldiera,  260. 
Hickory,  Old.  hia  method,  883. 
HiKiraes,  their  mtural  aristooraoy  of  feeing, 

Hitchcock.  Dootor,  268. 

Hitchcock,  the  Bev.  Jeduthun,  ooUeague  of  Mr. 
Wilbor,  236  —  letter  frt>m,  containing  notices 
of  Mr.  Wilbor,  279  — ditto,  enclosing  raaea- 


ronio  veisos,  283  — teacher  of  higb-aohool, 
289. 

Hogs,  their  dreams,  237. 

Holden,  Mr.  Shearjashub,  Preceptor  of  Jaalam 
Academy,  19C  —  hia  knowledge  of  Greek  lim- 
ited, 197  -  a  hereay  of  hia,  ifr.  —  leayes  a  fund 
to  propagate  it,  ib. 

Holiai^,  blind  mao'a,  299. 

Hollia,  Ezra,  goea  to  a  ComwalUs,  176l 

HoUow,  why  men  pcovideatially  ao  ooostnicted. 

Holmes,  Dr.,  author  of  "  Annals  of  America,** 
236.     * 

Homer,  a  phrase  of,  cited,  192. 

Homer,  eldest  soai  of  Mr.  WQbur,  288. 

Homers,  democratic  ones,  pluma  left  for,  185. 

Hotels,  big  onea,  humbugs,  252. 

House,  a  strange  one  deacribed,  237. 

Howell,  Jamea,  Esq.,  atoiy  told  by,  183— let- 
tera of,  commended,  195. 

Huldah,  her  bonnet,  278. 

Human  righta  out  of  order  on  the  floor  of  Coor 
greaa,  189. 

Humbug,  aaoription  of  praise  to,  193  — a 
allybeUeTedin,i^ 

Husbandry,  instance  of  bad,  180. 


Icarius,  Penelope's  father,  181. 

Icelander,  a  certain  uncertain,  268. 

Idea,  the  Southern.  iU  natural  foea,  266-  the 

true  American,  296. 
Ideas,  friction  ones  unsafe,  272. 
Idyl  defined,  213. 
Indeiiiaiun,  mole-blind,  296. 
Infanta,  prattUngs  of,  curioos  otaaervatioo  oon- 

cerning,  175. 
Information  wanted  (uniTenally,  bnt  eapedally 

at  page),  194.     _ 
Ishmael,  y 


Jaalam,   unjustly  n«gleoted  by  great  eventa, 


Jaalam  Centre,  Anglo-Saxons  unjostly  snspect- 
ed  by  tliB  joong  ladies  there,  178— "bide- 
pendent  Bhmdorbass,"  strange  conduct  of 
editor  of,  191— pubUc  meeting  at,  195— 
feed  with   imaginaiy 


estina-'house 


dock,  203. 

Jaalam,  Bast  Parish  of,  236. 

Jaalam  Point,  lighthouse  on,  charge  of,  pro- 
spectlTely  offered  to  Mr.  H.  Biglow,  196. 

Jacobus  rexy  284. 

Jakes,  Captain,  207  —  nproned  for  avarice,  ib. 

Jamaica,  294. 

Jamea  the  Fourth,  of  Scota,  experiment  by,  175. 

Ja«na«in.  Mr.,  his  opiniea  «f  the  eoanpieteneas 
of  Northern  education,  190. 

Jefferson,  Thomas,  well-meaning,  but  injudi- 
cious, 272. 

Jeremiah,  hardly  the  beat  guide  in  modem  pol- 
itics, 374. 

Jerome,  Saint,  bis  list  of  Merod  writers,  195. 

Jenisha,  ex-Mra.  Sawin,  241. 

Job,  Book  of,  175— Chappelow  on,  192. 

Johnson,  Andrew,  as  he  need  to  be,  371 —as  ha 
is:  u^AnuM^BtmiiaL 
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Jolmaon,  Mr.,  eommiiiilcates  some  Inteffigeniee, 

191. 
Jonah,  the  inerttebl*  deitfaiy  of,  191  ~  probably 

•tudled  internal  economy  of  the  cetaoea,  194 

—  his  gourd,  2S7 — hia  unanimity  in  the  whale, 

259. 
Jcmathan  to  John,  262. 
Jortin,  Dr.,  cited,  183, 187,  note, 
Joumaii,  Britiah,  their  brutal  tone,  244. 
Jaanito,267. 
Judea,  oTerything  not  known  there,  181  —not 

identical  with  1.  D.,27& 
Judge,  the,  his  garden,  243 » his  hat  corars 

many  tilings,  A. 
JuTonal,  a  ssying  of,  187,  ncte. 


Kay,  Sir,  the,  of  modern  ohiTalry,  who,  189. 

Key,  brasen  one,  189. 

Kraiah,  Aunt,  profound  obserration  of,  173. 

KfaMlerhook,  m. 

Kingdom  C<mie,  marefa  to,  eaqr,  196b 

Kflnigsmark,  Count,  176. 


Lablache  surpassed,  202. 
f^M^gmonlans  banish  a  great  talker,  192. 
Lamb,  Charles,  hisn»ist<»ry  exoellenee,  19& 
Lstimer,  Bishop,  eptoooplses  Batan,  175. 
Latin  tongue,  ounous  mf ormatlon  concerning, 
181. 


oelot.  Sir,  a  tmsser  of  giants  formeiiy, 
'haps  would  find  less  sport  therehi  now, 

lanra,  exploited,  288. 

Learning,  three-story,  276. 

Letcher,  <U  la  vieUle  roehe,  258. 

Letckenu  neMo,  284. 

Letters  ohMsed,  105— their  shape,  A.  — of  osn- 

didates,  196 —often  fatal,  ib. 
Lettres  Cabalisllques,  quoted,  244. 
Lewis  Philip,  a  seourger  of  young  natlTe  Araer- 

icsns,  187  —  commisersted  (though  not  de- 

senring  it),  ib.  note. 

Lezfaigton,  247^ 

Ijiberator,  a  newspaper,  condemned  by 


Liberty,  unwholesome  for  men 

plexions,  192. 
Licking,  when  eonstltuUoual,  260. 
Lignum  rftn,  a  gift  of  this  valuable  wood  pro- 
posed, 178. 
lineoln,  too  shrewd  to  hang  Mason  and  SUdell, 

266. 
Lit«nratiire,  Southern,  its  abundance,  268. 
little  Big  Boosy  RiTer.  241. 
Looginus  recommends  swearfang,  176,  note  (Fu- 

seU  did  same  thhig). 
Lomr  sweetening  recommended,  196. 
Lord,  inexpensive  way  of  lending  to,  240. 
Lords,  Sonthem,  prore  pur  tang  by  ablation, 

258. 
Lost  arts,  one  sorrowfully  added  to  list  of, 

208. 
Louis  the  BleTenth  of  France,  some  odd  trees 

ofhia,201. 
Lowell,  Mr.  J.  R.,  onaooountable  sQenoe  of, 

181. 


Lather,  Msrtin,  his  first  appesrsaoe  as  Soropa, 

178. 
Lyieus,  2B6w 
Lyttelton,  Lord,  his  letters  an  tanposMon,  19ft. 


MacrobU,  their  dtplomaey,  197. 

"'      '^     a  name  naturally  noble,  268. 


Magoffin,  I 
Mahomet, 


got  nearer  Sinai  than  some,  198. 
his  flMiT  gobbets,  178. 


MahOOnd,  sum  suhit  kvoooi*,  a  i  o. 

MaadeTUle,  Sir  John,  quoted,  244. 

lianffum,  Mr.,  speaks  to  the  point,  190. 

ManToluBim,  a,  exosUendy  confuted,  188. 

Man-trees,  grow  where,  201. 

Maori  ohieftaiM,  94& 

Mapea.  Walter,  quoted,  245  —  psraphrased,  lb. 

Mares*-neats,  finders  of,  benevolent,  194 

Marios,  quoted,  266. 

MarAfleki,206,206. 

Martin,  Mr.  Sawln  used  to  vote  tat  him,  906. 

Mason  and  Dixon*s  line,  slaves  north  of,  190. 

Msaon  an  F.  F.  V.,  266. 

Maaon  and  SUdell,  how  they  might  have  been 
made  at  once  useful  and  ornamental,  266» 

Mass,  the,  Its  duty  defined,  190. 

Massachusetts  on  her  knees,  174— somethiBg 
mentioned  in  connection  with,  worthy  the 
attention  of  tailors,  184  — dtisen  of,  baked, 
boiled,  and  rosated  {ntfandwnl)^  200. 

MsBSfis,  the,  used  as  butter  by  some,  186. 

Maury,  an  faiteUectual  giant,  twin  Mrth  with 
SImms  (which  see),  266. 

Mayday  a  humbug,  274. 

M.  C,  an  Invertebrate  animal,  187. 

Me,  Mister,  a  aueer  creature,  276. 

Mechanics*  Fair,  reflections  suggested  at,  197, 
198. 

Medium  ordenHtpiriiuale.  284. 

Mediums,  spiritual,  dreadful  lisrs,  878. 

Memminger,  old,  240. 

Mentor,  totters  of,  dreary,  196. 

Mepmstopheles  at  a  nonplus,  191. 

Mexican  blood,  its  effect  in  ndalng  pifee  of 
doth,  202. 

Mexican  polka,  179. 

Mexicans  cbaised  with  various  brsaohee  of  eti- 
quette, 178  —  kind  f  eelfaigs  beaten  Into  them, 

Mexico,  no  glory  In  overcoming,  186w 
Middleton,  Thomas,  quoted,  2H. 
Military  glory  spoxen  disrespectfully  of ,  177, 
note  —  militia  treated  still  worse,  ib. 


Milk-trees,  growing  still,  201. 

Mill,  Stuart,  his  low  ideas,  266. 

Millenniums  apt  to  miscarry,  282. 

MiUspring,  26& 

Mills  for  manufacturing  gabble,  how  driven, 
188. 

Mills,  Joslah*s,  276. 

Milton,  an  unconsdoas  plsglary,  184,  note  —  a 
Latin  verse  of,  cited,  192  — an  English  poet, 
268  -  his  "  Hymn  of  the  Hativitv '*  280. 

Missionaries,  useful  to  alligators,  238  —  culinary 
liabilities  of,  267. 

Missions,  a  profitable  kind  of,  192. 

Monarch,  a  pagsn,  probably  not  favored  in  phi- 
losophical experiments,  176. 

Money-trees,  derirable,  201  — that  they  once 
existed  shown  to  be  variously  probable,  ib. 

Montaigne,  289. 
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Montaigne,  a  conumudcatiTe  old  GaacoOf  194. 
Monterey,  battle   of,    its   aingular   chromatic 

effect  on  a  epeciei  of  two-headed  eagle,  187. 
Monteiuma  Ucked,  238. 
Moody,    Beth,  hie  reaiarkable  gun,  241  ~  his 

brother  Aaaph,  ib. 
Moqnia  Indiana,  pralaeworthy  ooatom  of,  208. 
Mooes,  held  up  yainly  as  an  example,  lU  — 

construed  by  Joe  Smith,  i6.  —  (not,  ▲.  J. 

Moses)  prudent  way  of  f  ollowiug,  2G9. 
Muse  invoked,  284. 
Myths,  how  to  intexpiet  readily,  197. 


Nabotha,  Popish  onea,  how  distingnishud,  179. 

Nana  Sahib,  244. 

Nancy,  presumably  Mrs.  Biglow,  246. 

Napoleon  ILL,  his  new  chairs,  2G3. 

Nation,  rights  of,  proportionate  to  sixe,  178  — 
yoqng,  ito  first  needs,  264. 

National  pudding,  its  effect  on  the  organs  of 
speech,  a  curious  physiologicsl  fact,  179. 

Negroes,  their  double  usefulness,  240— getting 
too  current,  26tk 

Nephelim,  not  yet  extinct,  208. 

New  Sn^and  overpoweringly  honored,  186  — 
wants  no  more  speakers,  i6.  —  done  brown 
by  whom,  i6.  —  her  experience  in  beans  be- 
yond Gioero's,  197. 

Newqiaper,  the,  wonderful,  193  — a  strolling 
theatre,  ib.  —  thoughts  suggested  by  tearing 
wrapper  of,  194— a  vacant  sheet,  <&.  — a 
sheet  in  which  a  vision  was  let  down,  ib.  ~> 
wrapper  to  a  bar  of  soap,  ^.  —  a  cheap  im* 
promptu  platter,  ib. 

New  World,  apostrophe  to,  2S2. 

New  Tork,  letters  from,  commended,  195. 

Next  life,  what,  192. 

Nicotiana  Tabaoum,  a  weed,  268. 

Niggers,  180— area  of  abusing,  extended,  186— 
Mr.  Sawin's  opinions  of,  206. 

Ninepence  a  day  low  for  murder,  176. 

No,  a  monoqrllable,  179 —hard  to  utter,  ib. 

Noah  encloaed  letter  in  botUe,  probably,  194. 

Noblemen,  Nature's,  259. 

Nomas,  I«pland,  what.  202. 

North,  the,  has  no  business,  190  —  bristling, 
crowded  off  roost,  196  — its  mind  naturally 
unprincipled,  272. 

North  Bend,  geese  inhumanly  treated  at,  196  — 
mentioned,  208. 

North  star,  a  proposition  to  indict,  191. 

Northern  Dagon,  241. 

Northmen,  geiu  inclytiuima^  267. 

Ndtre  Dame  de  la  Haine,  266. 

Now,  its  merits,  276. 

Nowhere,  march  to,  277. 


O'Brien,  Smith,  244. 

Off  ox,  196. 

Officers,  miraculous  transformation  in  character 

of,  178  —  Anglo-Saxon,  come  very  near  being 

anathematised,  ib. 
Old  age,  an  advantage  of,  243. 
Old  One,  invoked,  262. 
Onesimus  made  to  serve  the  cause  of  impiety, 

267. 


OThace,  Increase  D.,  Esq.,  speech  of,  183. 
Opinion,  British,  ito  worth  to  us,  215. 
Opinions,  certam  ones  compared  to  winter  fUas, 

251. 
Oracle  of  Fools,  still  respectfully  consulted, 

183. 
Orion  becomes  commonplaoe,  194. 
Orrary,  Lord,  his  letters  (lord  1)  195. 
Ostracism,  curious  species  of,  183. 
Ovidii  Nasonitf  carmen  ntppotUiHum,  284. 


Palestine,  178. 

Paley,  his  Evidences,  296. 

Palfrey,  Hon.  J.  O.,  184, 186  (a  worthy  lepre- 

aentative  of  Massachusetts). 
Fantagruel    recommends    a    popular    oracle, 

183. 
Fanurge,  245  —bis  interview  with  Ooatsnose, 

197. 
Paper,  plausible-looking,  wanted,  264. 
Papists,   female,  slain  by  sealoas  Protestant 

bomb-shell,  202. 
Paralipomenou,   a   man   suspected   of  being, 

196. 
Paris,  liberal  principles  safe  as  far  away  aa, 

192. 
Parliamsntum  Indoetorwm  sitting  in  perma- 
nence, 183. 
Past,  the,  a  good  nurse,  189. 
Patience,  sister,  quoted,  177. 
Patriarohs,  the,  ilUterate,  212. 
Patricias^  brogipoterUf  284. 
Pavnims,  their  throats  propagandisticaUy  out, 

Penelope,  her  wise  choice,  181. 

People,  soft  enough,  192  — want  correct  ideas, 

200  —  the,  decline  to  be  MftTJcanised,  270. 
Pepin,  Kfaig,  196. 
Pepperell,  General,  quoted,  216. 
Pequash  Junction,  2^. 
Periwig,  196. 
Perley,  Mr.  Asaph,  has  charge  of  baas-riol, 

254. 
Perseus,  King,  Ub  avarioe,  246. 
Persius,  a  pithy  saying  of,  186,  note. 
Pescara,  Marquis,  saying  of,  175. 
Peter,  Saint,  a  letter  of  Xpok-moriem),  195. 
Petrarch,  exploited  Laura,  288. 
Petronius,  215. 

Pettibone,  Jabez,  bursts  up,  258. 
Pettus  came  over  with  Wllhelmus  Gonqoistor, 

258. 
Phaon,288. 

Pharaoh,  his  lean  kine.  251. 
Pharisees,  opprobriously  referred  to,  192. 
PhlUppe,  Louis,  in  pea-jacket,  193. 
Phillips,  Wendell,  catches  a  Tartar,  273. 
Phlegyas  quoted,  191. 
Phrygian  language,  whether  Adam  spoke  it, 

176. 
Pickens,  a  Norman  name,  258. 
Pilcoxes,  genealogy  of,  236. 
Pilgrim  Father,  apparition  of,  277. 
Pilgrims,  the,  185. 
Pillows,  conHtitutional,  187. 
Pine-trees,  their  sympathy,  276. 
Pinto,  Mr.,  some  letters  of  his  oommMidsd, 

195. 
Pisgah,  an  impromptu  one,  202. 
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Platform,  V^ity,  a  oonventont  one,  200. 

FUto,  8opp«l  with,  IM  ~  hia  auw.  196. 

Pleiadea,  the,  not  onoagh  arteomed,  194. 

PlinY,  hu  letters  not  admired*  1U5. 

Flodnoa,  a  atory  of,  189. 

Plymouth  Book,  Old,  a  GomTention  wrookod  on, 
185. 

Poets  apt  to  become  aophiafcleated,  274. 

Point  TribulaUon,  Mr.  Bawin  wracked  on,  201. 

Poles,  exile,  whether  crop  of  beaaa  depends  on, 
177,  note. 

Polk,  Homen  geniUe,  26a. 

Polk.  Preeideut,  syuonjrmooa  with  our  ooimtry, 
IdO^oensured,  ISo  —  in  danger  of  being 
oruahed,  18(}. 

Polka,  Mexican,  179. 

Pom^  a  runaway  slave,  his  neat,  206  —  hypo- 
ontioally  noans  like  white  man,  i6.  —  blmd 
to  GhrisUan  pririleges,  «6.  —  his  aooiety 
valued  at  flf ^  doUiun,  «.  —  hia  treachery, 
207  —  takes  Mr.  Bawin  prisoner,  lb.  —  cruelly 
makes  him  work,  ib.  —  puts  himself  illegally 
under  his  tuition,  i6.— dismisses  him  wiu 
Gontomelious  epitheta,  i6.  —  a  negro,  238. 

Pontifical  bull,  a  tamed  one,  178. 

Pope,  hia  Terse  excellent,  17&. 

Pork,  refractory  in  balling,  17& 

Portico,  the,  286. 

Portugal,  Alphonso  the  Sixth  of,  a  monster, 
208. 

Post,  Boston,  181  — shaken  Tislbly,  188— bad 
guide-post,  «.  —  too  awlft,  ib,  —edited  by  a 
colonel,  ib.  —  who  is  presumed  ofidally  in 
Mexico,  ib.  —referred  to,  188. 

Pot-hooks,  death  in,  197. 

Power,  a  iirst-dass,  elements  of,  268. 

Preacher,  an  ornamental  symbol,  192  —  a 
breeder  of  dc^imaa,  ib.  —  earnestness  of,  im- 
portant, 208. 

Present,  considered  aa  an  aonaliit,  192— not 
'      r  wonderful,  194. 


long  wot 
President, 


nt,  slavBholdinir  natural  to,  198 
be  a  Southom  realdent,  201  —must  own  a 


_    fib.  —  the,  hiopolicy ,  296 — his 

blanoe  to  Jackson.  296. 
Princes  mix  oooktails,  264. 
Principle,  exposure  spoils  It,  184. 
Principles,  bad,  when  Ibas  harmful,  179  —  when 

useless,  271. 
Professor,  Latin,  fn College,  288— Boal- 

iger,  284. 
Prophecies,  fulfllment  of,  266. 
Prophecy,  a  notable  one,  187,  note. 
Prospect  HiU,  247. 

Providence  has  a  natural  Ufe-uresciTor,  262. 
Proviso,  bitterly  spoken  of,  196. 
Prudence,  sister,  h«>r  idioeyncratio  teapot,  199. 
Psarameticns,  an  experiment  of,  176. 
Pliyche,  poor,  289. 
Public  minion,  a  blind  and  drunken  guide,  179 

—  nudgea  Mr.  Wilbur's  elbow,  ib.  —  ticklera 

of,  186. 
PunUn  Falls  **  Weekly  Parallel,**  279. 
Putnam,  General  Israel*  his  lines,  247. 
Pythagoras  a  bean-hater,  why,  197. 
iTthagoreana,  fish  rerorenoed  by,  why,  189. 


QKii,  ingmi  nieotianuni^  i 
Quixote,  Don,  189. 


Batn,  Profaasor,  267. 

Rag,  one  of  sacred  college,  179. 

Bantoul,  Mr.,  talks  loudly,  176  —pious  reason 

for  not  enlisting,  ib. 
Recruiting  seigeaut.  Devil  suppoaed  the  flrtt, 

176. 
Beli^on,  Southern,  its  oommercbd  adrantages, 

Repreaentatives*  Chamber,  189. 
Bfalnothism,  society  for  promoting,  194. 
Rhyme,  whetlier  natural  not  conudered,  176. 
Bib,  an  infrangible  one,  196. 
Richard  the  Flrat  of  England,  his  Christian  fei^ 

vor,  178. 
Richea  coojeotured  to  hava  legs  aa  well  aa  winga, 

191. 
Biooe  Hombrea,  2S6. 
Ringtail  Rangers.  242. 
Roanoke  Ishuid,  266. 
Robinson,  Mr.  John  P. ,  his  opinions  folly  stated, 

180,  181. 
Rocks,  pocket  fuU  of,  199. 
Roosters  in  rainy  weather,  th^  miaery,  237. 
Rotation  insures  mediocrity  and  Inexperienoe, 

201. 
Rough  and  ready,  204  —  a  wig,  216  —  a  kind  of 

scratch,  ib. 
Royal  Society,  American  fellovrs  of,  279. 
Rum  and  water  combine  kindly,  269. 
Rimea  reaemble  Urd-traoka,  268. 
Runic  inscriptions,  tiieir  different  gradea  of  on. 

intelligibility  and  consequent  value,  267. 
RusseU,  Sari,  is  good  enough  to  expound  our 

Constitution  for  us,  244. 
Ruaaian  eagle  turns  Prussian  blue,  187. 
iZyeiM,  BaceM  epUheton,  286. 


Babbntb,  breach  of,  168. 

Sabellianism,  one  accused  of,  196. 

Sailors,  their  rights  how  won,  2S0. 

Baltnio,  unfavorable  view  of,  177. 

Salt-river,  in  Mexican,  what,  177. 

Samuel,  avunetiliUt  286. 

Samuel,  Uncle,  239— riotous,  187— yet  haa 
qualities  demanding  reTerence,  192  —  a  good 
provider  for  his  family,  ib.-^an  exorbitant 
bin  of.  202  — makes  some  shrewd  guessea. 


262-254  —  expects  hU  boots,  269. 

Sansculottes,  draw  their  wine  before  drinking, 
190. 

Santa  Anna,  his  expenslTe  leg,  200. 

Sappho,  some  human  natttra  In,  288. 

Sassy  Cns,  an  impudent  Indian,  246. 

Satan,  never  vrants  attorneys,  178  —  an  expert 
talker  hr  signs,  ib.  —a  anccessfnl  fisherman 
with  little  or  no  bait,  ib.  —  cunning  fetch  of, 
179—  dislikes  ridicule,  182  —  ought  not  to 
have  credit  of  ancient  oracles,  187,  note  —  his 
worst  pitfall,  257. 

Satirist,  Incident  to  certain  dangers,  180. 

Savages.  Canadian,  chance  of  redemption  of- 
fered to,  208. 

Sawin,  B.,  Esquire,  his  letter  not  written  In 
verse,  175— a  native  of  Jaalam,  ib.  —  not 
regular  attendant  on  Rev.  Mr.  Wilbur's 
preaohlnflT,  176  —  a  fool,  ib. — his  statements 
trustworthy,  i5.  —  his  ornithological  taste  i, 
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ib.  —  letter  from,  176, 197,  208  —  hie  curiooe 
diaooyery  in  regard  to  iMyonete,  176  —  die- 
plays  proper  fiuuily  pride,  i6.  —  luodeetiy 
confeeaee  himself  lees  wiw  tiuui  tlie  Queen 


of  Sheba,  177  — tlie  old  Adem  in,  peeps  out, 

178  —  a  miUs  emeritutf  1U7  —  ia  uuuie  toxt  for  , 

asermuii,  ib.  —  loses  a  leg,  IW  — an  eye,  ib. 

—  left  hand,  ib.  —  four  fLugers  of  right  iiand, 
i6.  —  has  six  or  more  ribs  broken,  ifr.  —  a  rib 
of  his  infrangible,  t6.  —  allow*  a  certain 
amount  of  preterite  greenness  in  liimself ,  ib. 

—  his  share  of  spoU  Umited,  199  —  his  opin. 
ion  of  Mexican  climate,  ib.  —  acquires  prop- 
erty of  a  certain  sort,  ib.  —  his  experience  of 
glory,  200  —  stands  sentry,  and  puns  there- 
upon, ib.  —  undergoee  martyrdom  in  some  of 
its  most  painful  lonna,  ib.  —enters  the  cao- 
didating  business,  ib.  —  modestly  states  the 
(aTaU)abilities  which  qualify  him  for  high  po- 
Utioal  station,  200,  201  —  has  no  prindpCMi, 
200  — a  peaoeman,  ib.  —  unpledged,  t6.  — has 
no  objections  to  owning  peculiar  property,  but 
would  not  like  to  mouopoHxe  the  tnitli,  201 

—  his  aocount  with  glory,  ib.  —a  selftsh  mo- 
tive hinted  in,  ib.  —  sails  for  Eldorado,  ib.  — 
shipwrecked  on  a  metaphorical  promontory, 
ib.  — jMiraUel  between,  and  Bev.  Mr.  Wilbur 
(not  Flutarchian),  202  —  conjectured  to  hare 
bathed  in  river  Belemnus,  203  —  loves  plough 
wisely,  but  not  too  well,  ib.  —  tk  foreign  mis- 
sion probably  expected  by,  ib.  — -  unani 
ty  nominated  for  pnsidency,  ib.  —  his 


ter's  lather-in-Uw,  204— nobly 
Cmcinnatus,  ib.  —  is  not  a  crooked  stick,  ib. 
-advisee  his  adherents,  <6.  — views  of,  on 
present  state  of  politics,  20^206  —  popular 
enthusUsm  for,  at  Bellers's,  and  its  disagree- 
able consequences,  204— Inhuman  treatment 
of,  by  Sellers,  205  — his  opinion  of  the  two 
pextfes,  ib.  —agrees  with  Mr.  Webster,  ib.  — 
his  antisUvery  seal,  <6.  —  his  proper  self- 
respect,  206— his  unaffected  piety,  ib.—hw 
not  Intemperate  temperance,  «&.  —  a  thrilling 
adventure  of,  206,  207— his  prudence  snd 
economy,  206  —  bound  to  Captain  Jakes,  but 
rogalns  his  freedom,  207  —U  taken  prisoner, 
ib.  —  ignominiouslv  treated,  t6.  —  his  conse- 
quent resolution,  ib. 

Sawin,  Honorable  B.  OT.,  a  vein  of  humor  sus- 
pected in,  236  —  gets  Into  an  enchanted  cas- 
tle, 237  —  finds  a  wooden  leg  better  in  sotne 
respects  than  a  living  one,  238 — takes  some- 
thing hot,  ifr.  —  hit  experience  of  Southern 
hospitality,  238,  239  —  waterproof  internally, 
t^  —  sentenced  to  ten  years*  Imprisonment, 
239— his  libenl-handedness,  210— gets  fals 
arrears  of  pensloii,  ib.  — marrifis  the  Widow 
Shannon,  241  —  confiscated,  ib.  —  finds  In 
himself  a  natural  necessity  of  Income,  242  — 
his  missionary  seal,  i&.  — never  a  stated  at- 
tendant on  Mr.  Wilbur's  preaching,  264— 
sang  bass  in  choir,  iA.  —  prudently  avoided 
contribution  toward  bell,  ib.  —  abhors  a  cov- 
enant of  works,  256  — if  saved  at  all,  must  hit 
saved  genteelly,  i6.— reports  a  sermon,  253 
—  experiencee  religion,  i^.- would  consent 
to  a  dukedom,  258— converted  to  unanimity, 
259  — sound  views  of,  260  — makes  himself 
an  extempore  marquis,  261  —  extract  of  letter 
from.  298,  299-  Us  opinion  of  Paddies,  296  — 
of  Johnson,  299. 

Sayres,  a  martyr,  189. 


BcaUgw,  saying  of,  UO. 

Scarabaus  pUuiariuM,  177. 

Bootc,G«iiaral,  Us  dUus  to  the  prarfdmcy,  182, 

Bcrimgoor,  Bev.  Shearjashub,  287. 
BcytUans,  their  diplomacy  commswiad,  197. 
Sea,  the  wormy,  2ti8. 
Beamen,  colored,  soU,  176. 
Seeeisia  lieta,  285. 

Beoesaion,  ito  legal  nature  deflnad,  241. 
Secret,  a  great  military,  274. 
Selemnus,  a  sort  ol  Lethean  river,  203. 
Senate,  debate  In,  made  readable,  188. 
Seneca,  saying  of,  179- another,  187,  note  — 
overrated  by  a  saint  (but  see  lord  Bolmg- 
broke's  opinion  of,  in  a  letter  to  Dean  Swift), 
195—  Us  letters  not  bommended,  ib.  —a  son 
of  Bev.  Mr.  Wilbur,  202- quoted,  280,  281. 
Berbouiaa  bog  of  literature,  188. 
Sermona,  some  pitched  too  high,  254. 
Seward,  Mister,  the  late,  his  gilt  of  prophecy, 
247  — needa  stiffening,  296— misunderstands 
parable  of  fatted  calf,  ib. 
Sextons,  demand  for,  177— heroic  offlolal  de- 
votion of  one,  206. 
Seymour,  Qovemor,  281. 
Shakespeare,  289 — a  good  reporter,  183. 
Sliaking  fever,  considered  as  an  emplOTment, 

199. 
Sham,  President,  honest,  185. 
Shannon,  Mrs.,  a  widow,  239  — bar  famUy  and 
accampliahments,  941— has  tantnims,  ib.— 
her  rdlgious  viewv,  256— her  notions  of  a 
moral  and  intollectaal  being,  267 — her  maiden 
name,  258  —  her  blue  Uood,  ib. 
Bheba,  Queen  of,  177. 
Sliet'p,  none  of  Bev.  Mr.  Wilbur's  turned  wolvea, 

176. 
Shem,  Scriptural  curse  of,  207. 
Shiras  Centre,  lead-miae  at,  26& 
Shirley,  Governor,  246. 
Shoddy,  poor  covering  for  outer  or  inner  maiii 

278. 
Shot  at  sight,  privilege  of  being,  259. 
Show,  natural  to  love  It,  177,  note. 
Silver  spoon  born  in  Democracy's  mouth,  what, 

186. 
Sin,  wilderness  of,  modem,  what,  192. 
Sinai  suffers  outrages,  192. 
Skim-milk  has  its  own  opinions,  277. 
Skin,  hole  In,  strange  taste  of  some  for,  199. 
Skippers,  Yankee,  busy  In  the  slave-trade,  2S7. 
Simms,  an  intellectual  giant,  twlupUrth  with 

Maury  (which  see).  258. 
Slaughter,  whether  Ood  strengthen  us  for,  179. 
Slaughterers  and  soldiers  compared,  203. 
Slaughtering  nowadays  it  slaughteringt  203. 
Slavery,  of  no  color,  174  —  comer-stone  of  lib- 
erty, 188 — also  keystone,  190— last  crumb  of 
Edm,  191  —  a  Jonah,  ib.  —  an  Institution,  196 
—  a  private  State  conoem,  206. 
Slidell,  New  York  trash,  266. 
Sloenshure,   Habakkuk,  Esquire,  Fkeddent  of 

Jsalam  Bank,  262. 
Smith,  Joe,  used  as  a  translation,  192. 
Smith,  John,  an  interesting  character,  194. 
Smith,  Mr.,  fears  entertahied  for,  191— dined 

with,  194. 
Smith,  N.  B.,  his  magnanimity,  193. 
SmitMu*  dwr,  204. 

Soandso,  Mr.,  the  great,  defines  his  position, 
192. 
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Soft-lMuMbMH  inlf|il>fWHl  is  loft-headadnatt, 

282. 
Bol,  the  itohermatt,  177  —  aousdneM  of  revpira- 

Uarj  mama.  hTpothettMOljr  ftttribated  to,  ib. 
Mdien,  Brittrii,  gfaooU  oViiiMibordiiuite,  M7. 


272— fftcta 


Solomoii,  Song  of,  portiom  of  tt  don*  into  LatJn 

vww  by  Kr.  Wilbur,  283. 
8olon.BMTiiigof,n9. 
Sool,  inJurioiM  piopertlea  of,  261. 
South,  tbfl^  ita  natanl  eloqueocc 

have  a  tamn  qrite  against,  266. 
Sooth  Carolina,  futile  attempt  to  aoohor,  189— 

her  pedigieee,  266. 
Southern  man,  their  imperfect  notiona  of  labor, 

239— of  anhaosiptioiM,  240— too  hlgk-praa- 

aure,  243  —prima  facie  noble,  268. 
Spaniah,  to  ipalk,  what,  178. 
Speeeh-maUng,  an  abuae  o/  gift  of  apeech,  188. 
^rtt*ranping  doaa  not  repajr  the  apfrite  am- 

gagedinit,??^ 
SpUt-Voot,  Old,  made  to  aqoirm,  242. 
Spring,  deaoifbed,  274,  27S. 
»ar,  north,  aubjeot  to  indiotraeat,  whether, 

191. 
Statesman,  a  ganuine*  deilned,  1772. 
Bteama,  OthuM,  fable  by,  297. 
Stone  Bnike,  the,  247. 
Store,  cheap  eaah,  a  wloked  fraud,  202. 
Strong,  Ghyrenaor  Caleb,  a  patriot,  181. 
Style,  the  catalogue,  27& 
Sumter,  ahame  of,  VUL 
Sundav  should  mind  itaown  boalnaaa,  272. 
Swearing  ooaunanded  aa  a  figure  of  ^eeeh,  176, 

Swett,'  Jethro  C,  Ua  fall,  292. 

Swift,  Dean,  threadbare  aaying  of,  182. 


Tag,  eleyated  to  the  Cardinalate,  179. 

Taney,  C.  J.,  261. 

Tkrandfeatber,  Bev.  Mr.,  268. 

Tarbox,  Sheaijaahub,  iliat  white  child  bom  in 

Jaa]am,243. 
Tiartara,  Mongrel,  238. 
Taxea,  direct,  advantagea  of,  202. 
Taylor,  General,  greased  by  Mr.  Choate,  206. 
Taylor  seal,  its  origin,  204. 
Teapots,  how  made  dangerous,  281. 
Ten,  the  upper,  289. 

Tesephone.  baniatwd  lor  loqt-wtndedaeaa,  188. 
Thacker,  Bev.  Preserved,  D.  D.,  279. 
Thanka  get  lodged,  199. 
Thanksf^Ting,  Feejee,  286. 
Thanmaturgua,  Safait  Gregory,  letter  of ,  to  the 

Deyil,  196. 
Theleme,  Abbey  of,  202. 
Theocritus,  the  inventor  of  idyllie  poetry,  24a 
Theory,  defined,  269. 
Tuermopyles,  too  many,  266. 
"  They  '11  say,"  a  notable  buUy,  260. 
Thirty-nine  articles  might  be  made  aervioeable, 

179. 
Thor,  a  fooliah  attempt  of,  188. 
Thoreau,  243. 

Thoughts,  live  ones  characterised,  290. 
Thumb,  General  Thomas,  a  valuable  meuber  of 

society,  187. 
Thunder  snppoeed  in  eaay  oircnmatanoea,  196. 
Tbynne,  Mr.,  murdered,  17& 
TIbnUna,  280. 


Time,  an  Innocent  penonage  to  ewear  by,  170, 

no<0  —  a  aoene-ehUter,  194. 
Tiiikham,  Dedcou  Pelatiah,  story  concerning, 

not  told,  237  — alluded  to,  243— doea  a  vexy 

aensible  thing,  26a 
Toms,  peeping,  194. 
Toomba,  a  doleful  sound  from,  266v 
Trees,  Taiiooa  kinda  of  extraordinary  onea,  20L 
Trowbridge,  WiUiun,  mariner,  adventure  of, 

179. 
Truth  and  falaehood  start  from  same  point,  180 

— truth  invulneraUe  to  satire,  ib,  —  oompared 

to  a  river,  183 — of  fiction  aometimea  truer 

than  fact,  ib.  —  tdd  phdnly,  poMJin. 
Tuileries,  exciting  aoene  at,  187  —  front  parlor 

of,  263. 
Tully,  a  aaying  of,  184,  note. 
Tunnel,  northweal-peaaage,  a  poor  invaataMnt, 

202. 
Turkey-Bussard  Rooat,  241. 
Tttsoaiooaa,  241. 

Tutchel,  Rav.  Jonas,  a  Sadduoee,  268. 
Tweedledee,  gospel  according  to,  192. 
Tweedledum,  great  prlncij^  of,  192. 
Tylenujuveni*  tai^ic,  284— porp^roflmifM, 

Wb—Johannide»,  fiito    ederU,    WQ^bene 

iitue,ib, 
TjmxlM,  European,  how  made  to  tremble,  239. 


U. 

UlyMea,  hnabaiid  d  Penelope,  181— t 

money,  202  (for  full  partionlaca  of,  see 

and  Dante)  —rex,  284. 
Unanimity,  new  ways  of  producbig,  269. 
Union,  its  hoops  off,  269— iu  good  old 

270. 

Uuivevse,  its  breeching,  259. 
Universitir,  triennial  catalogue  of,  182. 
Us,  nobody  to  be  compared  with,  239,  and 

World,  passim. 


Van  Buren  falls  d  gaining  Mr.  Sewings  confi- 
dence, 206  —  his  son  John  reproved,  ib. 

Van,  Old,  plan  to  set  up,  205. 

Vattel,  aa  likely  to  ia31  on  wur  toea  aa  on  mine, 
25& 

VenetJana  invented  something  once,  202. 

Vicea,  cardinal,  sacred  concUve  of,  179. 

Victoria,  Queen,  her  natural  terror,  187— her 
beat  carpets,  268. 


Vin|iB,  the,  letter  of,  to  Magiatratee  of  Meaaina, 

Virginia,  desen'pta,  284,  285. 
Virginians,  their  false  heraldry,  266. 
Voltaire,  esprit  de,  284. 

Vrats,  Captain,  a  Pomeranian,  singular  vlewa 
of,  176. 


Waohuset,  Mountain,  26a 

Wait,  G«neral,  246. 

Wales,  Prince  of,  calls  Brother  , 
sanoHiwus  nosier,  245— but  had  not,  appar- 
ently, consulted  the  Garter  King  at  Arma,  ib. 

Walpole,    Horace,    chuaed,    194  — hia    lettera 
praised,  196. 
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Waltham  Plain,  ComwBllIs  st,  176. 

Walton,  ponctUioaa  in  bia  interoourae  with 
flahea,  179. 

War,  abatnct,  liorTid,  196— ita  hoppera,  giiat 
of,  what,  199. 

Warren,  Fort,  281. 

Warton,  Thomaa,  a  atoiy  of,  188. 

Waahington,  oharge  brought  againat,  9M. 

Waahington,  city  of,  climatic  influence  of,  on 
ooata,  184  —  mentioned,  189  —  grand  ]ury  of, 
191. 

Waahingtona,  two  hatched  at  »  time  by  im- 
proved machine,  204. 

Waichmanu*  noetivaffut,  286. 

Water,  Taunton,  proverbially  weak,  206. 

Water-treee,  201. 

We,  276. 

Weakwaah,  a  name  fMaUy  typical,  246. 

Webeter,  bia  unabridged  quarto,  ita  deleterloua- 
nefls,283. 

Webster,  aome  aentimenta  of,  commended  by 
Mr.  Sawin,  20K. 

Weatcott,  Mr.,  hia  horror,  191. 

Whig  party  baa  a  large  throat,  182 — bat  query 
aa  to  awallowing  apuxa,  205^ 

White-house,  196. 

Wicklille,  Robert,  oonaeqnancea  of  hia  borafefaig, 
281. 

Wife-treea,  201. 

Wilbur,  Mra.  Doroaa  (FOcox),  aa  invariable 
rule  of,  182  —  her  profile,  183  —  tribute  to, 
279. 

Wilbur,  Rev.  Homer,  A.  M.,  conauHed,  173  — 
hia  instruotiona  to  hia  flock,  176 — a  propoai- 
tion  of  hia  for  Proteetant  bomb-ehella,  179  — 
hia  elbow  uudged,  ift.  —  hia  notiona  of  aatire, 
4b.  —  aome  opiniona  of  hia  quoted  with  ap- 
parent approval  by  Mr.  BLrlow,  180  — geo- 
graphical specnlatfona  of,  181  —  a  justice  of 
uie  peace,  ih.  — a  letter  of,  ib,  — a  Latin  pun 
of,  w.  — runs  against  a  post  without  injury, 
182  —  does  not  aeek  notoriety  (whatever  some 
malignanta  may  affirm),  <b»  —  fits  youtha  for 
oolleie,  ib.  —  a  chaplam  during  late  war  with 
Asgland,  183  —  a  shrewd  obeervation  of.  ib. 
—  aome  curious  speeulatlona  of,  188,  189  — 
hia  marteUo-tower,  188 —forgets  he  ia  not  in 
pulpit,  191,  197  — eztracta  from  sermon  of, 
191,  198  — iutereeted  fai  John  Smith,  194- 
his  vIpws  concerning  present  state  of  letters, 
194, 196— a  stratagem  of,  196  —  ventureatwo 
hundred  and  fourth  interpretatloD  of  Beast 
in  Apocalypae,  ib.  —  ohriatens  Hon.  B.  Sawin, 
then  an  infant,  197  —  an  addition  to  our  gjflva 
proposed  l^,  201  —  curious  and  instruotiye 
adventure  of,  202— hia  acoountwith  aa  nn- 
natural  ancle,  <6.  —  his  unoomf  ortable  imagi- 


aatioti,  208— 


Cto> 


ciuuatus,  ib.  —  confeaaea  digreaaive  tend«My 
of  mind,  208— goes  to  work  on  aermon  <noi 
without  fear  that  hia  readera  wiU  dub  him 
with  a  reproachful  epithet  like  that  with 
which  Isaac  iOlerton,  a  Mayflower  man,  re- 
venges himself  on  a  deltairiweut  debtor  of  his, 
callmg  him  in  his  wiU,  and  thus  holding  him 
up  to  posterity,  aa  "John  Peterson,  TBb 
Bou"),  i6.  — hia  modeaty,  236—  di«ulaim« 
tole  authorship  of  Mr.  Biglow'a  wrltiugB,  ib. 
—  his  low  opinion  of  prepensive  autographa, 
ib.  —  %  cha^n  hi  1812,  236 — citeaa  heatheu 
comedian,  237  —  hia  fcndnees  for  the  Book 
of  Job,  <b.  —  praachea  a  Fast-Day  diacourse, 
ib.  — ia  prevmted  from  narrating  a  aingular 
occurrence,  ib.  —  ia  preaented  with  a  pur  of 
■     I  in- 


deeorooalv  aketched  by  Mr.  Sawin,  267  — 
hopee  to  decipher  a  Runic  inaoriptioD,  261  ^- 
a  fable  by,  262—  deciphers  Runic  Inscription, 
267-269  —  hU  method  therehi,  268  —  ia  ready 
to  reconsider  hia  opinion  of  tobaoeo,  269  — 
hia  opinion  of  the  Puritans,  274  — his  death, 
279  — bom  in  Fig^gnaiet,  ifr.  —  letter  of  Rev. 
Mr.  Hitchcock  conoeming,  279,  280  —  fond 
of  Maton*a  Christmas  Imnn,  280— his  monu- 
ment (proposed),  ib. —Ms  epitaph,  <ft.  —  Ua 
hut  letter,  280,  281— hia  auppoaed  disem- 
bodied spirit,  283  —  table  bekmging  to^  «.— 
Bometimea  wrote  Latin  verses,  tA.  —  his  taUo- 
talk,  287-289— his  prejudices,  287  — against 
Baptists,  i5.  —  his  sweet  aatoro,  292- hia 
viewa  of  style,  ib.  —  a  atory  of  his,  293. 

Wild  bore,  a  vernacular  one,  how  to  eaoape, 
188. 

Wilkea,  Captain,  borrowa  raahly,  248. 

Wind,  the,  a  good  Samaritan,  197. 

Wingfield,  his  "  Memorial,"  266. 

Wooden  leg,  remarkable  for  sobriety,  196— 
never  eate  pudding,  ib. 

Wooda,  the.    See  Belmont. 

Worka,  covenants  of,  condenmedj266. 

World,  this,  Its  unhamy  temper,  237. 

Wright,  Colonel,  providentiaUy  rescued.  177. 

Writing  dangerous  to  repntetfott,  286. 

Wrong,  abstract,  safe  to  oppoee,  186. 


Y. 
Tankeea,  thfetr  wont  wooden  mttmog^  267. 

& 
Zack,O]d,204. 


THE  UNHAPPY  LOT  OF  MR  KNOTT. 


PART  L 

SHOWING    HOW    HE    BUfLT    HIS    HOUSE 
AND  HIS  WIFE  MOVED    INTO  IT. 

Mt  worthy  friend,  A*  Gordon  Knott, 

From  business  snng  withdrawn, 
Wm  moch  contented  with  a  lot 
That  would  oontain  a  Tudor  cot 
*Twlxt  twelve  feet  square  of  garden-plot^ 
And  twelve  feet  more  of  lawn. 

He  had  laid  business  on  the  shelf 

To  give  his  taste  expansion. 
And,  since  no  man,  retired  with  pel( 

The  building  mania  can  shun, 
Knott,  beins  middle-a^  himself 
Resolved  to  ouild  (unhappy  elf  I) 

A  mediaeval  mansion. 

Be  called  an  architect  in  connsel; 

"I  want,"  nid  he,  "a— yon  know 
what, 

(Yon  afe  a  builder,  I  am  Knott,) 

A  thing  complete  from  chimney-pot 
Down  to  the  very  grounsel ; 

Here 's  a  half-acre  of  good  land  ; 

Just   have   it   nicely   mapped    and 
planned 
And  make  your  workmen  drive  on  ; 

Meadow  there  is,  and  upland  too. 

And  I  should  like  a  water-view, 
D'  you  think  you  could  contrive  one  f 

(rerha|i8  the  pump  and  trough  would 
do. 

If  painted  a  judicious  blue  T) 

The  woodland  1  've  attended  to  "  ; 

[He   meant   three    pines   stuck   up 
askew. 
Two  dead  ones  and  a  live  one.] 

'<A  pocket-full  of  rocks  'twould  take 
To  build  a  house  of  freestone. 

But  then  it  is  not  hard  to  make 


What  nowadays  is  the  stone  ; 
The  cunning  painter  in  a  trice 
Your  housed  outside  petrifies, 
And  people  think  it  very  gneiss 

Without  inquiring  deener ; 
3fy  money  never  shall  be  thrown 
Away  on  such  a  deal  of  stone. 

When  stone  of  deal  is  cheaper." 

And  so  the  greenest  of  antioues 

Was  Teaxed  for  Knott  to  dwell  in  : 
The  architect  worked  hard  for  weeks 
In  venting  all  hia  private  peaks 
Upon  the  roof,  whose  crop  of  leaks 

Had  satisfied  Fluellen ; 
Whatever  anybody  had 
Out  of  the  common,  good  or  bad, 

Knott  had  it  all  worked  well  in; 
A  donjon-keep^   where  clothes   might 

dry, 
A  porter's  lod^e  that  was  a  sty, 
A  campanile  sTim  and  high. 

Too  small  to  hang  a  bell  in  ; 
All  up  and  down  and  here  and  there, 
With  Lord-knows-whats  of  round  and 

sqnare 
Stuck  on  at  random  everywhere,  — 
It  was  a  house  to  mske  one  stare. 

All  comers  and  all  gables  ; 
Like  dogs  let  loose  upon  a  hear. 
Ten  emulous  styles  glahoyed  with  care, 
The  whole  among  them  seemed  to  tear. 
And  all  the  oddities  to  spare 

Were  set  upon  the  stables. 

Knott  was  delighted  with  a  pile 
Approved  by  fashion's  leaaers : 

(Only  he  made  the  builder  smile, 

By  asking  every  little  while. 

Why  that  was  called  the  Twodoor  style. 
Which  certainly  had  three  doors  I) 

Yet  better  for  this  luckless  man 

If  he  had  put  a  downright  ban 
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Upon  the  thing  in  limine  ; 
For,  though  to  quit  atfairs  his  plan. 
Ere  many  days,  ]K)or  Knott  began 
Perforce  accepting  draughts,  that  ran 

All  ways  —  excewt  up  chimney ; 
The  house,   thougn  painted   stone  to 

mock, 
With   nice   white   lines    round   eveiy 
block. 

Some  trepidation  stood  in, 
When  tempests  (with  petrilic  shock, 
So  to  speak,)  made  it  really  rock, 

Thou^^h  not  a  whit  less  wooden  ; 
And  painted  stone,  howe'er  well  done, 
Will  not  take  in  the  prodigal  sun 
Whme  beams  are  never  qiute  at  one 

With  our  terrestrial  lumber ; 
So  the  wood  shrank  around  the  knot8» 
And  gaped  in  disconcerting  spots, 
And  there  were  lots  of  dots  and  rots 

And  crannies  without  number, 
Wherethrough,  as  you  may  well  pre- 
sume, 
The  wind,  like  water  through  a  flume^ 

Came  rushing  in  ecstatic. 
Leaving,  in  all  three  floors,  no  room 

That  was  not  a  rheumatic  ; 
And,  what  with  points  and  squares  and 
rounds 

Grown  shaky  on  their  poises. 
The  house  at  nights  was  mil  of  pounds, 
Thumps,   bumps,  creaks,    scratchings, 

raps  —  till  —  "  Zounds  ! " 
Cried  Knott,    "this   goes  beyond  all 

bounds ; 
I  do  not  deal  in  tongues  and  sounds, 
Nor  have  I  let  my  house  and  grounds 

To  a  family  of  Noyeses  1 " 

But,  though  Knott's  house  was  full  of 
airs, 

He  had  but  one,  —  a  daughter ; 
And,   as  he  owned  much  stocks  and 

shares, 
Kany  who  wished  to  render  theirs 
Such  vain,  unsatisfying  cares. 
And  needed  wives  to  sew  their  tears, 

In  matrimony  sought  her  ; 
They  vowed  her  gold  they  wanted  not, 

Their  faith  would  never  falter. 
They  louffsd  to  tie  this  single  Knott 

In  the  Hymeneal  halter ; 
So  daily  at  the  door  they  rang, 

Cards  for  the  belle  delivering, 
Or  in  the  choir  at  her  they  sang, 
Achievinff  such  a  rapturous  twang 

As  set  ner  nerves  ashivering. 


Now  Knott  had  quite  made  up  his  mind 

That  Colonel  Jones  should  nave  her ; 
No  beauty  he,  but  oft  we  find 
Sweet  kernels  'neath  a  roughish  rind. 
So  hoped  his  Jenny  'd  be  resigned 

Ana  make  no  more  palaver ; 
Glanced  at  the  fact  that  love  was  blind. 
That  girls  were  raUierish  inclined 

To  pet  their  little  crosses. 
Then  nosologically  detined 
The  rate  at  which  the  system  pined 
In  those  unfortunates  who  dined 
Upon  that  metaphoric  kind 

Of  dish  —  their  own  proboscis. 

But  she,  with  many  tears  and  moans, 

Besought  him  not  to  mock  her. 
Said 't  was  too  much  for  flesh  and  bones 
To  marry  mortgages  and  loans. 
That  fathers*  hearts  were  stocks  and 

stones, 
And  that  she  'd  ffo,  when  Mrs.  Jones, 

To  Davy  Jone?s  locker ; 
Then  gave  her  head  a  little  toss 
That  said  as  plain  as  ever  wu^ 
If  men  are  always  at  a  loss 

Mere  womankind  to  bridle  — 
To  try  the  thing  on  woman  cross 

Were  fifty  times  as  idle ; 
For  she  a  strict  resolve  had  made 

And  registered  in  private, 
That  either  she  would  die  a  maid, 
Or  else  be  Mrs.  Doctor  Slade, 

If  woman  could  contrive  it ; 
And,  though  the  weddins-day  was  set^ 

Jenny  was  more  so,  ra&er, 
Declaring,  in  a  pretty  pet, 
That,  howsoe'er  l^ey  spread  their  net, 
She  would  out-Jennynd  them  yet, 

The  colonel  and  her  father. 

Just  at  this  time  the  Public's  eyes 

Were  keenly  on  the  watch,  a  stir 
Beginning  slowly  to  arise 
About  those  questions  and  replies, 
Those  raps  that  unwrapped  mysteries 

So  rapidly  at  Rochester, 
And  Knott,  already  nervous  grown 
By  lying  much  awake  alone, 
And*  listening,  sometimes  to  a  moan. 

And  sometimes  to  a  clatter. 
Whene'er  the  wind  at  night  would 
The  ffingprbread-work  on  his  house. 
Or  when  some  hasty-tempered  mouse^ 
Behind  the  plastering,  made  a  toiwae 

About  a  family  matter, 
Began  to  wonder  if  his  wife. 
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A  pnralytic  hulf  her  life, 

Which  tnacle  it  more  snrprising, 
Might  not  to  rule  him  from  her  urn, 
Have  taken  a  peripatetic  turn 

For  waiit  of  exorcising. 

This  thought,  once  nestled  in  his  head. 
Erelong  contagious  grew,  and  spread 
Infecting  all  his  mind  with  dread, 
Until  at  last  he  lay  in  bed 
And  heard  his  wife,  with  well-known 

tread. 
Entering  the  kitchen  through  the  shed, 

(Or  was *t  his  fancy,  mocking?) 
Opening  the  pantry,  cutting  bread, 
And  then  (sne'd  been  some  ten  years 
dead) 

Closets  and  drawers  unlocking; 
Or,  in  his  room  (his  breath  srew  thick) 
He  heard  the  long-familiar  click 
Of  slender  needles  flying  quick, 

As  if  she  knit  a  stocking ; 
For  whom  ? — he  prayed  that  years  might 
flit 

With  pains  rheumatic  shooting. 
Before  those  ghostly  things  she  knit 
Upon  his  unfleshed  sole  might  fit. 
He  did  not  fancy  it  a  bit, 

To  stand  upon  that  footing; 
At  other  times,  his  frightened  hairs 

Aliove  the  bedclothes  trusting, 
He  heard  her,  full  of  household  cares, 
(No  dream  entrapped  in  supper's  snares. 
The  foal  of  horrible  nightmares. 
But  broad  awake,  as  he  declares,) 
Go  bustling  up  and  down  the  stairs, 
Or  setting  DHCR  last  evening's  chairs, 

Or  with  the  poker  thrusting 
The     raked- up  sea -coal's     hardened 

crust  — 
And  —  what !  impossible !  it  must ! 
He  knew  she  had  returned  to  dust. 
And  vet  could  scarce  his  senses  trust, 
Heanng  her  as  she  poked  and  fussed 

About  the  parlor,  dusting! 

Xight  after  night  he  strore  to  sleep 
And  take  his  ease  in  spite  of  it ; 
But  still  his  flesh  would  chill  and  creep, 
And,  though  two  night-lamps  he  might 
keen. 
He  could  not  so  make  light  of  it 
At  Inst,  quite  desperate,  he  goes 
And  tells  his  neighbors  all  his  woes, 

Which  did  but  their  amount  enhance ; 
They  made  such  mockery  of  his  fears 
That  soon  hia  days  were  of  all  jeers, 


His  nights  of  the  rueful  countenance ; 
"  I  thought  most  folks,"  one  neighbor 

said, 
"Gave  up  the  ghost  when  they  were 

dead?" 
Another  gravely  shook  his  head. 

Adding,  "  From  all  we  hear,  it  *s 
Quite  plain  poor  Knott  is  going  mad — 
For  how  can  he  at  once  be  sad 

And  think  he 's  full  of  spirits  ? " 
A  third  declared  he  knew  a  knife 

Would  cut  this  Knott  much  quicker, 
"  The  surest  way  to  end  all  strife, 
And  lay  the  spirit  of  a  wife. 

Is  just  to  take  and  lick  her ! " 
A  temperance  man  caught  up  the  word, 


•Ah, 


ves,"  he  groaned,  **1  *ve  always 
heard 


Our  poor  friend  somewhat  slanted 
Tow'rd  tliking  liquor  overmuch  ; 
I  fear  these  spirits  may  be  Dutch, 
(A  sort  of  gins,  or  something  such,) 

With  which  his  house  is  haunted ; 
I  see  the  tbinff  as  clear  as  light,  — 
If  Knott  would  give  up  getting  tight, 

Naught  farther  would  be  wanted  " : 
So  all  his  neighboi-s  stood  aloof 
And,  that  the  spirits  'neath  his  roof 
Were  not  entii-ely  up  to  proof, 

Unanimously  granted. 

Knott  knew  that  cocks  and  sprites  were 

foes. 
And  so  bought  up.  Heaven  only  knows 
How  manv,  for  be  wanted  crows 
To  give  ghosts  caws,  as  I  suppose^ 

IV)  think  that  day  was  breaking ; 
Moreover  what  he  called  his  park, 
He  turned  into  a  kind  of  ark 
For  dogs,  because  a  little  bark 
Is  a  good  tonic  in  the  dark, 

If  one  is  given  to  waking ; 
But  things  went  on  from  bad  to  worse, 
His  curs  wei'e  nothing  but  a  curse. 

And,  what  was  stiU  more  shocking, 
Foul  ghosts  of  livinff  fowl  made  soofi 
And  would  not  thinK  of  going  off 

In  spite  of  all  his  cocking 
Shanghais,  Bucks-counties,  Dominiqne^ 
Malays  (that  did  n*t  lay  for  weeks,) 

Poiandera,  Bantams,  Dorkings, 
(Waiving  the  cost,  no  trifling  ill, 
Since  each  brought  in  his  little  bill,) 
By  day  or  night  were  never  still. 
But  every  thought  of  rest  would  kill 

With  cacklings  and  with  quorkings ; 
Henry  the  Eighth  of  wives  got  free 
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By  a  way  he  had  of  axing  ; 
But  poor  linott's  Tudor  heneiy 
WaB  not  so  fortunate,  and  he 

Still  found  his  trouble  waxing  ; 
As  for  the  dogs,  the  rows  they  made, 
And  how  they  howled,  snarled^  barked 
and  bayed, 

Beyond  all  human  knowledge  is  ; 
All  night,  as  wide  awake  as  gnats, 
The  terriers  rumj^used  after  rataj. 
Or,  just  for  practice,  taught  their  brats 
To  worry  cast-off  shoes  and  hata, 
The  bull-dogs  settled  private  spats, 
All  chased  ima^nary  cats. 
Or  raved  behind  the  fence's  slats 
At  real  ones,  or,  from  their  mats. 
With  friends,  miles  oS,  held  pleasant 

chats. 
Or,  like  some  folks  in  white  cravats, 
Contemptuoas  of  sharps  and  flats. 

Sat  up  and  sang  dogsologies. 
Meanwhile  the  cats  set  up  a  soaall. 
And,  safe  upon  the  garden-wall^ 

All  night  Kept  cat-a-waUing, 
As  if  the  feline  race  were  all. 
In  one  wild  cataleptic  sprawl. 

Into  love's  tortures  uUing. 

PART  IL 

8H0WIN0  WHAT  IS  MEANT  BY  A  FLOW 
OF  SPUUTS. 

At   first    the   ghosts  were    somewhat 

shy, 
Coming  when  none  but  Knott  was  nigh, 
And  people  said  't  was  all  their  eye, 
(Or  rather  his)  a  flam,  the  sly 

Digestion's  machination  : 
Some  recommended  a  wet  sheet. 
Some  a  nice  broth  of  pounded  peat, 
Some  a  cold  flat-iron  to  the  feet, 
Some  a  decoction  of  lamb's-bleat, 
Some  a  southwesterly  grain  of  wheat  j 
Meat  was  by  some  pronounced  unmeet. 
Others  thought  fish  most  indiscreet, 
And  that 't  was  worse  than  all  to  eat 
Of  vegetables,  sour  or  sweet, 
(Except,  perhaps,  the  skin  of  beet,) 

In  such  a  concatenation  : 
One  quack  his  button  gently  plucks 
And  murmurs,  "  Biliary  ducks ! " 

Says  Knott,  '*  I  never  ate  one  "  ; 
But  all,  though  brimming  full  of  wrath, 
HomoBo,  Alio,  Hydropath, 
Concurred  in  this  —  that  t'  other's  path 

To  death's  door  was  the  straight  one. 


Still,  spite  of  medical  advice, 

The  ghosts  came  thicker,  and  a  spice 

Of  mischief  grew  apparent ; 
Nor  did  they  only  come  at  night. 
But  seemed  to  fancy  broad  da^light^ 
Till  Knott,  in  horror  and  afl'nght. 

His  unoffending  hair  rent ; 
Whene'er  with  handkerchief  on  lap, 
He  made  his  elbow-chair  a  trap. 
To  catch  an  after-dinner  nap, 
The  ^irits,  always  on  the  tap, 
Would  make  a  sudden  rap,  rap,  rap. 
The  half-spun  cord  of  sleep  to  snap, 
(And  what  is  life  without  its  nap 
But  threadbareness  and  mere  mishap  f) 
As  't  were  Mrith  a  percussion  cap 

The  trouble's  climax  capping ; 
It  seemed  a  part^  dried  and  ^m 
Of  mummies  had  come  to  visit  him, 
Each  getting  off  from  ever^  limb 

Its  multitudinous  wrapping ; 
Scratchings   sometimes   the  walls   ran 

round, 
The  merest  penny-weights  of  sound  ; 
Sometimes  't  was  only  by  the  pound 

They  carried  on  their  dealing, 
A  thumning  'neath  the  parlor  floor. 
Thump-bump-thump-bumping  o'er  and 

o'er. 
As  if  the  vegetables  in  store 
(Quiet  and  orderly  before) 

Were  all  together  peeling  ; 
You  would  have  thought  the  thing  was 

done 
By  the  spirit  of  some  son  of  a  gun. 

And  that  a  forty-two-pounder. 
Or  that  the   ghost  which  made  such 

sounds 
Could  be  none  other  than  John  Pounds, 

Of  Ragged  Schools  the  founder. 
Through  three  gradations  of  affright, 
The  awful  noises  reached  their  height ; 

At  first  they  knocked  noctumaUy, 
Then,  for' some  reason,  chanffing  ^uite, 
(As  mourners,  after  six  montns'  flight, 
Turn  suddenly  from  dark  to  light,) 

Beffian  to  knock  diumally. 
And  last,  combining  all  their  stocks, 

(Scotland  was  ne  er  so  full  of  Knox,) 
Into  one  Chaos  (father  of  Nox,) 
yocU  pluU  —  they  showered  knocks, 

And    knocked,    knocked,    knocked, 
eternally ; 
Ever  upon  the  go,  like  buovs, 
(Wooden  sea-urchins,)  all  Knott's  joys, 
Thev  turned  to  troubles  and  a  noise 

That  preyed  on  him  internally. 
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Soon  they  grew  wider  in  their  scope  ; 
Whenever  Knott  a  door  would  ope. 
It  wotdd  ope  not,  or  elae  elope 
And  fly  back  (curbless  as  a  trope 
Once  started  down  a  stanza's  slope 
By  a  bai'd  thiit  gave  it  too  much  rope — ) 

Like  a  clap  of  thunder  slamming ; 
And,  when  land  Jenny  brought  his  hat, 
(She  always,  when  he  walke<^  did  that,) 
Just  as  upon  his  head  it  sat. 
Submitting  to  his  settling  pat. 
Some  unseen  hand  would  jam  it  flat, 
Orjdve  it  such  a  furious  bat 

That  eyes  and  nose  went  cramming 
Up  out  of  sight,  and  consequently, 
As  when  in  ufe  it  paddled  free, 

His  beaver  caused  much  damning ; 
If  these  things  seem  o'er-strained  to 

be. 
Read  the  account  of  Doctor  Dee, 
*T  is  in  our  coUi^  library  ; 
Read  Wesley's  circumstantial  plea, 
And  Mrs.  Crowe,  more  like  a  bee, 
Sucking  the  nightshade's  honeyed  fee. 
And  Selling's  Pneumatology ; 
Consult  Scot,  Olanvil,  grave  Wie- 
rus,  and  both  Mathers  ;  further  see, 
Webster,  Casaubon,  James  First's  trea- 
tise, a  right  royal  Q.  E.  D. 
Writ  with  the  moon  in  perigee, 
Bodin  de  la  Demonomanie  — 
(Accent  that  last  line  gingerly) 
AH  full  of  learning  as  the  sea 
Of  fishes,  and  all  disagree, 
Save  in  Saihanaa  apage  / 
Or,  what  will  surely  put  a  flea 
In  unbelieving  ears — with  glee, 
Out  of  a  paper  (sent  to  me 
By  some  friend  who  forgot  to  P... 
A. . .  Y. . .  —  I  use  cryptography 
Lest  I  his  vengeful  pen  should  dree  — 
His  P...O...S...T...A...G...R..) 

Thines  to  the  same  effect  I  cut, 
About  tne  tantrums  of  a  ghost. 
Not  more  than   three  weeks  since,  at 
most, 

Kear  Stratford,  in  Connecticut 

Knott's  IJpas  daily  roread  its  roots, 
Sent  up  on  all  sides  livelier  shoots. 
And  bore  more  pestilential  fruits ; 
The   ghosts    behaved    like    downright 

brutes, 
They  snipped  holes  in  his  Sunday  suits. 
Practised  all  night  on  octave  flutes, 
Putpeas  (not  peace)  into  his  boots, 
Wnereof  grew  corns  in  season, 


They  scotched  his  sheets,  and,  what  was 

worse. 
Stuck  his  silk  nightcap  full  of  burrs. 
Till  he,  in  language  plain  and  terse, 
(But  much  unUke  a  Bible  verse,) 
Swore  he  should  lose  his  reason. 

The  tables  took  to  spinning,  too. 
Perpetual  yams,  and  arm-chairs  grew 

To  prophets  and  apostles  ; 
One  footstool  vowed  that  only  he 
Of  law  and  gospel  held  the  key. 
That  teachers  of  whate'er  degree 
To  whom  opinion  bows  the  knee 
Wem't  fit  to  teach  Truth's  a  b  c. 
And  were  (the  whole  lot)  to  a  T 

Mere  fogies  all  and  fossils  ; 
A  teapoy,  late  the  property 

Of  Knox's  Aunt  Keziah, 
(Whom  Jenny  most  irreverently 
Had  nicknamed  her  aunt-tii>athy) 
With  tips  emphatic  claimed  to  lie 

The  prophet  Jeremiah ; 
The  tins  upon  the  kitchen -wall. 
Turned  tintinnabnlators  all, 
And  things  that  used  to  come  at  call 

For  simple  household  services 
Began  to  hop  and  whirl  and  prance, 
Fit  to  put  out  of  countenance 
The  CommU  and  OriaetUs  of  France 

Or  Turkey's  dancing  Dervises. 

Of  course  such  doings,  far  and  wide. 
With  rumors  filled  the  country-side, 
And  (as  it  is  our  nation's  pride 
To  think  a  Truth  not  verified 
Till  with  majorities  allied) 
Parties  snrung  up,  affirmed,  denied. 
And  canaidates  with  (questions  plied. 
Who,  like  the  circus-nders,  tried 
At  once  both  hobbies  to  bestride, 
And  each  with  his  opponent  vied 

In  being  inexplicit. 
Earnest  inquirers  multijilied  ; 
Folks,  whose  tenth  cousins  lately  died. 
Wrote  letters  lone,  and  Knott  replied  ; 
All  who  could  either  walk  or  ride 
Gathered  to  wonder  or  deride. 

And  paid  the  house  a  visit ; 
Horses  were  to  his  pine-trees  tied. 
Mourners  in  every  comer  sighed. 
Widows    brought    children  there  that 

cried, 
Swarms  of  lean  Seekers,  eager-eyed, 
(People  Knott  never  could  abide,) 
Into  each  hole  and  cranny  pried 
With  strings  of  questions  cut  and  diied 
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From  the  Devout  luquirer*s  Guide, 
For  the  wise  spirita  to  decide  — 

As,  for  example,  is  it 
True  that  the  damned  are  fried  or  boiled } 
Was  the  Earth's  axis  greased  or  oiled  ? 
Who  cleaned  the  moon  when  it  was 

soiled  ? 
How  baldness  might  be  cured  or  foiled  ? 

How  heal  diseased  potatoes  ? 
Did  spiiits  have  the  sense  of  smell  ? 
Where  would  departed  spinsters  dwell  ? 
If  the  late  Zenas  Smith  were  well  f 
If  Earth  were  solid  or  a  shell  ? 
Were  spirits  fond  of  Doctor  Fell  ? 
Did  the  bull  toll  Cock- Robin's  knell  ? 
What  remedy  would  bugs  expel  if 
If  Paine's  invention  were  a  sell  ? 
Did  spirits  by  Webster's  system  spell  ? 
Was  it  a  sin  to  be  a  belle  ? 
Did  dancing  sentence  folks  to  hell  ? 
If  so,  then  where  most  torture  fell  — 

On  little  toes  or  great  toes  ? 
If  life's  true  seat  were  in  the  brain  ? 
Did  Ensign  mean  to  marry  Jane  ? 
By  whom,  in  fact,  was  Morgan  slain  ? 
Could  matter  ever  suffer  pain  ? 
What  would  take  out  a  cnerry-stain  ? 
Who  picked  the  pocket  of  Seth  Crane, 
Of  Waldo  precinct.  State  of  Maine  ? 
Was  Sir  John  Franklin  sought  in  vain  ? 
Did  primitive  Christians  ever  train  f 
What  was  the  family-name  of  Cain  ? 
Them  spoons,  were  they  by  Betty  ta'en  ? 
Would    earth-worm    poultice    cure    a 

sprain  7 
Was  Soci-ates  so  dreadful  plain  ? 
What  teamster  guided  Charles's  wain  ? 
Was  Uncle  Ethan  mad  or  sane. 
And  could  his  will  in  force  remain  ? 
If  not,  what  counsel  to  retain  ? 
Did  Le  Sage  steal  Oil  Bias  from  Spain  t 
Was  Junius  writ  by  Thomas  Paine  ? 
Were  ducks  discomforted  by  rain  ? 
How  did  Britannia  rule  the  main  ? 
Was  Jonas  coining  back  again  ? 
Was  vital  truth  upon  the  wane  ? 
Did  ghosts,  to  scare  folks,  drag  a  chain  ? 
Who  was  our  Huldah's  chosen  swain  ? 
Did  none  have   teeth   pulled   without 
payin'. 

Ere  ether  was  invented  ? 
Whether  mankind  would  not  agree, 
If  the  universe  were  tuned  in  C  ? 
What  was  it  ailed  Lucindy's  knee  ? 
Whether  folks  eat  folks  in  Feejee  ? 
Whether  Ma  name  would  end  with  T  ? 
If  Saturn's  rings  were  two  or  three, 


And  what  bump  in  Phrenology 

They  truly  represented  ? 
These    problems    dark,    wherein    they 

groped. 
Wherewith  man's  reason  vainly  coped, 
Now.  that  the  spirit- world  was  opcSl, 
In  all  humility  they  hoped 

Would  be  resolved  instanUr  ; 
Each  of  the  miscellaneous  rout 
Brought  his,  or  her,  own  little  doubt, 
And  wished  to  pump  the  spirits  out, 
Through  his  or  iier  own  private  spout, 

Into  his  or  her  decanter. 


PART   HI. 

WHEREIN  IT  18  SHOWN  THAT  THE 
MOST  ARDENT  SPIRITS  ARE  MORE 
ORNAMENTAL  THAN  USEFUL. 

Many  a  speculating  \iight 
Came  by  express-trains,  day  and  night. 
To  see  if  Knott  wonld  '*  sell  his  right," 
Meaning  to  make  the  ghosts  a  sight — 

What  they  called  a  "meenaygerie"  ; 
One  threatened,  if  he  would  not "  trade," 
His  run  of  custom  to  invade, 
(He  could  not  these  sharp  folks  persuade 
That  he  was  not,  in  some  way,  paid,) 

And  stamp  him  as  a  plagiary, 
By  coming  down,  at  one  fell  swoop. 
With     THE     ORIGINAL     knocking 

TROUPE, 

Come  recently  from  Hades, 
Who  (for  a  quarter-dollar  heard) 
Would  ne'er  rap  out  a  hasty  word 
Whence  any  blame  mifht  be  incurred 

From  the  most  fastidious  ladies  ; 
The  late  lamented  Jesse  Sonle 
To  stir  the  ghosts  up  with  a  pole 
And  be  director  of  tne  whole. 

Who  was  engaged  the  rather 
For  the  rare  merits  he  'd  combine, 
Having  been  in  the  spirit  line. 
Which  trade  he  only  did  resign. 
With  general  applause,  to  shine. 
Awful  in  mail  of  cotton  fine, 

As  ghost  of  Hamlet's  father  ! 
Another  a  fair  plan  reveals 
Never  yet  hit  on,  which,  he  feels, 
To  Knott's  religious  sense  appeals  — 
"We'U   have   your  house  set  up  on 
wheels, 

A  speculation  pious ; 
For  music,  we  can  shortly  find 
A  barrel-organ  that  will  grind 
Psalm-tunes,  —  an  instrument  designed 
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For  tbe  New  £iiglaud  tour  —  raiiued 
From  secular  dixMses,  and  inclined 
To  an  unworldly  turn,  (combined 

With  no  sectarian  bias ;) 
Then,  travelling  by  stages  slow, 
Under  the  style  of  Knott  &  Co., 
I  would  accompany  the  show 
As  moral  lecturer,  the  foe 
Of  Rationalism  ;  while  you  could  throw 
The  i-appings  iu,  and  make  them  go 
Strict  ruritan  principles,  you  know, 
(How  do  you  make  'em  ?  with  your  toe  ?) 
And  the  receipts  which  thence  might  How, 

We  could  divide  between  us ; 
Still  moi-e  attractions  to  combine, 
Beside  these  services  of  mine, 
I  will  throw  in  a  very  fine 
(It  would  do  nicely  for  a  sign) 

Original  Titian's  Venus.' 
Another  offered,  handsome  fees 
If  Knott  would  get  Demosthenes 
(Nay,  his  mere  knuckles,  for  more  ease) 
To  rap  a  few  short  sentences  ; 
Or  if,  for  want  of  proper  keys, 

His  Greek  might  make  confusion. 
Then  just  to  get  a  rap  from  Burke, 
To  recommend  a  little  work 

On  Public  Elocution. 
Meanwhile,  the  spirits  made  replies 
To  all  the  reverent  whcUs  and  whys. 
Resolving  doubts  of  every  size, 
And  giving  seekers  grave  and  wise. 
Who  came  to  know  their  destinies, 

A  rap-turous  reception ; 
When  unbelievers  void  of  grace 
Came  to  investigate  tiie  place, 
(Creatures  of  Sadducistic  race, 
With  grovelling  intellects  and  base,) 
They  could  not  find  the  slightest  trace 

To  indicate  deception ; 
Indeed,  it  is  declared  by  some 
That  spirits  (of  this  sort)  are  glum. 
Almost,  or  wholly,  deaf  and  dumb, 
And  (out  of  self-res{>ect)  quite  mum 
To  sceptic  natures  cold  and  numb. 
Who  of  this  kind  of  Kingdom  Come 

Have  not  a  just  conception  : 
True,  there  were  people  who  demurred 
That,  though  the  raps  no  doubt  were  heard 

Both  under  them  and  o'er  them. 
Yet,  somehow,  when  a  search  they  made, 
Thev  found  Miss  Jenny  sore  afraid. 
Or  Jenny's  lover,  Doctor  Slade, 
Equally  awe-struck  and  dismayed. 
Or  Deborah,  the  chamber-maid, 
Whose  terrors  not  to  be  gainsaid. 
In  laughs  hysteric  were  displayed. 


Was  always  there  before  them ; 
This  had  its  due  effect  with  some 
Who  straight  departed,  muttf^ring.  Hum ! 

Transparent  hoax  !  and  Gammon  I 
But  these  were  few  :  believing  souls 
Came,  day  by  day,  in  lai^ger  ^oals. 
As  the  ancients  to  the  windy  holes 
'Neath  Delphi's  tripod   brought   their 
doles. 

Or  to  the  shrine  of  Ammon. 

The  spirits  seemed  exceeding  tame, 
Call  whom  you  fancied,  and  he  came ; 
The  shades  august  of  eldest  fame 

You  summoned  with  an  awful  ease ; 
As  gix>88er  spirits  gurgled  out 
Fi-om  chair  and  table  with  a  spout, 
In  Auerbach's  cellar  once,  to  nout 
The  senses  of  the  rabble  rout. 
Where'er  the  gimlet  twirled  about 

Of  cunning  Mephistopheles, 
So  did  these  spirits  seem  in  store. 
Behind  the  wainscot  or  the  door, 
Ready  to  thrill  the  being's  core 
Of  every  enterprising  bore 

With  their  astounding  glamour ; 
Whatever  ghost  one  wisii^  to  hear. 
By  strange  coincidence,  was  near 
To  make  the  past  or  future  clear 

(Sometimes  in  shocking  grammar) 
By  raps  and  tajps,  now  there,  now  here-^ 
It  seemed  as  if  the  spirit  queer 
Of  some  departed  auctioneer 
Were  doomed  to  practise  by  the  year 

With  the  spirit  of  his  hammer : 
Whate'er  you  asked  was  answered,  yet 
One  could  not  very  deeply  get 
Into  the  obliging  spirits'  deot. 
Because  they  used  the  alphabet 

In  all  communications. 
And  new  revealings  (though  sublime) 
Rapped  out,  one  letter  at  a  time, 

With  boggles,  hesitations. 
Stoppings,  beginnings  o'er  a^n, 
And  getting  matters  into  tram, 
Coulu  hardly  overload  the  brain 

With  too  excessive  rations, 
Since  just  to  ask  i/ttoo  and  two 
ReaZly  Tndkefour?  or,  How  dC  ye  dof 
And  get  the  fit  replies  thereto 
In  the  tramundane  rat-tat-too, 

Might  ask  a  whole  day's  patience. 

'T  was  strange  Cmongst  other  things)  to 

find 
In  what  odd  sets  the  ghosts  combined, 
Happy  forthwith  to  thump  any 
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Pieoe  of  inUUigence  inspired. 

The  tnith  whereof  had  been  inquired 

By  some  one  of  the  oompany ; 
For  instance,  Fielding,  Mirabeao, 
Orator  Henley,  Cicero, 
Paley,  John  Zisca,  Marivaux, 
Melancthon,  Robertson,  Junot, 
Scaliger,  Chesterfield,  Ronsaeau, 
Hakluyt,  Boccaccio,  South,  De  Foe, 
Diaz,  Josephus,  Richard  Roe, 
Odin,  Anniniua,  Charles  U  groa, 
Tiresias,  the  late  James  Crow, 
Casabianca,  Grose,  Prideaux, 
Old  Grimes,  Young  Norval,  Swift,  Bria- 

sot, 
Maimonides,  the  Chevalier  D'O, 
Socrates,  Fenelon,  Job»  Stow, 
The  inventor  of  Elixir  pro^ 
Enrijpides,  Spinoza,  Poe, 
Confucius,  Hiram  Smith,  and  Fo, 
C-ame  (as  it  seemed,  somewhat  de  trap) 
With  a  disembodied  Esquimaux, 
To  say  that  it  was  so  and  so. 

With  Franklin's  expedition ; 
One  testified  to  ice  and  snow. 
One  that  the  mercury  was  low. 
One  that  his  progress  was  quite  slow, 
One  that  he  much  desired  to  so, 
One  that  the  cook  had  frozen  nis  toe, 
(Dissented  from  by  Dandolo, 
Wordsworth,  Cvnaeginis,  Boileau, 
La  Hontan,  and  Sir  Thomas  Roe,) 
One  saw  twelve  white  bears  in  a  row, 
One  saw  eleven  and  a  crow. 
With  other  things  we  could  not  know 
(Of  great  statistic  value,  though,) 

By  our  mere  mortal  vision. 

Sometimes  the  spirits  made  mistakes. 
And  seemed  to  plav  at  ducks  and  drakes 
With  bold  inquiry  s  heaviest  stakes 

In  science  or  in  mystery ; 
They  knew  so  little  (and  that  wrong) 
Yet  rapped  it  out  so  bold  and  strong. 
One  would  have  said  the  unnumbered 
throng 

Had  been  Professors  of  History  ; 
What  made  it  odder  was,  that  those 
Who,  you  would  naturally  suppose, 
Could  solve  a  question,  if  they  chose, 
As  easily  as  count  their  toes, 

Were  just  the  ones  that  blundered  ; 
One  day,  Ulysses  happening  down, 
A  reader  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne 

And  who  (with  him)  had  wondered 
What  song  it  was  the  Sirens  sang, 
Asked  the  shrewd  Ithacan  —bang/  bang/ 


With  this  response  the  chamber  rang, 

"  Iffuess  it  was  Old  Hundred." 
And  Franklin,  being  asked  to  name 
The  reason  why  the  lightning  came. 
Replied,  *'  Because  it  thundered." 

On  one  sole  point  the  ghosts  agreed. 
One  fearful  point,  than  which,  indeed. 

Nothing  could  seem  absurder  ; 
Poor  Colonel  Jones  they  all  abused. 
And  finally  downright  afscused 

The  poor  old  man  of  murder ; 
*T  was  thus  ;  by  dreadful  rans  was  shown 
Some  spirit's  longing  to  make  known 
A  blooay  fact,  which  he  alone 
Was  privy  to,  (such  ghosts  more  prone 

In  Earth's  affairs  to  meddle  are  ;) 
fVho  are  you  ?  with  awe-stricken  lookfl» 
All  ask  :  his  airy  knuckles  he  crooks, 
And  raps,  "  I  was  Eliab  Snooks* 

That  used  to  be  a  pedler ; 
Some  on  ye  still  are  on  my  books  l " 
Whereat,  to  inconspicuous  nooks, 
(More  fearing  this  than  common  spooks,) 

Shrank  each  indebted  meddler  ; 
Further  the  vengeful  ghost  declared 
That  while  his  earthly  life  was  spared. 
About  the  counttr  he  had  fared, 

A  duly  licensed  follower 
Of  that  much-wandering  trade  that  wins 
Slow  profit  from  the  sale  of  tins 

Ana  various  kinds  of  hollow-ware ; 
That  C!olonel  Jones  enticed  him  in, 
Pretending  that  he  wanted  tin, 
There  slew  him  with  a  rolling-pin. 
Hid  him  in  a  potato-bin, 

And  (the  same  night)  him  ferried 
Across  Great  Pond  to  t'  other  shore, 
And  there,  on  land  of  Widow  Moors, 
Just  where  you  turn  to  Larkin's  store, 

Under  a  rock  him  buried  ; 
Some  friends  (who  happened  to  be  by) 
He  called  upon  to  testify 
That  what  he  said  was  not  a  lie, 

And  that  he  did  not  stir  this 
Foul  matter,  out  of  any  spite 
But  from  a  simple  love  of  right ;  — 

Which  statements  the  Nine  Worthies, 
Rabbi  Akiba,  Charlemagne, 
Seth,  Colley  Cibber,  (Jeneral  Wayne, 
Cambyaea,  Tasso,  Tubal-Cain, 
The  owner  of  a  castle  in  Spain, 
Jehanghire,  and  the  Widow  ofNain, 
(The  friends  aforesaid,)  made  more  plain 

And  by  loud  raps  attested  *, 
To  the  same  purport  testified 
Plato,  John  Wilkes,  and  Colonel  Pride 
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Who  knew  said  Snooks  before  he  died, 

Had  in  his  wares  invested, 
Thought  him  entitled  to  belief 
And  ireely  could  concur,  in  brief. 

In  everything  the  rest  did. 

Eliab  this  occasion  seized, 
(Distinctly  here  the  spirit  sneezed,) 
To  say  that  he  should  ne'er  be  eased 
Till  Jenny  married  whom  she  pleased. 

Free  from  all  checks  and  urgin's, 
(This  spirit  dropt  his  final  ^s) 
And  tlukt,  unless  Knott  quickly  sees 
This  done,  the  spirits  to  appease. 
They  would  oome  back  his  life  to  tease, 
As  thick  as  mites  in  ancient  cheese. 
And  let  his  house  on  an  endless  lease 
To  the  ghosts  (terrific  rappei-s  these 
And  veritable  Eumenides) 

Of  the  £leven  Thousand  Yii^s ! 

Knott  was  perplexed  and  shook  his  head. 
He  did  not  wish  his  child  to  wed 

With  a  suspected  murderer, 
(For,  true  or  raise,  the  rumor  spread,) 
But  as  for  this  roiled  life  he  lea, 
**  It  would  not  answer,'*  so  he  said, 

••  To  have  it  go  no  fnrderer." 
At  last,  scarce  knowing  what  it  meant. 
Reluctantly  he  gave  consent 
That  Jenny,  since  't  was  evident 
That  she  would  follow  her  own  bent. 

Should  make  her  own  election ; 
For  that  appeared  the  only  way 
These  frigntful  noises  to  allay 
Which  had  already  turned  him  gray 

And  plunged  him  in  dejection. 

Accordingly,  this  artless  maid 

Her  father's  ordinance  obeyed, 

And,  all  in  whitest  crape  arrayed, 

(Miss  Pulsifer  the  dresses  made 

And  wishes  here  the  fact  displayed 

That  she  still  carries  on  the  trade, 

The  third  door  south  from  Bagg's  Arcade,) 

A  very  faint  "I  do  "  essayed 

And  gave  her  hand  to  Hiram  Slade, 

From  which  time  forth,  the  ghosts  were 

laid. 
And  ne'er  gave  trouble  after ; 
But  the  Selectmen,  be  it  known. 
Dug  underneath  the  aforesaid  stone, 
Where   the    poor    pedler's  coi-pee  was 

thrown. 
And  found  thereunder  a  jaw-bone, 
Though,  when  tlie  crowner  sat  thereon. 
He  nothing  hatched,  except  alone 


Successive  broods  of  lauffhter ; 
It  was  a  frail  and  dingy  thing, 
In  which  a  grinder  or  two  did  cling. 

In  color  like  molasses, 
Which  surgeons,  called  from  far  and  wide, 
Ujioii  the  horror  to  decide, 

Having  put  on  their  glasses. 
Reported  thus— "To  judge  by  looks. 
These  bones,  by  some  queer  hooks  or 

crooks, 
May  have  belonged  to  Mr.  Snooks, 
But,  as  men  deepest-read  in  books 

Are  perfectly  aware,  bones. 
If  buried  fifty  years  or  so. 
Lose  their  identity  and  grow 

Fi-om  human  bones  to  bare  bones.*' 

Still,  if  to  Jaalam  you  go  down, 
You  *ll  find  two  parties  in  the  town. 
One  headcil  by  Benaiah  Brown, 

And  one  by  Perez  Tinkham  ; 
The  first  believe  the  ghosts  all  through 
And  vow  that  they  shall  never  rue 
The  happy  chance  by  which  they  knew 
That  people  in  Jupiter  are  blue. 
And  verv  fond  of  Irish  stew, 
Two  cunous  facts  which  Prince  Lee  Boo 
Rapped  clearly  to  a  chosen  few — 

Whereas  the  others  think  *em 
A  trick  got  up  bv  Doctor  Slade 
With  Deborah  the  chamber-maid 

And  that  sly  cretur  Jinny. 
That  all  the  revelations  wise, 
At  which  the  Brownites  made  big  eyes. 
Might  have  been  given  by  Jared  Keyes, 

A  natural  fool  and  ninny. 
And,  last  week,  did  n't  Eliab  Snooks 
Oome  back  with  never  better  looks, 
As  sharp  as  new-bought  mackerel  hooks, 

And  bright  as  a  new  pin,  eh  T 
Good  Parson  Wilbur,  too,  avers 
(Though  to  be  mixed  in  parish  stirs 
Is  worse  than  handling  cnestnut-burrs) 
That  no  case^to  his  mind  occurs 
Where  spirits  ever  did  converse. 
Save  in  a  kind  of  guttural  Erse, 

(So  say  the  best  authorities  ;) 
And  that  a  chaige  by  rape  convened 
Should  be  most  scrupulousl^r  weighed 

And  searched  into,  before  it  is 
Made  public,  since  it  may  give  pain 
That  cannot  soon  be  cured  again. 
And  one  word  may  infix  a  stain 

Which  ten  cannot  gloss  over, 
Though  speaking  for  nis  private  part. 
He  is  rejoiced  with  all  his  heart 

Miss  Knott  missed  not  her  lover. 
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I. 

They  toiled  not  neither  did  they  spin ; 

SoMSWHRRE  in  India,  npon  a  time, 
(Read  it  not  Injah,  or  yon  spoil  the 
verse,) 

their  bias 
Was  tow'rd  the  harder  task  of  being 
pious. 

There  dwelt  two  saints  whose  privi- 

IV. 

lege  sablime 

It  was  to  sit  and  watch  the  world  grow 

Each  from  his  hut  rushed  six  scort 

worse. 

times  a  day. 

Their  only    care  (in   that    delicious 

Like  a  great  canon  of  the  Church  full- 

clime) 

rammed 

At  proijer  intervals  to  pray  and  cui-se  ; 
Pracrit    the     dialect    each    prudent 

With  cartridge  theologic,  (so  to  say,) 
Touched  himself  off,  and  then,  recoiling. 

brother 

slammed 

Used  for  himself,  Damnonian  f  r  the 

His  hovel's  door  behind  him  in  a  way 
That  to  his  foe  said  plainly,  —  you  M 

other. 

be  damned ; 

II. 

And  so  like  Potts  and  Wainwright, 

One  half  the  time  of  each  was  spent 
in  praying 
For   blessings   on  his   own  unworthy 

shrill  and  strong 
The  two  D— DM  each  other  all  day 
long. 

head. 

y^ 

The  other  half  in  fearfully  portraying 

Where  certain  folks  would  go  when  they 

One  was  a  dancing  Dervise,  a  Mo- 

were dead ; 

hammedan, 

This  system  of  exchanges  —  there's 

The  other  was  a  Hindoo,  a  gymnoso- 

no  saying 

One  Kept  his  whatd'yeeallit  and  hia 
Ramadan, 
Laughing  to  scorn  the  sacred  rites  and 

To  what  more  solid  barter  *t  would  have 
led, 
But  that  a  river,  vezt  with  boils  and 

■ 

swellinffs 

laws  of  his 

1             At  rainy  times,  kept  peace  between 

Tninsfluvial  rival,  who,  in  turn,  called 

their  dwelUngs. 

Ahmed  an 
Old  top,  and,  as  a  clincher,  shook  across 

III. 

a  fist 

So  they  two  played  at  wordy  battle- 
dore 
And  kept  a  curse  forever  in  the  air, 

With  nails  six  inches  long,  yet  lifted 
not 

His  eyes  from  off  his  navel's  mystic 

Flying  this  way  or  that  from  shore 

knot 

to  shore ; 

VI. 

Nor  other  labor  did  this  holy  pair, 

Clothed  and  supported  from  the  lavish 

"  Who  whirls  not  round  six  thousand 

store 

times  an  hour 

Wbich  crowds  lanigerous  brought  with 

WUl  go,"  screamed  Ahmed,  <<to  the 

1 

daily  care ; 

evil  place  ; 
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Hay  he  ett  dirt,  and  may  the  dog  and 

Giaour 
Defile  the  graves  of  him  and  all  his 

race; 
Alhih  loves  faithful  souIb  and  gives 

them  power 
To  spin  till  they  are  purple  in  the  face  ; 
SomiB  folks  get  you  know  what,  but 

he  that  pure  is 
Sams  Paradise  and  ninety  thousand 

houries." 

VII. 

"Upon  the  silver  mountain,  South 

bvEast, 
Sits  Brahma  fed  upon  the  sacred  bean ; 
He  loves  those  men  whose  nails  are 

still  increased. 
Who  all  their  lives  keep  ugly,  foul,  and 

lean ; 
T  is  of  his  grace  that  not  a  bird  or 

beast 
Adorned  with  claws  like  mine  was  ever 

seen ; 
The   suns   and  stars  are    Brahma's 

thooghta  divine 
Even  as  these  trees  I  seem  to  see  are 

mine." 

VIII. 

"Thou   seem'st    to   see,    indeed!" 

roared  Ahmed  back ; 
"Were  I  but  once  across  this  plaguy 

stream, 
With  a  stout  sapling  in  my  hand,  one 

whack 
On  those  lank  ribs  would  rid  thee  of 

that  dream ) 
Thy  Brahma-blasphemy  is  ipecac 
To  my  sours  stomach ;  cduldst  thou 

grasp  the  scheme 
Of   true   redemption,   thou  wouldst 

know  that  Deity 
Whirls  by  a  kind  of  blessed  sponta- 
neity. 


"  And  this  it  is  which  keeps  our  earth 
here  going 
With  all  the  stars."  —  "  0,  vile  !  but 
there's  a  place 
Prepared  for  such  ;  to  think  of  Brah- 
ma throwing 
Worlds  like  a  juggler's  balls  up  into 
Space  ! 
Why,  not  so  much  as  a  smooth  lotos 
blowing 
Is  e'er  allowed  that  sflence  to  efface 


Which  broods  ronnd  Brahma,   and 

our  earth,  't  i^  known, 
Rests  on  a  tortoise,  moveless  as  this 

stone." 

z. 

So  they  kept  up  their  banning  amce- 
biean, 
When  suddenly  came  floating  down  the 
stream 
A  youth  whose  face  like  an  incarnate 
jMoan 
Glowed;  't  was  so  full  of  grandeur  and 
of  gleam ; 
"If  there  he  gods,  then,   doubtless, 
this  must  be  one," 
Thought  both  at  once,  and  then  began 
to  scream, 
"Surely,  whate'er  immortals  know, 

thou  knowest, 
Decide  between  us  twain  before  thou 
goest!" 

XI. 

The  youth  was  drifting  in  a  slim  ca- 
noe 
Most  like  a  huge  white  waterlily's  petal. 
But  neither  of  our  theologians  knew 
Whereof  't  was  made ;  whether  of  heav- 
enly metal 
Seldseen,  or  of   a  vast  pearl  split  in 
two 
And  hollowed,  was  a  point  they  could 
not  settle ; 
'T  was  good  debate-seed,  though,  and 

bore  large  fruit 
In  after  yean  of  many  a  tart  dispute. 

XII. 

There  were  no  wings  upon  the  stran- 

ger's  shoulden 
And  yet  he  seemed  so  capable  of  rising 
That,  had  he  soared  like  thistledown, 

beholdere 
Had  thought  the  circumstance  noways 

surprising ; 
Enough  that  he  remained,  and,  when 

tne  scoldera 
Hailed  him  as  umpire  in  their  vocal 

prize-ring, 
The  painter  of  his  boat  he  lightly 

threw 
Around  a  lotos-stem,  and  brought  her 

to. 


The  strange  youth  had  a  look  as  if 
he  might 
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Hare  trod  far  planets  where  the  atmos- 
phere 
(Of  nobler  temper)  steeps  the  face 
with  li^ht, 
'  Just  as  our  skms  are  tanned  and  freck- 
led here  ; 
His  air  was  that  of  a  cosmopolite 
In  the  wide  universe  from  sphere  to 
sphere ; 
Perhaps  he  was  Qua  face  had  such 

grave  beauty) 
An  officer  of  Saturn's  guards  off  duty. 


Both  saints  began  to  unfold  their  tales 

at  once, 
Both  wished    their   tales,  like  simial 

ones,  prehensile, 
That  they  might  seize  his  ear ;  fool  I 

knane  1  and  dwMt  I 
Flew  zigzag  back  and  forth,  like  strokes 

of  pencil 
In  a  child's  finders  ;  voluble  as  duns, 
They  jabbered  lixe  the  stones  on  that 

immense  hill 
In  tlie  Arabian  Nights  ;   until  the 

stranger 
Began  to  think  his  ear-drums  in  some 

danger. 

XV. 

In  general  those  who  nothing  have  to 
say 
Contrive  to  spend  the  longest  time  in 
doing  It ; 
They  turn  and  vary  it  in  every  way, 
Hashing  it,  stewing  it,  mincing  it,  ro- 
gotUing  it ; 
Sometimes  they  keep  it  purposely  at 
bay, 
Then  let  it  slip  to  be  again  pursuing  it ; 
They  drone  it,  groan  it,  whisper  it 

and  shout  it, 
Befutc  it,  flout  it,  swear  to  't,  prove 
it,  doubt  it 


Our  saints  had  practised  for   some 
thirty  years ; 
Their  talk,  beginning  with  a  single  stem. 
Spread  like  a  banyan,  sending  down 
live  niers. 
Colonies  of  digression,  and,  in  them. 
Germs  of  yet  new  dispersion  ;  once 
by  the  ears. 
They  could  convey  damnation  in  a  hem. 


And  blow  the  pinch  of  premiae-piim- 

ing  off 
Long   syllogitftio    batteries,   with   a 

cough. 

xvn. 

Each  had  a  theory  that  the  human 
ear 
A  providential  tunnel  was,  which  led 
To  a  huge  vacuum  (and  surely  here 
They  showed  some  knowledge  of  the 
general  head). 
For  cant  to  be  decanted  through,  a 
mere 
Auricular  canal  or  mill-race  fed 
All  day  and  night,  in  sunshine  and  in 

shower. 
From  their  vast  heada  of  milk-and- 
water-power. 

xvni. 

The  present  being  a  peculiar  caae. 
Each  with  unwonted  zeal   the    other 

scouted. 
Put  his  spurred  hobby  through  its 

every  pace. 
Pished,   pshawed,    poohed,    horribled, 

baned,  jeered,  sneered,  flouted. 
Sniffed,  nonsensed,  infldeled,  fudged, 

with  )ii8  face 
Looked  scorn  too  nicely  shaded  to  be 

shouted, 
And,  with  each  inch  of  person  and  of 

vesture, 
Contrived  to  hint  some  moat  disdain- 
ful gesture. 

XIX. 

At  length,  when  their  breath's  end 
was  come  about. 
And  both  could,  now  and  then,  just 
gasp  **  im)K>stor  !  " 
Holding  their  heads  thrust    mena- 
cingly out, 
As  staggenng  cocks  keep  up  their  fight- 
ing posture. 
The  stranger  smiled  and  said,  "  Be- 
yond a  doubt 
'Tis  fortunate,    my  friends,  that  you 
have  lost  your 
United  parts  of  speech,  or  it  had  been 
Impossiole  for  me  to  get  between. 


*  Produce  !  says  Nature,  — what  have 
you  produced  I 
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A  new  fltrait-waistcoat  for  the  human 
mind; 
Are  you  not  limbed,  nerved,  jointed, 
ajrteried,  juieed, 
Ab  other  men  ?  yet,   faithleas  to  yonr 
kind. 
Rather  like  noxious  inaeota  you  are 
uaed 
To  puncture  life's  fair  fruit,  beneath  the 
rind 
Laying  yonr   creed-egga   whence  in 

time  there  spring 
Consumers  uew  to  eat  and  buzz  and 
sting. 

XXI. 

"Work!    you  have    no    conception 

how  *t  will  sweeten 
Your  views  of  Life  and  Nature,   God 

and  Man ; 
Had  vou  been  forced  to  earn  what  you 

have  eaten, 
Tour  heaven  httd  shown  a  len  dyspep* 

tic  plan  ; 
At  present  your  whole  function  is  to 

eat  ten 
And  talk  ten  times  as  rapidly  as  yon 

can  ; 
Were  yonr  shape  true  to  cotmogonic 

laws, 
You  would  be  nothing  but  a  pair  of 

jaws. 


"  Of  all  the  useless  beings  in  creation 
The  earth  could  spare  most  easily  you 
bakers 
Of  little  clay  gods,  formed  in  shape 
and  fashion 
Precisely  in  the  image  of  their  makers  ; 
Why,  it  would  anuost  move  a  saint 
to  passion. 
To  see  these  blind  and  deaf,  the  hourly 
breakers 
Of  God's  own  image  in  their  brother 

men, 
Set  themselves  np  to  tell  the  how, 
where,  when, 


**  Of  God's  existence ;  one's    diges- 
tion 's  worse — 
So  makes  a  god  of  vengeance  and  of 
blood ; 
Another,  —  but  no  matter,  they  re- 
verse 


Creation's  plan,  out  of  their  own  vile 

mud 
Pat  up  a  god,  and  bnm,  drown,  hang, 

or  curse 
Whoever  worships  not ;  each  keeps  his 

stud 
Of  texts  which  wait  with  saddle  on 

and  bridle 
To  hunt  hown  atheists  to  their  xutlj 

idol. 

XXIV. 

'*  This,  I  perceive,  has  been  your  oc- 
cupation ; 
You  should  have  been  mors  usefully 
employed  ; 
All  men  are  bound  to  earn  their  daily 
ration, 
Where  States  make  not  that  primal  con- 
tmct  void 
By  cramps  and  limits ;  simple  devas- 
tation 
Is  the  worm's  task,  and  what  he  has 
destroyed 
His  monument;    creating   is    man's 

work 
And  that,  too,  something  more  than 
mist  and  murk." 

XXV. 

So  having  said,  the  youth  was  seen  no 

more, 
And  straiffhtway  our  sage  Brahmin,  the 

phuoeopher, 
Criea,  "That  was  aimed  at  thee,  thou 

endless  bore. 
Idle  and  useless  as  the  growth  of  moss 

over 
A  rotting  tiee-trank  t"    "I  woald 

square  that  score 
Full  soon,"  replied  the  Dervise,  "  could 

I  cross  over 
And  catch  thee  by  the  beard.    Thy 

nails  I  'd  trim 
And  make  thee  work,  as  was  advised 

by  him." 

XXVI. 

''Work?    Am  I  not  at  work  from 
mom  till  night 
Sounding  the  deeps  of  ors/cles  umbilical 
Which  for  man  s  guidance  never  come 
to  light. 
With  all  their  various  aptitudes,  until 
I  call  ?" 
'*  And  J,  do  I  not  twirl  from  left  to 
right 
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For  conscience*  sake  f  Is  that  no  work  ? 
Thon  silly  gall, 

He  had  thee  in  his  eye;  'twas  Ga- 
briel 

Sent  to  reward  my  faith,  I  know  him 
well" 

XXVII. 

"Twas  Vishnu,    thou  vile  whirli- 
ir  and  so 


The  good  old  Quarrel  was  begun  anew  ; 
One  would  naye  sworn  the  sky  was 
black  as  sloe, 
Had  but  the  other  dared  to  call  it  blue  ; 
Nor  were  the  followers  who  fed  them 
slow 
To  treat  each  other  with  their  curses, 
too, 
Each  hating  t'  other  (moves  it  tears  or 

laughter  0 
Because  he  thought  him  sure  of  hell 
hereafter. 

XXYIII. 

At  last  some  genius  built  a  bridge  of 
boats 
Over  the  stream,  and  Ahmed's  zealots 
filed 
Across,  upon  a  mission  to  (cut  throats 
And)  spreaa  religion  pure  and  undefiled ; 
They  sowed  the  propagandist's  wild- 
est oats, 
Cutting  off  all,  down  to  the  smallest 
child. 
And  came  back,  (^ving  thanks  for 

such  fat  mercies, 
To  find  their  harvest  gone  past  prayers 
or  curses. 

XXIX. 

All  gone  except  their  saint's  religious 
nops, 
Which  he  kept  up  with  more  than  com- 
mon floarish ; 
But  these,  however  satisfying  crone 
For  the  inner  man,  were  not  enougti  to 
nourish 
The  body  politic,  which  quickly  drops 
Reserve  in  such  sad  junctures,  and  turns 
currish; 
So  Ahmed  soon  got  cursed  for  all  the 

famine 
Where'er  the  popular  voice  could  edge 
a  damn  in. 


XXX. 

At  first  he  pledged  a  mincle  quite 
boldly, 
And,  for  a  day  or  two,  they  growled  and 
waited; 
But,  finding  that  this  kind  of  manna 
coldly 
Sat  on  their  stomachs,  they  erelong  be- 
rated 
The  saint  for  still  persisting  in  that 
old  lie. 
Till  soon  the  whole  machine  of  saintship 
grated. 
Ran    slow,    creaked,    stopped,   and, 

wishing  him  in  Tophet, 
They  gathered  strength    enough  U 
atone  the  prophet 


Some   stronger  ones   contrived   (by 
eating  leather. 
Their  weaker  friends,  and  one  thing  or 
another) 
The  winter   months  of  scarcity  to 
weather ; 
Among  these  was  the  late  saint's  younger 
brother, 
Who,  in  the  springs  collecting  them 
together. 
Persuaded   them   that   Ahmed's   holy 
pother 
Had  wrought  in  their  behalf,  and  that 

the  place 
Of  Saint  should  be  continued  to  his 
race. 


XXXII. 

Acoordingly,   'twas  settled   on   the 
spot 
That  Allah  favored  that  ^uliar  breed ; 
Beside,  as  all  were  satisfied,  't  would 
not 
Be  quite  respectable  to  have  the  need 

Of  public  spiritual  food  foigot; 
And  so  the  tnbe,  with  proper  forms,  de- 
creed 
That  he,  and,  failing  him,  his  next  of 

kin. 
Forever  for  the  people's  good  should 
spin. 
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FRAGMENTS  OP  AN  UNFINISHED  POEM. 

I  AM  a  man  of  forty,  sin.  a  native  of   If  I  with  staff  and  scallop-shell  ahoald 

East  Haddam, 

try  my  way  to  wm, 

And  have  some  reason  to  sarmise  that  I 

Would    Bonifaces  quarrel    as  to   who 

descend  from  Adam ; 

should  take  me  in  ? 

Bat  what 's  my  pedigree  to  you  ?    That 

Or  would    my  pilgrim's  progress   end 
where  Bunyan  started  his  on. 

I  will  boon  anrarel ; 

IVe    sucked    my    HaddamEden    dty, 

And  my  grand  tour  be  round  and  round 

therefore  desire  to  travel, 

the  back-yard  of  a  priifon  ? 
I  give  yon  here  a  saying  deep  and  there- 

And, as  a  natural  consequence,  presume 

I  need  n't  say. 

fore,  haply  tme ; 
'Tis  out   of  Merlin's   prophecies,  but 

I  wish  to  write  some  letters  home  and 

have  those  letters  p— 

quite  as  good  as  new : 

[I  spafe  the  word  suggestive  of  those 

^\ji  ^uf stion  hoatb  fv  ntfn  anb  tncatt^ 

grim  Next  Morns  that  mount 

loiiQt  tioi9a0pj^  pt  hrgmnf 

Clump,  dump,  the  stairways  of  the  hrain 

%^  m  a  nottf  rvfl,  xstfysv  gai^c  Ipe^  ia  a 

with  —  "  Sir,  my  i'mait  aeeount" 

ta^oftmiv. 

And,  after  every  good  we  gain  —  Love, 
Fame,  Wealth,  Wisdom  -  still, 

But,  though  men  may  not  travel  now,  as 

in  the  Middle  Ages, 

As  punctual  as  a  cuekoo  dock,  hold  up 

With  self-sustaining  retinues  of   little 

their  little  bill, 

gilt-edged  pages, 

The  gar^ofu   in  our  Caf^  of  Life,  by 

Yet  one  may  manage  pleasantly,  wher- 

dreaming  us  forgot  — 
Sitting,  like  Homer's  heroes,  full  and 

e'er  he  likes  to  roam, 

By  sending  his  small  pages  (at  so  much 

muting  God  knows  what,  *- 

per  small  page)  home ; 
And  If  a  staff  and  scallop-shell  won't 

Till  they  say,  bowing,  S'il  vous  plait. 

voila,  Sfeuiewa,  la  note  !]                |             serve  so  well  as  then. 

I  would  not  hint  at  this  so  soon,  bat  in  i  Oar  outlay  is  about  as  small  —just  par 

our  callous  day, 

per,  ink,  and  pen. 

The  tollman  Debt,  who  drops  his  bar 

Be  thankful !    Humbug  never  die,  more 
than  the  wandering  Jew ; 

across  the  world's  highway. 
Great  Caesar  in  mid-march  would  stop,  if 

Bankrupt,  they  publish  their  own  deaths, 
slink  for  a  while  from  view, 

CsBsar  could  not  pay ; 

Pilgriming  's  dearer  than  it  was :  men 

Then  take  an  alias,  change  the  sign,  and 

cannot  travel  now 

the  uld  trade  renew ; 

Scot-free  from  Dan  to  Beersheba  upon  a 

Indeed,  'tis  wondrous  how  each  Age, 

simple  TOW ; 

though  laughing  at  the  Past, 
Insists  on  having  its  tight  shoe  made  on 

Nay,  as  lone  back  as  Bess's  time,  when 

Walsmgham  went  over 

the  same  old  last ; 

• 

Ambassador  to  Cousin  France,  at  Cnu- 

How  it  is  sure  its  system  would  break  np 

terbnry  and  Dover 

at  once  without 

lie  was  so  fleeced  bv  innkeepers  that,  ere 

The  bunion  which  it  will  believe  heredi- 

he quitted  land, 

tary  gout : 
How  it  takes  all  its  swans  for  gei*se,  nay. 

He  wrote  to  the  Prime  Minister  to  take 

the  knaves  in  hand.                                    stmnger  yet  and  sadder, 
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Se«  in  its  creadniiiri  ImiUeHi  jog  a 

he  at  Ten  ward  JacobVledditr^ 
ShOQtfl^    Lo,    th^    Sftimn^    HtighU    art 

Ttached  1    One  moment  itx  ore  atpire  J 
TroU  id  to  iTampa  it»  poor,  dear  legs, 

gets  DevGt  nn  tdch  th^  higher, 
Altd,  lice  the  othera,  endB  with  pipe  msd 

m-ag  beside  the  flra. 
There,  'tween  ench  dusce,  it  whifEi  and 

flips  And  w&tchcs  with  a  ^neer 
The  gre«ti  tecruita  that  trudge  and  sweat 

where  it  had  swinkpd  whikn^, 
And  ^ghs  to  thiok  thi^i  Roon  spent  zeal 

^ould  be  in  dimple  trath 
The  only  interval  between  aid  Fogy  hood 

And  Youth  t 
*' Well."   thu«    it   muses,  "well,   what 

oidfl  ?     "T  iei  not  for  aa  to  warn  ; 
T  will  be  the  siune  when  we  are  dead, 

and  wa£  ere  we  were  bom; 
Without  the  Treadmill,  too,  bow  ^nd 

our  store  of  winter's  corn  ? 
Had  we  go  stock,  nor  twelve  per  cent. 

received  from  Treadmill  aharf^, 
We  might  ■  ,  -  bqt  iheae  poor  devils  at 

last  will  get  our  easy-cbaiiia. 
High  aimii  und  bnpea  have  great  reward^n 

they,  too,  serene  and  anng, 
8)ml]  one  day  have  their  eoothmg  pipe 

and  thetr  enliveninfr  mag  ; 
From  Adam,  emptv-hi^nded  Youth  hath 

alwav^  heard  the  hum 
Of  Good  1^1  mes  Coming,  and  will  hear 

until  the  laat  day  t^me ; 
Tonng  ears  hear  forwai'd.  old  onea  back, 

and,  while  ihe  earth  roll^t  on. 
Full -banded   Eld  shall  bear  recede  the 

steps  of  Good  Times  Gone  ; 
Ah  what  a  cackle  we  aet  np  whenever  an 

eg^  waa  laid  ! 
Cadc<nfk^itrk'Cack-U  I  ranfr  around,  the 

scratch  for  worms  was  stayed, 
Cut<\tt-c(iMiah-rui !    from    ihii   egg    l^e 

comiufr  cork  shall  ^talk  ! 
The  great  New  Kra  tfawns.  the  age  of 

DeedM  and  not  of  TaEk  ! 
Afid  every  stupid  hen  of  ni  hugged  close 

his  egg  of  f^halk. 
Thought, — ^Bure,  I  feel  life  ntir  within, 

each  dny  with  greater  strength. 
When,  lo,  the  chick  1  from  former  chickfl 

he  differed  not  a  jot, 
But  grew  and  crew  and  scratched  and 

went,  like  those  before,  to  pK>[ !  '* 
So  muse  the  dim  Kmtriti,  and,  mournful 

thoa^h  ii  be, 
I  mnat  confera  a  kindred  thoaj:ht  hath 

sometimes  come  to  me^ 


Who,  though  but  just  of  forty  turned, 

hare  heard  the  rumor ous  fame 
Of  nine  and  ninety  Coming  Men,  all  — 

coming  till  they  came. 
Pure  Mephisiopheles  all  this  ?  the  TUlgar 

nattire  jecra ! 
Good  friend,  whQe  I  was  writing  it,  my 

eyes  were  dim  with  tears  ; 
Thrice  happy  he  who  cannot  see,  or  who 

his  eves  can  shut. 
Life's  deepest  sorrow  is  contained  in  that 

small  word  there  —  Btit! 


We're   pretty  nearly  ctasr  heie    with 

rhange  aud  gu  aheacl, 
With  flinging  our  caught  bled  away  for 

two  i'  th'  bush  instead. 
With  butting  *|£ainst  the  wall  which  we 

declare  3koli  be  a  ponalj 
And  que^iioulng  Deeps  that  never  yet 

have  oped  their  Upfi  to  mortal ; 
We're  growing  pale   and   hollow-eyed, 

and  out  of  all  condition. 
With  mtdiums  and  prophetic  chairs,  and 

crickeva  with  a  mis^iiou, 
(The  most  asiounding  oraclei  since  Bfc^ 

Jaam*s  donkey  spoke^^ — 
'T  would  seem  our  furniture  was  all  of 

Dodonean  oak*) 
Make    but  the  public    langh,  be    Eur« 

\  will  tnke  yon  to  be  somebody  ; 
^T  will   wrench    ita   button    from    your 

clutch,  my  densely  earnest  glum 

body; 
T  is  good,  this  noble  earoeatneis,  good 

in  Its  place,  but  why 
Make  grt'at  Achillea'  (»hteld  the  pan  to 

bake  a  pet^tiy  pie? 
Why,  when  we  hiive  a  kitchen-range,  iti- 

sist  that  we  shall  stop, 
And  bore  clear  riown  to  central  fires  to 

broil  OUT  daily  cho]!  ? 
Kxcalibur  and  Dnraniiart  are  swords  of 

price,  but  then 
Why  draw  tliem  sternly  when  yon  wi-^h 

to  tnm  your  naila  or  pen  1 
Small  gnlf  between  the  ape  and   man  ; 

you  bridffe  ic  with  your  staff  ; 
But  it  will   be  impasaable  until  the  ape 

cap  laugh  ;  — 
No^  no,  be  common  now  and  then,  be  sen- 
sible, be  f unnv, 
And,  as   Slbmans  biiit  their  traps   for 

bears  with  pots  of  honey. 
From  which,  ere  they'll  withElraw  their 

snouts,  they  'II  suffer  many  a  club- 
lie  k^ 
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So  bait  your  moral  figure-of-fonrs  to 

CAtch  the  Orson  public. 
Look  how  the  dead  kave;»  melt  their 

way  down  through  deep -drifted 

snow; 
They  take  the  sun-warmth  down  with 

them  —  pearls  could  not  conquer 

so; 
There  i<  a  moral  here,  you  see ;  if  yon 

would  preach,  you  must 
Steep  all  your  truth-iin  bunshine  would 

}  ou  have  them  pierce  the  crust ; 
Brave  Jeremiah,  you  are  grand  and  ter- 
rible, a  Bign 
And  wonder,  but  were  never  quite  a  pop- 
ular diviue ; 
Fancy  the  figure  you  would  cut  among 

the  nuts  and  wine ! 
I,  on  occasion,   too,  could   preach,  but 

hold  it  wi>er  far 
To  give  the  public  sermons  it  will  take 

with  its  cigar, 
And  morals  fugitive,  and  vajrue  as  are 

tiiese  smoke-wreaths  light 
In    which  ...  I  trace  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  let  me 

see  —  bless  me !  't  is  out  of  sight 


There  are  some  goodtsh  thin^  at  sea; 

for  instance,  one  can  feel 
A  grandeur  in  the  silent  man  forever  at 

tlie  wheel. 
That  bit  of  two-leirged  intell<^t,  that 

particle  of  drill, 
Who  the  hujre  floundering  hulk  inspires 

with  rea.«on,  brain,  and  will, 
And  makes  the  ship,  though  skies  are 

black  and  headwinds  whistle  loud, 
Ol)ey  her  conscience  there  which   feels 

the  loadstar  through  the  cloud  ; 
And  when  by  lusty  western  (rales  the 

full-sailed  barqae  is  hurled 
Towards  the  ^reat  moon  which,  setting 

ou  the  silent  underworld, 
Rounds  luridly  up  to  look  on  ours,  and 

shoots  a  broadening  line, 
Of  palpitant  light  from  crest  to  crest 

across  the  ridgy  brine. 
Then  from  the  bows  look  back  and  feel 

a  thrill  that  never  stales, 
In  that  full-bosomed,  swan-white  pomp 

of  onward-yearning  sails ; 
Ah,  when  dear  cousin  Bull  laments  that 

you  can't  make  a  poem, 
Take  him  aboard  a  clipper-ship,  young 

Jonathan,  and  show  him 
A  work  of  art  that  in  its  grace  and  gran- 
deur may  compare 


With  any  thing  that  any  race  has  farii^ 

ioned  any  where ; 
'T  is  not  a  statue,  grumbles  John ;  nay,  if 

you  come  to  that, 
We  think  of  Hyde  Park  Corner,  and 

concede  you  beat  us  flat 
With  your  equtstrian  statue  to  a  Nose 

and  a  Cocked-hat ; 
But 't  U  not  a  cathedral ;  well,  e'en  that 

we  will  allow, 
Both  statues  and  cathedrals  are  anachro- 
nistic now; 
Your  minsiers,  cos,  the  monuments  of 

men  who  conquered  you, 
Yoa  'd  sell  a  bargain,  if  we  'd  take  the 

deans  and  rhapters  too ; 
No ;  mortal  men  build  nowadays,  as  aU 

wavs  heretofore, 
Good  temples  to  the  gods  which  they  in 

very  truth  adore ; 
The  shepherds  of  this  Broker  Age,  with 

all  their  willing  flocks. 
Although  they  bow  to  htones  no  more, 

do  bend  the  knee  to  stocks, 
And  churches  can't  be  beautiful  though 

crowded,  floor  and  gallery. 
If    people    worbhip    preacher,    and    if 

preacher  worship  salary ; 
'Tis  will  to  look  things  in  the  face,  the 

god  o'  the  modern  universe, 
Hermes,  cares  naught  for  halls  of  art 

and  libraries  of  puny  verse. 
If  they  don't  sell,  he  notes  them  thus 

upon  his  ledger — say,  }*er 
Contra  to  a  loss  of  so  much  stone,  best 

Kussia  duck  and  paper ; 
And,  after  all,  about  this  Art  men  talk  a 

deal  of  fudge. 
Each  nation  has  its  path  marked  out, 

from  which  it  must  not  budge ; 
The  Romans  had  as  little  art  as  Noah  in 

his  ark. 
Yet  somehow  on  this  globe  contrived  to 

make  an  epic  mark ; 
Religion,  painting,  sculpture,  song,  —  for 

these  they  ran  up  jolly  ticks 
With  Greece  and  Egypt,  but  they  were 

great  artists  in  their  politics. 
And  if  we  make  no  minsters,  John,  nor 

epics,  yet  the  Fates 
Are  not  entirely  deaf  to  men  who  ccrn 

build  ships  and  states ; 
The  arts  are  never  pioneers,  but  men 

have  strength  and  health 
Who,  called  on  suddenly,  can  improvise 

4  commonwealth. 
Nay,  can  more  easily  go  on  and  frame 

them  by  the  dozen. 
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Than  jovl  can  make  a  dioner^peech, 

dear  symi-athizing  coosin : 
And,  though  onr  restless  Jonathan  have 

not  your  graver  bent,  sure  he 
Does  represent  this  hand-to-mouth,  pen, 

rapid,  nineteenth  century ; 
This  is  the  Age  of  Scramble ;  men  move 

^ter  than  they  did 
When  they  pried  np  the  imperial  Past's 

deep^usted  coffin-lid, 
Bearrhing  for  scrolls  of  precedent;  the 

wire-leashed  lightnmg  now 
Replaces  Detphos  —  men  don't  leave  the 

steamer  for  the  scow ; 
What  public,  were   they  new   to-day, 

would  ever  stop  to  read 
The  Iliad,  the  Shanluneh,  or  the  Nibe- 

Inngenlied  1 


Thar  public  *s  gone,  the  artist  Greek,  the 

lettered  8hah,  the  hairy  Graf  — 
Folio  and  pleeiosaur  sleep  well ;  we  weary 

o'er  a  paragraph ; 
The  mind  moves  planet-like  no  more,  it 

fizzes,  cracks,  and  bnstles ; 
From  end  to  end  with  jonmals  dry  the 

land  o'ei-shadowed  rustles. 
As  with  dead  leaves  a  winter-beech,  and, 

with  their  breath-rouaed  iars 
Amused,  we  care  not  if  they  hide  the 

eternal  skies  and  stars ; 
Down  to  the  general  level  of  the  Board 

of  Brokers  sinking, 
The  Age  takes  in  the  newspapers,  or,  to 

say  sooth  unshrinking, 
The  newspapers  take  in  the  Age,  and 

stocks  do  all  the  thinking. 
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TO  OHAItLES  EUOT  NORTON. 
AORO  DOLCE. 

The  wind  ia  roistering  out  of  doors, 
My  windows  shake  and  my  chimney 

roars; 
My  Elmwood  chimneys  seem  crooning 

to  me. 
As  of  old,  in  their  moody,  minor  key. 
And  out  of  the  past  the  hoaree  wind 

blows, 
As  I  sit  in  my  arm-chair,  and  toast  my 

toes. 

"Ho!  ho!  nine-and-forty,"  they  seem 

to  sing, 
"  We  saw  you  a  little  toddling  thing. 
We  knew  von  child  and  youth  and  man, 
A  wonderful  fellow  to  dream  and  plan, 
With  a  great  thing  always  to  come,  — 

who  knows  ? 
Well,  well !  't  is  some  comfort  to  toast 

one's  toes. 

"  How  many  times  have  you  sat  at  gaze 
Till  the  mouldering  fire  forgot  to  blaze. 
Shaping  among  the  whimsical  coals 
Fancies  and  figures  and  shining  goals ! 
What  matters  the  ashes  that  cover  those  ? 
While  hickory  lasts  you  can  toast  your 
toes. 

"O  dream-ship-builder !  where  are  they 
all. 

Tour  grand  three-deckers,  deep-chested 
and  tall. 

That  should  crush  the  waves  under  can- 
vas piles. 

And  anchor  at  last  by  the  Fortunate 
Isles? 

There  's  gray  in  your  beard,  the  years 
turn  foes, 

While  you  muse  in  your  arm-chair,  and 
toast  your  toes.  * 


I  sit  and  dream  that  I  hear,  as  of  yore. 
My  Elmwood  chimneys*  deep-throated 

roar; 
If  much  be  gone,  there  is  much  remains ; 
By  the  embei-s  of  loss  I  count  my  gains, 
You  and  yours  with  the  best,  tiB  the 

old  ho^'>e  ^lows 
In  the  fanciful  flame,  as  I  toast  my  toeai 

Instead  of  a  fleet  of  broad-browed  ships. 
To  send  a  child's  armada  of  chips  ! 
Instead  of  the  great  guns,  tier  on  tier, 
A  freight  of  pebbles  and  grass-blades 

sere! 
**  Well,  maybe  more  love  with  the  less 

gift  goes," 
I  growl,  as,  half  moody,  I  toast  my  toes. 


UNDER  THE  WILLOWS. 

Franr-uearted  hostess  of  the  field  and 

wood, 
Gypsy,  whose  roof  is  every  spreading 

tree, 
June  is  the  pearl  of  our  New  England 

year. 
Still  a  surprisal,  though  expected  long. 
Her  coming  startles.     Long  she  lies  in 

wait, 
Makes  many  a  feint,  peeps  forth,  draws 

coyly  back. 
Then,  from  some  southern  ambush  in 

the  sky. 
With  one  great  gush  of  blossom  storms 

the  world. 
A  week  ago  the  sparrow  was  divine ; 
The  bluebird,  shifting  his  light  load  of 

song 
From  post  to  post  along  the  cheerless 

fence. 
Was  as  a  rhymer  ere  the  poet  come ; 
But  now,  0  rapture  !  sunshine  winged 

and  voiced, 
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?i[)e  blown  throuffh  by  the  waim  wild 

breath  of  the  West 
Shepherding    his  soft  droves  of  fleecy 

cloud, 
Gladness  of  woods,  skies,  waters,  all  in 

one, 
The  bobolink  has  come,  and,  like  the 

soul 
Of  the  sweet  season  vocal  in  a  bird, 
Gui^les  in  ecstasy  we  know  not  what 
Save  JuTie/  Denr  June!  Now  Ood  be 

praised  for  Jane. 

May  is  a  piou<)  fraud  of  the  almanac, 
A  ghastly  iiarody  of  real  Spring 
Shaped  out  of  snow  and  breathed  with 

eastern  wind ; 
Or  if,  o'er-confident,  she  trust  the  date. 
And,  with  her  handful  of  anemones. 
Herself  as  shivery,  steal  into  the  sun. 
The  season  need  but  turn  his  houiglass 

round, 
And  Winter  suddenly,  like  crazy  Lear, 
Reels  back,  and  brings  the  dead  May  in 

his  arms. 
Her  budding  breasts  and  wan  dislustred 

front 
With  frosty  streaks  and  drifts  of  his 

white  beard 
All  overblown.     Then,  warmly  walled 

with  books. 
While  my  wood-fire  supplies  the  sun's 

defect. 
Whispering    old     forest-sagas    in    its 

dreams, 
I  take  my  May  down  from  the  happy 

shelf 
Where  perch  the  world's  rare  song-birds 

in  a  row. 
Waiting  my  choice  to  open  with  full 

breast. 
And  beg  an  alms  of  spring-time,  ne'er 

denied 
In-doors  by  vernal  Chaucer,  whose  fresh 

woods 
Throb  thick  with  merle  and  mavis  all 

the  year. 

July  breathes  hot,  sallows  the  crispy 
fields. 

Curls  up  the  wan  leaves  of  the  lilac- 
hedge. 

And  every  eve  cheats  us  with  show  of 
clouds 

That  braze  the  horizon's  western  rim.  or 
hang 


Motionless,  with  heaped  canvas  drooping 
idly. 

Like  a  dim  fleet  by  starving  men  be- 
sieged. 

Conjectured  half,  and  half  descried 
afar, 

Helpless  of  wind,  and  seeming  to  slip 
back 

Adown  the  smooth  curve  of  the  oily 


But  June  is  full  of  invitations  sweet, 
Foi-th  from  the  chimney's  yawn  and 

thrice-read  tomes 
To    leisurely  delights   and    sauntering 

thoughts 
That  brook  no  ceiling  narrower  than  the 

blue. 
The  cherry,  drest  for  bridal,  at  my  pane 
Brushes,  then  listens.  Will  he  come? 

The  bee, 
All  dusty  as  a  miller,  takes  his  toll 
Of  powdery  gold,  and  grumbles.     What 

a  day 
To  sun  me  and  do  nothing }     Nay,  I 

think 
Merely  to  bask  and  ripen  is  sometimes 
The  student's  wiser  business  ;  the  brain 
That  forages  all  climes  to  line  its  cells. 
Ranging  both  worlds  on  lightest  wings 

of  wish. 
Will  not  distil  the  iuices  it  has  sucked 
To    the    sweet    substance    of   pellucid 

thought. 
Except  for  him  who  hath  the  secret 

learned 
To  mix  his  blood  with  sunshine,  and  to 

take 
The   winds  into  his    pulses.      Hush  ! 

't  is  he ! 
My  oriole,  my  glance  of  summer  fire. 
Is  come  at  last,  and,  ever  on  the  watch, 
Twitches  the  pack-thread  I  had  lightly 

wound 
About  the  bough  U  lidp  his  housekeep- 
ing,— 
Twitches  and  scouts  by  turns,  ble&sing 

his  luck. 
Yet  fearing  me  who  laid  it  in  his  way. 
Nor,  more  than  wiser  we  in  our  aflairs, 
Divines  the  providence  that  hides  and 

helps. 
Hcave^  \o!  Hea/oe,  Ao/  he  whistles  as 

the  twine 
Slackens  its  hold ;  onoe  inore^  now  I  and 

a  flash 
Lightens  across  the  sunlight  to  the  elm 
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Where  his  mate  dangles  at  her  cup  of 

felt 
Nor  all  his  booty  is  the  thread ;  he  trails 
My  loosened  thought  with  it  along  the 

air. 
And  I  roust  follow,  would  I  ever  find 
The  inward  rhyme  to  all  this  wealth  of 

life. 

I  care  not  how  men  trace  their  ancestry, 
To  ape  or  Adam ;  let  them  please  their 

whim; 
But  I  in  June  am  midway  to  believe 
A  tree  among  my  far  progenitors. 
Such  sympathy  is  mine  with  all   the 

race, 
Such  mutual  recognition  vaguely  sweet 
There  is  between  us.    Surely  tnere  are 

times 
When  they  consent  to  own  me  of  their 

kin, 
And  condescend  to  me,  and  call  me 

cousin. 
Murmuring  faint  lullabies  of  eldest  time. 
Forgotten,  and  yet  dumbly  felt  with 

thrills 
Moving  the  lips,  though  fruitless  of  all 

words. 
And  I  have  many  a  lifelong  leafy  friend. 
Never  estranged  nor  careful  of  my  soul. 
That  knows  I  hate  the  axe,  and*  wel- 
comes me 
Within  his  tent  as  if  I  were  a  bird, 
Or  other  free  companion  of  the  earth, 
Tet  undeffenerate  to  the  shifts  of  men. 
Among  tnem  one,  an  ancient  willow, 

spreads 
Eight  balanced  limbs,  springing  at  once 

all  round 
His  deep- ridged  trunk  with  upward  slant 

diverse, 
In  outline  like  enormous  beaker,  fit 
For  hand  of  Jotun,  where  mid  snow 

and  mist 
He  holds  unwieldy  revel.     This  tree, 

spared, 
I  know  not  by  what  grace,  —  for  in  the 

blood 
Of  our  New  World  subduers  lingers  yet 
Hereditary  feud  with  trees,  they  being 
(They  and  the  red-man  most)  our  fathers' 

foes,  — 
Is  one  of  six,  a  willow  Pleiades, 
The  seventh  fallen,  that  lean  along  the 

brink 
Where  the  steep  upland  dips  into  the 

marsh. 


Their  roots,  like  molten  metal  cooled  in 

flowing, 
Stiffened  in  coils  and  runnels  dovm  the 

bank. 
The  friend  of  all  the  winds,  wide-armed 

he  towers 
And   glints   his   steely  aglets  in   the 

sun, 


Or  whitens  fitfully  with  sudden  bloom 
eaves  1 
shoal 


Of  leaves  breeze 


Jy  witr 
i-lifted, 


much  as  when  a 


Of  devious  minnows  wheel  from  where  a 

pike 
Lurks  balanced  'neath  the  lily-pads,  and 

whirl 
A  rood  of  silver  bellies  to  the  day. 

Alas !  no  acorn  from  the  British  oak 

'Neath  which  slim  fairies  tripping 
wrought  thoRe  rings 

Of  gi^enest  emerald,  wherewith  fireside 
life 

Did  with  the  invisible  spirit  of  Nature 
wed. 

Was  ever  planted  hero !  No  darnel 
fancy 

Might  choke  one  useful  blade  in  Puri- 
tan fields ; 

With  horn  and  hoof  the  good  old  Devil 
came, 

The  witch's  broomstick  was  not  contra- 
band, 

But  all  that  supentition  had  of  fair, 

Or  piety  of  native  sweet,  was  doomed. 

Ana  if  there  be  who  nurse  unholy  faiths. 

Fearing  their  god  as  if  he  were  a 
wolf 

That  snuffed  round  every  home  and  was 
not  seen, 

There  should  be  some  to  watch  and  keep 
alive 

All  beautiful  beliefs.  And  such  was 
that,— 

By  solitary  shepherd  first  surmised 

Under  Thessalian  oaks,  loved  by  some 
maid 

Of  royal  stirp,  that  silent  came  and  van- 
ished. 

As  near  her  nest  the  hermit  thrush,  nor 
dared 

Confess  a  mortal  name,  —  that  faith 
which  gave 

A  Hamadryad  to  each  tree  ;  and  I 

Will  hold  it  true  that  in  this  willow 
dwells 

The  open-handed  spirit,  frank  and 
blithe. 
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Of  ancient  Hospitality,  long  since, 
With  ceremonious  thrift,  bowed  out  of 
doors. 

In  June  't  ia  good  to  lie  beneath  a 
tree 

While  the  blithe  season  comforts  eyery 
sense, 

Steeps  all  the  brain  in  rest,  and  heals 
the  heart, 

Brimming  it  o'er  with  sweetness  una- 
wares, 

Fragrant  and  silent  as  that  rosy  snow 

Wherewith  the  pitying  apple-tree   fills 

And  tenderly  lines  some  last-year  robin's 

nest 
There  muse  I  of  old  times,  old  hopes, 

old  friends,  — 
Old    friends !    The    writing    of   those 

words  has  borne 
My  fancy  backward  to  the  gracious  past, 
The  eenerous  past,  when  all  was  pos- 
sible, 
For  all  was  then  untried;  the  years  be- 
tween 
Have  taught  some  sweet,  some  bitter 

lessons,  none 
Wiser  than  this,  — to  spend  in  all  things 

else. 
But  of  old  friends  to  be  most  miserly. 
Each  year  to  ancient  friendships  adds  a 

ring. 
As  to  an  oak,  and  precious  more  and 

more, 
Without  deservingnesa  or  help  of  ours. 
They  grow,  and,  silent,  wider  spread, 

each  year, 
Their  unbought  ring  of  shelter  or  of 

shade. 
Sacred  to  me  the  lichens  on  the  bark. 
Which  Nature's  milliners  would  scrape 

away; 
Most  dear  and  sacred  every  withered 

limb! 
'Tis  good  to  set  them  early,  for  our 

faith 
Pines  as  we  age,  and,  after  wrinkles 

come, 
Few  plant,  but  water  dead  ones  \rith 

▼ain  tears. 

This  willow  is  as  old  to  me  as  life ; 
And  under  it  full  often  have  I  stretched, 
Feeling  the  warm  earth  like  a  thing 

alive, 
And  gathering  virtue  in  at  eveiy  pore 


Till  it  possessetl  me  wholly,  and  thought 

ceased, 
Or  was  transfused  in  something  to  which 

thought 
Is  coarse  and  dull  of  sense.     Myself  was 

lost, 
Gone  from  me  like  an  ache,  and  what 

remained 
Become  a  part  of  the  universal  joy. 
My  soul  went  forth,  and,  mingling  with 

the  tree, 
Danced  in  the  leaves ;  or,  floating  in 

the  cloud. 
Saw  its  white  double  in  the  stream  be- 
low; 
Or  else,  sublimed  to  purer  ecstasy. 
Dilated  in  the  broad  olue  over  alL 
I  was  the  wind  that  dappled  the  lush 


The  tide  that  crept  with  coolness  to  its 

roots. 
The  thin-winged  swallow  skating    on 

the  air ; 
The  life  that  gladdened  everything  was 

mine. 
Was  I  then  truly  all  that  I  beheld  ? 
Or  is  this  stream  of  being  but  a  glass 
Where  the  mind  sees  its  visionary  self. 
As,  when  the  kingfisher  flits  o'er  his 

bay, 
Across  the  river's  hollow  heaven  below 
His    picture  flits,  —  another,   yet   the 

same? 
But  suddenly  the  sound  of  human  voice 
Or  footfall,   like   the   drop  a  chemist 

pours. 
Doth  in  opacous  cloud  precipitate 
The  consciousness  that  seemed  but  now 

dissolved 
Into  an  essence  rarer  than  its  own. 
And  I  am  narrowed  to  myself  once  more. 

For  here  not  long  is  solitude  secure, 

Nor  Fantasy  left  vacant  to  her  spell. 

Here,  sometimes,  in  this  paradise  of 
shade. 

Rippled  with  western  winds,  the  dusty 
Tramp, 

Seeing  the  treeless  causey  bum  beyond. 

Halts  to  unroll  his  bundle  of  strange 
food 

And  munch  an  unearned  meal.  I  can- 
not help 

Liking  this  creature,  lavish  Summer's 
bedesman, 

Who  from  the  almshouse  steals  whan 
nights  grow  warm* 
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Himself  his  lai^  estate  and  only  chai^ 
To  be  the  guest  of  haystack  or  of  hedge, 
Nobly  superior  to  the  household  gear 
That  forfeits  us  our  privil^e  of  nature. 
I  bait  him  with  my  match-box  and  my 

pouch. 
Nor  grudge  the  uncostly  sympathy  of 

smoke, 
His  equal  now,  divinely  unemployed. 
Some  smack  of  Robin  Hood  is  in  the 

man, 
Some  secret    league  with  wild  wood- 
wandering  things; 
He  is  our  ragged  Duke,  our  barefoot 

Earl. 
Bv  right  of  birth  exonerate  from  toil, 
Who  levies  rent  from  us  his  tenants  all, 
And  serves  the  state  by  merely  being. 

Here 
The  Scissors-giinder,  pausing,  doffs  his 

hat, 
And  lets  the  kind  bi-eeze,  with  its  deli- 
cate fan. 
Winnow  the  heat  from  out  his  dank 

gi^ay  hair,  — 
A  grimy  Ulysses,  a  much -wandered  man, 
Whose  feet  aro  known  to  all  the  popu- 
lous ways, 
And  many  men  and  manners  he  hath 

seen. 
Not  without  fruit  of  solitary  thought. 
He,  as  the  habit  is  of  lonely  men,  — 
Unused  to  try  the  temper  of  their  mind 
In  fence  with  others,  —  positive  and  shy, 
Yet  knows  to  put  an  edge  upon  his 

speech, 
Pitliily  Saxon  in  unwilling  talk. 
Him  I  entrap  with  my  long-suffering 

knife, 
And,  while  its  poor  blade  hums  away  in 

sparks. 
Sharpen  my  wit  upon  his  gritty  mind. 
In  motion  set  obsequious  to  his  wheel. 
And  in  its  quality  not  much  unlike. 

Nor  wants  my  tree  more  punctual  vis- 
itors. 
The  children,  they  who  are  the  only  rich, 
Creating  for  the  moment,  and  possessing 
Whate'er  they  choose  to  feign,  —  for 

still  with  them 
Kind  Fancy  pla^s  the  fairy  godmother. 
Strewing  their  lives  with  cheap  material 
For  winged  horses  and  Aladdin's  lamps. 
Pure  el  tin-gold,   by  manhood's    touch 

profane 
To  dead  leaves  disenchanted,  —  long  ago 


Between  the  branches  of  the  tree  fixed 
seats, 

Making  an  o'ertumed  box  their  table. 
Oft 

The  shrilling  girls  sit  here  between 
school  hours, 

And  plav  at  IVJiat  'a  my  thought  like? 
while  the  boys. 

With  whom  the  age  chivalric  ever  bides. 

Pricked  on  by  knightly  spur  of  female 
eyes. 

Climb  high  to  swing  and  shout  on  peril- 
ous Doughs, 

Or,  from  the  willow's  armory  equip] 

With  musket  dumb,  green  banner, 
less  sword, 

Make  good  the  rampart  of  their  tree- 
redoubt 

'Gainst  eager  British  storming  from  be- 
low, 

And  keep  alive  the  tale  of  Buoker^s 
HUL 

Here,  too,  the  men  that  mend  our  vil- 
lage ways, 

Vexing  Macadam's  ghost  with  pounded 
slate. 

Their  nooning  take;  much  noisy  talk 
they  spend 

On  horses  and  their  ills ;  and,  as  John 
Bull 

Tells  of  Lord  This  or  That,  who  was  his 
friend. 

So  these  make  boast  of  intimacies  long 

With  famous  teams,  and  add  large  esti- 
mates, 

By  competition  swelled  from  mouth  to 
mouth. 

Of  how  much  they  could  draw,  till  one, 
ill  pleased 

To  have  his  legend  overbid,  retorts : 

'*  You  take  and  stretch  truck-horses  in 
a  string 

From  here  to  Long  Wharf  end,  one 
thing  I  know. 

Not  heavy  neither,  they  could  never 
draw,  — 

Ensign's  long  bow!"  Then  laughter 
loud  and  long. 

So  they  in  their  leaf-shadowed  micro- 
cosm 

Image  the  larger  world;  for  wheresoe'er 

Ten  men  are  gathered,  the  observant  eye 

Will  find  mankind  in  little,  as  the  stars 

Glide  up  and  set,  and  all  the  heavens 
revolve 

In  the  small  welkin  of  a  drop  of  dew. 
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I  love  to  enter  pleasure  by  a  postern. 

0,  benediction  of  the  higher  mood 

Kot  the  broad  popular  gate  that  gulps 

And  human-kindness  of  the  lower!  for          |          \ 

the  mob; 

both 

To  find  my  theatres  in  roadside  nooks, 

I  will  be  grateful  while  1  live,  nor  ques- 

Where men  are  actors,  and  suspect  it 

tion 

not; 

The  vrisdom  that  hath  made  us  what  we 

Where  Nature  all  unconscious  works 

are. 

her  will, 

With  such  large  range  as  from  the  ale- 

And every   passion   moves  with   easy 

house  bench 

gait,'    *^ 

Can  reach  the  stars  and  be  with  both  at 

Unhampered  by  the  buskin  or  the  train. 

home. 

Hating  the  crowd,  where  we  gregarious 

They  tell  us  we  have  fallen  on  prosy 

men 

days. 

Lead  lonely  lives,  I  love  society. 

Condemned  to  glean  the  leavings  of 

Nor  seldom  find  the  best  with  simple 

earth's  feast 

souls 

Where  gods  and  heroes  took  delight  of 

Unswerved  by  culture  from  their  native 

old; 

bent, 

But  though  our  lives,  moving  in  one 

1  The  ground  we  meet  on  being  primal 

dull  round 

'          man 

Of  repetition  infinite,  become 

And  nearer  the  deep  bases  of  our  lives. 

Stale  as  a  newspaper  once  read,  and 

though 
History  herself,  seen  in  her  workshop. 

But  0,  half  heavenly,  earthly  half,  my 

soul. 

seem 

Canst   thou  from  those  late  ecstasies 

To  have  lost  the  art  that  dyed  those 

descend, 

glorious  panes. 

Thy  lips  still  wet  with  the  miraculous 

Rich  with  memorial  shapes  of  saint  and 

wme 

sage, 

That  transubstantiates  all  thy  baser  stuff 

That   pave  with  splendor   the    Past's 

To  such  divinity  that  soul  and  sense. 

dusky  aisles,  — 

Once  more  commingled  in  their  source, 

Panes  that  enchant  the  light  of  common 

are  lost,  — 

day 

Canst  thou  descend  to  quench  a  vulgar 

thirst 
With  the  mere  dregs  and  rinsings  of  the 

With   colors    costly  as   the    blood   of 

kings, 
Till    with    ideal    hues    it    edge    our 

world? 

thought, — 

Well,  if  my  nature  find  her  pleasure 

Yet  while  the  world  is  left,  while  nature 

1 

so, 

lasts. 

I  am  content,  nor  need  to  blush;   I 

take 

be 

My  little  jafift  of  being  clean  from  God, 
Not  haggling  for  a  better,  holding  it 
Good  as  was  ever  any  in  the  world, 
My  days  as  good  and  full  of  miracle. 
I  pluck  my  nutriment  from  any  bush, 
Fmdinff  out  poison  as  the  first  men 

Somewhere  contentment  for  these  human 

hearts. 

Some  freshness,  some  unused  material 

For  wonder  and  for  song.     I  lose  myself 
In  other  ways  where  solemn  guide-posts 

say. 

1 

By  tasting  and  then  suffering,  if  I  must 

B^se, 

Sometimes  my  bush  bums,  and  some- 

But here,  here  only,   1   am  ne'er  be- 

times it  is 

trayed. 

A  leafless  wilding  shivering  by  the  wall ; 

For  every  by-path  leads  me  to  my  love. 

. 

But  I  have  known  when  winter  bar- 

1 

berries 

God's  passionless  reformers,  influences, 

Pricked  the  effeminate  palate  with  sur- 

That purify  and  heal  and  are  not  seen. 

prise 

Shall  man  say  whence  your  virtue  is,  er 

Of  savor  whose  mere  harshness  seemed  i         how 

divine.                                              1  Ye  make  medicinal  the  wayside  weed  * 

DASA. 
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I  know  that  sunshine,  through  whatever 

rift 
How  shaped  it  matters  not,  upon  my 

walls 
Paints  discs  as  perfect-rounded  as  its 

source. 
And,  like  its  antitype,  the  ray  divine, 
However  finding  entrance,  perfect  still, 
Repeats  the  image  unimpaired  of  God. 

We,  who  by  shipwreck  only  find  the 
shores 

Of  divine  wisdom,  can  but  kneel  at 
first ; 

Can  but  exult  to  feel  beneath  our  feet. 

That  lon^  stretched  vainly  down  the 
yielding  dee^is. 

The  shock  and  sustenance  of  solid  earth  ; 

Inland  afar  we  see  what  temples  gleam 

Through  immemorial  stems  of  sacred 
groves. 

And  we  conjecture  shining  shapes  there- 
in; 

Yet  for  a  space  we  love  to  wonder  here 

Among  the  shells  and  sea-weed  of  the 
beach. 


So  mused  I  once  within  my  willow- tent 
One  brave    June  morning,   when    the 

bluff  northwest. 
Thrusting  aside  a  dank  and  snuffling 

day 
That  made  us  bitter  at  our  neighbors* 

sins. 
Brimmed  the  great  cup  of  heaven  with 

sparkling  cheer 
And  roared  a  lusty  stave ;  the  sliding 

Charles, 
Blue  toward  the  west,  and  bluer  and 

more  blue. 
Living  and  lustrous  as  a  woman's  eyes 
Look  once  and  look  no  inore,  with  south- 
ward curve 
Ran  crinkling  sunniness,  like  Helen's 

hair 
Glimpsed     in     Elysium,    insubstantial 

gold; 
From    blossom -clouded    orchards,    far 

away 
The  bobolink  tinkled-,  the  deep  mead- 
ows flowed 
With  multitudinous  pulse  of  light  and 

shade 
A^inst  the  bases  of  the  southern  hills, 
Wnile  here  and  there  a  drowsy  island 

rick  { 


Slept  and  its  shadow  slept ;  the  woodeik 

bridge 
ThundertKl,  and  then  was  silent ;  on  the 

roofs 
The  sun-warped  shingles  rippled  with 

the  heat' ; 
Summer  on  field  and  hill,  in  heart  and 

brain. 
All  life  washed  clean  in  this  high  tide  of 

June. 

DARA. 

When  Persia's  sceptre  trembled  in  a 

hand 
Wilted  with  harem-heats,  and  all  the 

land 
Was  hovered  over  by  those  vulture  ills 
That  snuff  decaying  empire  from  afar, 
Then,  with  a  nature  balanced  as  a  star, 
Dara  arose,  a  shepherd  of  the  hills. 

He  who   had  governed   fleecy  subjects 

well 
Made  his  own  village  by  the  selfsame 

spell 
Secure  and  quiet  as  a  guarded  fold  ; 
Then,  gathering  strength  by  slow  and 

wise  degrees 
Under  his  sway,  to  neighlwr  villa^s 
Order  returned,  and  faith  and  justice 

old. 

Now  when  it  fortuned  that  a  king  more 
wise 

Endued  the  realm  with  brain  and  hands 
and  eyes. 

He  sought  on  every  side  men  brave  and 
just; 

And  having  heard  our  mountain  shep- 
herd's praise. 

How  he  refilled  the  mould  of  elder  days. 

To  Dara  gave  a  satrapy  in  trust 

So  Dara  shepherded  a  province  wide. 
Nor  in  his  viceroy's  sceptre  took  more 

pride 
Than  in  his  crook  before;    but  envy 

finds 
More  food  in  cities  than  on  mountains 

bare ; 
And  the  frank  sun  of  natures  clear  and 

rare 
Breeds  poisonous  fogs  in  low  and  marish 

minds. 
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Soon  it  was  hissed  into  the  royal  eai% 
That,  though  wise  Dara's  province,  year 

by  year. 
Like  a  great  sponge,  sucked  wealth  and 

plenty  up. 
Vet,  when  he  squeezed  it  at  the  king's 

behest. 
Some  yellow  drops,  more  rich  than  all 

the  rest. 
Went  to  the  filling  of  his  private  cup. 

For  proof,  they  said,  that,  wheresoe'er 

ne  went, 
A  chest,  beneath  whose  weight  the  camel 

bent, 
Went  with  him  ;  and  no  mortal  eye  had 

seen 
What  was    therein,   save  only   Dara's 

own ; 
But,  when  't  was  opened,  all  his  tent 

was  known 
To  glow  and  lighten  with  heaped  jewels' 

sheen. 

The  King  set  forth  for  Dara's  province 

straight ; 
There,  as  was  fit,  outside  the  citv'sgate, 
The  viceroy  met  him  with  a  stately  train, 
And  there,  with  archers  circled,  close  at 

hand, 
A  camel  with  the  chest  was  seen  to 

stand : 
The  King's  brow  reddened,  for  the  guilt 

was  plain. 

<*Open  me  here,**  he  cried,  "this  treas- 
ure-chest !  ** 

rt'  was  done ;  and  only  a  worn  shepherd's 
vest 

Was  found  therein.  Some  blushed  and 
hung  the  head ; 

Not  Dara  ;  open  as  the  sky's  blue  roof 

He  stood,  and  **  0  my  lord,  behold  the 
proof 

That  1  was  faithful  to  my  trust,*'  he 
said. 

"  To  govern  men,  lo  all  the  spell  I  had ! 
My  soul  in  these  i-ude  vestments  ever 

clad 
Still  to  the  unstained  past  kept  true  and 

leal, 
Still  on  these  i>lains  could  breathe  her 

mountain  air, 
And  fortune's  heaviest  gifts   serenely 

bear. 
Which  bend  men  from  their  truth  and 

make  them  reel. 


**  For  ruling  wisely  I  should  have  small 

skill, 
Were  1  not  lord  of  simple  Dara  still ; 
That  sceptre  kept,  I  could  not  lose  mj 

way." 
Strange  dew  in  royal  eyes  grew  round 

and  bright, 
And  straiued  the  throbbing  lids  ;  before 

't  was  night 
Two  added  provinces  blest  Dara's  sway. 


THE  FIRST  SKOW-FALL. 

The  snow  had  begun  in  the  gloaming. 

And  busily  all  the  night 
Had  been  heaping  field  and  hij^hway 

With  a  silence  deep  and  white. 

Every  pine  and  fir  and  hemlock 
Wore  ermine  too  dear  for  an  earl, 

And  the  poorest  twig  on  the  elm-tree 
Was  ridged  inch  deep  with  pearl. 

From  sheds  new-roofed  with  Carrara 
Came  Chanticleer's  muffled  crow. 

The  stiff  rails  softened  to  swan's-down, 
And  still  fluttered  down  the  suow. 

1  stood  and  watched  by  the  window 
The  noiseless  work  of  the  sky. 

And  the  sudden  flurries  of  snow-birds. 
Like  brown  leaves  whirling  by. 

I  thought  of  a  mound  in  sweet  Anbum 
Where  a  little  headstone  stood  ; 

How  the  flakes  were  folding  it  gently, 
As  did  i-obins  the  babes  m  the  wood. 

Up  spoke  our  own  little  Mabel, 
Saying,    ''Father,    who    makes    it 
snow  ?" 

And  I  told  of  the  good  All-father 
Who  cares  for  us  here  below. 

Again  I  looked  at  the  snow-fall. 
And  thought  of  the  leaden  sky 

That  arched  o'er  our  first  great  sorrow. 
When  that  mound  was  heaped  so  high. 

I  remembered  the  gradual  patience 
That  fell  from  that  cloud  like  snow. 

Flake  by  flake,  healing  and  hiding 
The  acAf  that  renewed. our  woe. 


THE  SINGING  LEAVES. 
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And  again  to  the  child  I  whispred, 
"  The  snow  that  husheth  all. 

Darling,  the  merciful  Father 
Alone  can  make  it  fall ! " 

Then,  with  eyes  that  saw  not,  I  kissed 

her; 
And   she,   kissing    hack,   could  not 

know 
That  my  kiss  was  given  to  her  sister, 
.     Folded  close  under  deepening  snow. 


THE  SINOXNG  LEAVES. 


"  What  fairings  will  ye  that  I  hring  ? " 
Said  the  King  to  his  daughters  three  ; 

"For  1  to  Vanity  Fair  am  boun, 
Now  say  what  shall  they  be  ? " 

Then  up  and  spake  the  eldest  daughter, 

That  lady  tall  and  grand  : 
"  0,  bring  roe  pearls  and  diamonds  great. 

And  gold  rings  for  my  hand." 

Thereafter  spake  the  second  daughter. 
That  was  Wh  white  and  red  : 

"For  me  bring  silks  that  will  stand 
alone. 
And  a  gold  comb  for  my  head. " 

Then  came  the  turn  of  the  least  daugh- 
ter, 
That  was  whiter  than  thistle-down. 
And  among  the  gold  of  her  blithesome 
hair 
Dim  shone  the  golden  crown. 

"  There  came  a  bird  this  morning. 
And  sang  'neath  my  bower  eaves, 

Till  I  dreamed,  as  his  music  made  me, 
*  Ask  thou  for  the  Singing  Leaves.' " 

Then   the  brow  of  the  King  swelled 
crimson 

With  a  flush  of  angry  scorn : 
"'Well  have  ye  spoken,  my  two  eldest. 

And  chosen  as  ye  were  bom  ; 

"  But  she,  like  a  thing  of  peasant  race. 

That  is  happv  binding  the  sheaves ' '  ; 

Then  he  saw  her  dead  mother  in  her 

face. 

And  said,    "Thou  shalt    have    thy 

leaves." 

S2 


II. 
He  mounted  and  rode  three  days  and 
nights 
Till  he  came  to  Vanity  Fair, 
And  *twas  easy  to  buy  the  gems  and 
the  silk, 
But  no  Singing  Leaves  were  there. 

Then  deep  in  the  greenwood  rode  he. 

And  asked  of  every  tree, 
"0,  if  you  have  ever  a  Singing  Leaf, 

I  pray  you  give  it  me  1 " 

But  the  trees  all  kept  their  counsel, 
And  never  a  wora  said  thev. 

Only  there  sighed  from  the  pine-topf 
A  music  of  seas  far  away. 

Onlv  the  pattering  aspen 

Made  a  sound  of  growing  rain. 

That  fell  ever  faster  and  faster. 
Then  faltered  to  silence  again. 

"  0,  where  shall  I  find  a  little  foot-page 
That  would  win  both  hose  and  shoon. 

And  will  bring  to  me  the  Singing  Leaves 
If  they  grow  under  the  moon  ?  '* 

Then  lightly  turned  him  Walter  the 


By 


page, 
the  stirrup  as  he  ran  : 


"  Now  pledge  yoil  me  the  truesome  word 
Of  a  king  and  gentleman, 

"  That  YOU  will  give  me  the  first,  first 
tning 
You  meet  at  your  castle-gate. 
And  the  Princess  shall  get  the  Singing 
Leaves, 
Or  mine  be  a  traitor's  fate." 

The  King's  head  dropt  upon  his  breast 

A  moment,  as  it  might  be  ; 
'T  will  be  my  dog,  he  thought,  and  said, 

"My  faith  I  plight  to  thee." 

Then  Walter  took  from  next  his  heart 

A  packet  small  and  thin, 
"Now  give  you  this  to  the  Princess 
Anne, 

The  Singing  Leaves  are  therein." 


As  the  King  rode  in  at  his  castle-gate, 
A  maiden  to  meet  him  ran, 
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And  "  Welcome,  father  !  "  she  laughed 
and  cried 
Together,  the  Princess  Anne. 

"  Lo,  here  the  Singing  Leaves,"  quoth 
he, 

"  And  woe,  bnt  they  cost  me  dear  !  *' 
She  took  the  packet,  and  the  smile 

Deepened  down  beneath  the  tear. 

It  deepened  down  till  it  reached  her 
neart, 

And  tlien  gushed  up  again, 
And  lighted  ner  tears  as  the  sudden  sun 

Transfigures  the  summer  rain. 

And  the  first  Leaf,  when  it  was  opened. 
Sang  ;  **  1  am  Walter  the  page. 

And  the  songs  1  sing  'neath  thy  window 
Are  my  only  heritage." 

And  the  second  Leaf  sang :  *'  But  in  the 
land 

That  is  neither,  on  earth  or  sea, 
My  lute  and  I  are  lords  of  more 

Than  thrice  this  kingdom's  fee." 

And  the  third  Leaf  sang,  "Be  mine  ! 
"  Be  mine  ! " 

And  ever  it  sang,  "  Be  mine !" 
Then  sweeter  it  sang  and  ever  sweeter. 

And  said,  *'  I  am  thine,  thine,  thine ! " 

At  the  first  Leaf  she  grew  nale  enough, 
At  the  second  she  tumea  aside. 

At  the  third,  't  was  as  if  a  lily  flushed 
With  a  rose's  red  heart's  tide. 

"  Good  counsel  gave  the  bird,"  said  she, 
**  1  have  my  hope  thrice  o'er. 

For  they  sing  to  my  very  heart,"  she 
said, 
**  And  it  sings  to  them  evermore." 

She  brought  to  him  her  beauty  and 
truth, 
But  and  broad  earldoms  three. 
And  he  made  her  queen  of  the  broader 
lands 
He  held  of  his  lute  in  fee. 
1851. 

SEA-WEED. 

Not  always  unimpeded  can  1  pray, 
Nor,  pitying  saint,  thine  intercession 

claim ; 
Too  closely  clings  the  burden  of  the  day, 


And  all  the  mint  and  anise  that  I  pay 
But  swells  my  debt  and   deepens  my 
self- blame. 

Shall  I  less  patience  have  than  Thou, 

who  know 
That  Thou  revisit'st  all  who  wait  for 

thee. 
Nor  only  fill'st  the  unsounded  deeps 

below. 
But  dost  refresh  with  punctual  overflow 
The  rifts  where  unregarded  mosses  be  ? 

The  drooping  sea-weed  hears,  in  night 
abyssed. 

Far  and  more  far  the  wave's  receding 
shocks, 

Nor  doubts,  for  all  the  darkness  and  the 
mist, 

That  the  pale  shepherdess  will  keep  her 
tryst, 

And  shoreward  lead  again  her  foam- 
fleeced  flocks. 

For  the  same  wave  that  rims  the  Carib 
shore 

With  momentary  brede  of  pearl  and 
gold, 

Goes  hurrying  thence  to  gladden  with 
its  roar 

Lorn  weeds  bound  fast  on  rocks  of  Lab- 
rador, 

By  love  divine  on  one  sweet  errand 
rolled. 

And,  though  Thy  healing  waters  far 

withdraw, 
I,  too,  can  wait  and  feed  on  hope  of 

Thee 
And  of  the  dear  recurrence  of  Thy  law, 
Sure  that  the  parting  grace  my  morning 

saw 
Abides  its  time  to  come  in  search  of  me. 
1854. 

THE  FIKDIKQ  OF  THE  LYRE. 

There  lay  upon  the  ocean's  shore 
What  once  a  tortoise  served  to  cover. 
A  year  and  more,  with  rush  and  roar, 
The  surf  had  rolled  it  over, 
Had  played  with  it,  and  flune  it  by, 
As  wind  and  weather  might  decide  it. 
Then  tossed  it  high  where  sand-driits 

dry 
Cheap  burial  might  provide  it. 
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It  rested  there  to  bleach  or  tan, 

The  rains  had  soaked,  the  snns  had 

burned  it; 
With  many  a  ban  the  fisherman 
Had  stumbled  o'er  and  spumed  it ; 
And  there  the  fisher-girl  would  stay, 
Conjecturing  with  her  brother 
How  in  their  play  the  poor  estray 
Might  serre  some  use  or  other. 

So  there  it  lay,  through  wet  and  dry, 

As  empty  as  the  last  new  sonnet, 

Till  by  and  by  came  Mercury, 

And,  having  mused  upon  it, 

"  Why,  here,"  cried  he,  **  the  thing  of 

things 
In  shape,  material,  and  dimension  ! 
Give  it  but  strings,  and,  lo,  it  sings, 
A  wonderful  invention ! " 

So  said,  so  done ;  the  chords  he  strained, 
And,  as  his  fingers  o'er  them  hovered. 
The  shell  disdained  a  soul  had  gained, 
The  lyre  had  been  discovered. 
0  empty  world  that  round  us  lies. 
Dead  shell,  of  soul  and  thought  forsaken, 
Brought  we  but  eyes  like  Mercury's, 
In  thee  what  songs  should  waken  ! 


NEW-YEAR'S  EVE.    ISBQi 

This  is  the  midnight  of  the  century,  — 

hark! 
Through  aisle  and  arch  of  Godminster 

have  gone 
Twelve  throbs  that  tolled  the  zenith  of 

the  dark. 
And  momward  now  the  starry  hands 

move  on ; 
*'  Momward ! "  the  angelic  watchers  say, 
'*  Passed  is  the  sorest  trial ; 
No  plot  of  man  can  stay 
The  hand  upon  the  dial ; 
Night  is  the  dark  stem  of  the  lily  Day." 

If  we,  who  watched  in  vall^s  here  below. 
Toward  streaks,  misdeemed  of  mom,  our 

faces  tumed 
When  volcan  glares  set  all   the  east 

aglow,  — 
We  are  not  poorer  that  we  wept  and 

yearned ; 
Though  earth  swing  wide  from  God'n 

intent, 


And  though  no  man  nor  nation 

Will  move  with  full  consent 

In  heavenly  gravitation, 

Yet  by  one  Sun  is  every  orbit  bent. 


FOB  AN  AUTOOBAFH. 

Thoxtoh  old  the  thought  and  oft  ex- 

prest, 
*T  is  nis  at  last  who  says  it  best,  — 
I  '11  tiy  iny  fortune  with  the  rest. 

Life  is  a  leaf  of  paper  white 
Whereon  each  one  of  us  may  write 
His  word  or  two,  and  then  comes  night 


we  cry. 


*'  Lo,  time  and  space  enough, 
**  To  write  an  epic ! "  so  we  try 
Our  nibs  upon  tne  edge,  and  die. 


Muse  not  which  way  the  pen  to  hold. 
Luck  hates  the  slow  and  loves  the  bold, 
Soon  come  the  darkness  and  the  cold. 

Greatly  begin !  though  thou  have  time 
But  for  a  line,  be  that  sublime,  — 
Not  failure,  but  low  aim,  is  crime. 

Ah,  with  what  lofty  hope  we  came  i 
But  we  foraet  it,  dream  of  fame. 
And  scrawl,  as  I  do  here,  a  name. 


AL  FRESCO. 

The  dandelions  and  buttercups 
Gild  all  the  lawn ;  the  drowsy  bee 
Stumbles  among  the  clover-tops. 
And  summer  sweetens  all  but  me : 
Away,  unfruitful  lore  of  books, 
For  whose  vain  idiom  we  reject 
The  soul's  more  native  dialect. 
Aliens  among  the  bii-ds  and  brooks, 
Dull  to  interpret  or  conceive 
What  gospels  lost  the  woods  retrieve ! 
Away,  ye  critics,  city-bred. 
Who  springes  set  ox  thus  and  so, 
And  in  the  first  man's  footsteps  tread. 
Like  those  who  toil  through  drifted 

snow  I 
Away,  my  poets,  whose  sweet  spell 
Can  make  a  garden  of  a  cell ! 
T  need  ye  not,  for  I  to-day 
Will  make  one  long  sweet  verse  of  play. 
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MASACCIO. 


Snap,    chord    of    manhood's    tenser 

strain! 
To-day  I  will  be  a  boy  again ; 
The  mind's  pursuing  element, 
Like  a  bow  slackened  and  unbent, 
In  some  dark  comer  shall  be  leant 
The  robin  sings,  as  of  old,  from  the 

limb! 
The  catbird  croous  in  the  lilac-bush ! 
Through  the  dim  arbor,  himself  more 

dim. 
Silently  hops  the  hermit-thrush, 
The  withered  leaves  keep  dumb  for  him  ; 
The  irreverent  buccaneering  bee 
Hath  stormed  and  rifled  the  nunnery 
Of  the  lily,  and  scattered  the  sacred  floor 
With  haste-dropt  gold  from  shrine  to 

door; 
There,  as  of  vore, 
The  rich,  milk-tingeing  buttercup 
Its  tiny  polished  urn  holds  up. 
Filled  with  ripe  summer  to  the  edge. 
The  sun  in  his  own  wine  to  pledge ; 
And  our  tall  elm,  this  hundredth  year 
Doge  of  our  leafy  Venice  here. 
Who,  with  an  annual  ring,  doth  wed 
The  blue  Adriatic  overhead, 
Shadows  with  his  imlatial  mass 
The  deep  canals  ot  flowing  grass. 

0  unestraDged  birds  and  bees  I 
0  face  of  Nature  always  true  I 
0  never-unsympathiziug  trees ! 
0  never- rejecting  roof  of  blue, 
Whose  rash  disherison  never  falls 
On  us  unthinking  prodigals. 
Yet  who  convictest  all  our  ill, 
So  grand  and  unappeasable ! 
Metninks  my  heart  from  each  of  these 
Plucks  part  of  childhood  back  again. 
Long  there  imprisoned,  as  the  breeze 
Doth  every  hidden  odor  seize 
Of  wood  and  water,  hill  and  plain  ; 
Once  more  am  I  admitted  peer 
In  the  upper  house  of  Nature  here, 
And  feel  through  all  my  pulses  run 
The  royal  blooa  of  breeze  and  sun. 

Upon  these  elm-arched  solitudes 
No  hum  of  neighbor  toil  intrudes; 
The  only  hammer  that  I  hear 
Is  wiehfed  by  the  woodpecker. 
The  single  noisy  calling  his 
In  all  our  leaf-hid  Sybaris; 
The  good  old  time,  close-hidden  here, 
Pentsts,  a  loyal  cavalier, 


While  Roundheads  prim,  with  point  of 

fox. 
Probe  wainscot-chink  and  empty  box  ; 
Here  no  hoarse-voiced  iconoclast 
Insults  thy  statues,  royal  Past; 
Myself  too  prone  the  axe  to  wield, 
I  touch  the  silver  side  of  the  shield 
With    lance   reversed,   and    challenge 

peace, 
A  willing  convert  of  the  trees. 

How  chanced  it  that  so  long  I  tost 
A  cable's  length  from  this  rich  coast. 
With  foolish  anchors  hucffing  close 
Tlie  beckoning  weeds  anolazv  ooze. 
Nor  had  the  wit  to  wreck  before 
On  this  enchanted  island's  shore, 
Whither  the  current  of  the  sea. 
With  wiser  drift,  persuaded  me  ? 

0,  might  we  but  of  such  rare  days 
Build  up  the  spirit's  dwelling-place ! 
A  temple  of  so  Parian  stone 
Would  brook  a  marble  ^od  alone, 
The  statue  of  a  perfect  hfe. 
Far-shrined    from    earth's    bestaining 

strife. 
Alas !  though  such  felicity 
In  our  vext  world  here  may  not  be, 
Yet,  as  sometimes  the  peasant's  hut 
Shows  stones  which  old  religion  cut 
With  text  inspired,  or  mystic  sign 
Of  the  Eternal  and  Divine, 
Tom  from  the  conftecration  deep 
Of  some  fallen  nunnery's  mossy  sleep. 
So,  from  the  ruins  of  tnis  day 
Crumbling  in  golden  dust  away, 
The  soul  one  gracious  block  may  draw. 
Carved  with  some  fragment  of  the  law, 
Which,  set  in  life's  prosaic  wall. 
Old  benedictions  may  recall, 
And  lure  some  nnnlike  thoughts  to  take 
Their  dwelling  here  for  memory's  sake. 


MASACCIO. 
IN  THE  BRANCAOCI  CHAPEL. 

He  came  to  Florence  long  sgo, 

And  painted  here  these  wall^  that  shone 

For  Kaphael  and  for  Angelo, 

With  secrets  deeper  than  his  own. 

Then  shrank  into  the  dark  again, 

And  died,  we  know  not  how  or  when. 

The  shadows  deejx^ned,  and  1  turned 
Half  sadly  from  the  fresco  grand ; 


'  My  coachman  in  the  moonlight  there."    Page  341. 


WITHOUT  AND  WITHIK.  —  GODMINSTEB  CHIMES. 
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"And  is  this,"  mused  I,  "all  ye  parned, 
High- vaulted  brain  and  cunning  hand, 
That  ve  to  greater  men  could  teach 
The  skill  yourselves  could  never  reach  ?'* 

••And  who  were  they,"  I  mused,  "that 

wrought 
Through  pathless  wilds,  with  labor  long, 
The  highways  of  our  daily  thought? 
Who  reared  those  towers  of  earliest  song 
That  lift  us  from  the  crowd  to  peace 
Remote  in  sunny  silences  I" 

Out  clanged  the  Ave  Mary  bells, 
And  to  my  heart  this  message  came : 
Each  clamorous  throat  among  them  tells 
What   strongsouled    martyrs  died   in 

flame 
To  make  it  possible  that  thou 
Shouldst  here  with  brother  sinners  bow. 

Thoughts  that  great  hearts  once  broke 

for,  we 
Breathe  cheaply  in  the  common  air ; 
The  dust  we  trample  heedlessly 
Throbbed  once  in  saints  and  heroes  rare. 
Who  perished,  opening  for  their  race 
New  pathways  to  the  commonplace. 

Henceforth,  when  rings  the  health  to 

those 
Who  live  in  story  and  in  song, 
0  nameless  dead,  that  now  repose 
Safe  in  Oblivion's  chambers  strong. 
One  cup  of  recognition  true 
Shall  sUently  be  drained  to  you ! 


WITHOtJT  Ain)  WITUIN. 

Mt  coachman,  in  the  moonlight  there, 
Looks  through  the  side-light  of  the 
door; 

I  hear  him  with  his  brethren  swear. 
As  I  could  do,  — but  only  more. 

Flattening  his  nose  against  the  pane, 
He  envies  me  mv  brilliant  lot. 

Breathes  on  his  aching  fists  in  vain, 
And  dooms  me  to  a  place  more  hot. 

He  sees  me  iii  to  supper  go, 
A  silken  wonder  oy  my  side, 

Bare  anus,  bnre  shonlders,  and  a  row 
Of  flounces,  for  the  door  too  wide. 


He  thinks  how  happy  is  my  arm 
'Neath  its  white-gloved  and  jeweUed 
load; 

And  wishes  me  some  dreadful  harm, 
Hearing  the  merry  corks  explode. 

Meanwhile  I  inly  curse  the  bore 
Of  hunting  still  the  same  old  coon. 

And  envy  him,  outside  the  door, 
In  golden  quiets  of  the  moon. 

The  winter  wind  is  not  so  cold 

As  the  briffht  smile  he  sees  me  win. 

Nor  the  host  s  oldest  wine  so  old 
Ai  our  poor  gabble  sour  and  thin. 

I  envy  him  the  ungyved  prance 
With  which  his  freezing  f e^t  he  warms, 

And  drag  my  lady's-chains  and  dance 
The  galley-slave  of  dreary  forms. 

0,  could  he  have  my  share  of  din. 
And  1  his  quiet  I — past  a  doubt 

T  would  still  be  one  man  bored  within, 
An<l  just  another  bored  without. 

Nay,  when,  once  paid  my  mortal  fee, 
Some  idler  on  my  headstone  grim 

Traces  the  moas-blurred  name,  will  ho 
Think  me  the  happier,  or  I  him  ? 

QODMIKSTER  CHIMES. 

WRITTEN  IN  AID  OF  A  ClilME  OF   BELLS 
FOR  CHRIST  CHURCH,  CAMBRIDGE. 

GoDMiKSTER  ?    Is  it  Fancy's  play  I 

I  know  not,  but  the  word 
Sines  in  my  heart,  nor  can  I  say 

Whether  't  was  dreamed  or  heard ; 
Yet  fragrant  in  my  mind  it  clings 

As  blossoms  after  rain. 
And  builds  of  half-remembered  things 

This  vision  in  my  brain. 

Through  aisles  of  long-drawn  centuries 

My  spirit  walks  in  thought, 
And  to  that  symbol  lifts  its  eyes 

Which  God's  own  pity  wrought ; 
From  Calvary  shines  the  altar's  gleam, 

The  Church's  East  is  there. 
The  Ages  one  great  minster  seem, 

That  throbs  with  praise  and  prayer. 

And  all  the  way  from  Calvary  down 

The  caiTen  pavement  shows 
Their  graves   who  won    the    martyr^s 
crown 

And  safe  in  God  repose ; 
The  saints  of  many  a  warring  creed 

Who  now  in  heaven  have  learned 
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That  all  paths  to  the  Father  lead 
Where  Self  the  feet  have  spurned. 

And,  as  the  mystic  aisles  I  pace. 

By  aureoled  workmen  built, 
Lives  ending  at  the  Cross  I  trace 

Alike  through  grace  and  guilt ; 
One  Mary  bathes  the  blessed  feet 

With  ointment  from  her  eves, 
With  spikenard  one,  and  both  are  sweet, 

For  both  are  sacrifice. 

Moravian  hymn  and  Roman  chant 

In  one  devotion  blend. 
To  speak  the  soul's  eternal  want 

Of  Him,  the  inmost  friend  ; 
One  prayer  soars  cleansed  with  martyr 
fire, 

One  choked  with  sinner's  tears, 
In  heaven  both  meet  in  one  desire, 

And  God  one  music  hears. 

Whilst  thus  I  dream,  the  bells  clash  out 

Upon  the  Sabbath  air, 
Each  seems  a  hostile  faith  to  shout, 

A  selfish  form  of  prayer ; 
My  dream  is  shattered,  yet  who  knows 

But  in  that  heaven  so  near 
These  discords  find  harmonious  close 

In  God's  atoning  ear  ¥ 

0  chime  of  sweet  Saint  Charity, 

Peal  soon  that  Easter  morn 
When  Christ  for  all  shall  risen  be. 

And  in  all  hearts  new-bom  ! 
That  Pentecost  when  utterance  clear 

To  all  men  shall  be  given. 
When  all  shall  say  My  BroiheT  here. 

And  hear  My  Son  in  heaven  ! 


THE  PARTINO  OF  THE  WAYB. 

Who  hath  not  been  a  poet  ?    Who  hath 

not. 
With  life's  new  quiver  full  of  winged 

years. 
Shot  at  a  venture,  and  then,  following 

on, 
Stood  doubtfhl  at  the  Parting  of  the 

Ways? 

rhere  once  I  stood  in  dream,  and  as  I 

^used, 
Looking  this  way  and  that,  came  forth 

to  me 


The  figure  of  a  woman  veiled,  that  said, 
**My  name  is  Duty,  turn  and  follow 

me"; 
Something  there  was  that  chilled  me  in 

her  voice ; 
I  felt  Youth's  hand  grow  slack  and  cold 

in  mine. 
As  if  to  be  withdrawn,  and  I  exclaimed: 
"0,  leave  the  hot  wild  heart  within  my 

breast ! 
Duty  comes  soon  enough,  too  soon  comes 

Death ; 
This  slippery  globe  of  life  whirls  of  itself, 
Hasting  our  youth  away  into  the  dark  ; 
These    senses,   quivering  with  electric 


Too  soon  will  show,  like  nests  on  wintry 
boughs 

Obtrusive  emptiness,  too  palpable  wreck, 

Which  whistling  north-winas  line  with 
downy  snow 

Sometimes,  or  fringe  with  foliaged  rime, 
in  vain. 

Thither  the  singing  birds  no  more  re- 
turn." 

Then  glowed  to  me  a  maiden  from  the 

left. 
With  bosom  half  disclosed,  and  naked 

arms 
More  white  and  undulant  than  necks  of 

swans ; 
And  all  before  her  steps  an  influence  ran 
Warm  as  the  whispering   South  that 

opens  buds 
And  swells  the  Isinnrd  sails  of  Northern 

May. 
"I  am  called  Pleasure,  come  with  me !" 

she  said. 
Then  laushed,  and  shook  out  sunshine 

from  Tier  hair, 
Nor  only  that,  but,  so  it  seemed,  shook 

out 
All  memory  too,  and  all  the  moonlit 

past,  ^ 

Old    loves,   old    aspirations,    and    old 

dreams. 
More  beautiful  for  being  old  and  gone. 

So  we  two  went  together;  downward 

sloped 
The  patti  through  yellow  meads,  or  so  I 

di-eamed, 
Yellow  with  sunshine  and  young  green, 

but  I 
Saw  naught  nor  heard,  shut  up  in  one 

close  joy; 


THE  PARTING   OF  THE  WAYS. 
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I  only  felt  the  hand  within  my  own, 
Transmuting  all  my  blood  to  golden  fire, 
Dissolving  all  my  brain  in  throbbing 
mist. 

Suddenly  shrank  the  hand ;   suddenly 

burst 
A  cry  that  split  the  torpor  of  my  brain, 
And  as  the  first  sharp  thrust  of  lightning 

loosens 
Prom  the  heaped  cloud  its  rain,  loosened 

my  sense : 
"  Save  me ! "  it  thrilled ;  "  0,  hide  me ! 

there  is  Death ! 
Death  the  divider,  the  unmerciful, 
That  digs  his  pitfalls  under  Love  and 

Youth 
And  covers    Beauty  up   in    the    cold 

pound  ; 
Homble  Death !  bringer  of  endless  dark  ; 
Let  him  not  see  me !  hide  me  in  thy 

breast !  *' 
Thereat  1  strove  to  clasp  her,  but  my 

arms 
Met  only  what  slipped  crumbling  down, 

and  fell, 
A  handful  of  gray  ashes,  at  my  feet. 

I  would  have  fled,  I  would  have  followed 

back 
That  pleasant  path  we  came,  but  all  was 

cnanged ; 
Rocky  the  way,  abrupt,  and  hard  to  find ; 
Yet    I    toiled  on,   and,   toiling  on,   1 

thought, 
"That  way  lies  Youth,  and  Wisdom, 

and  all  Good ; 
For  only  by  unlearning  Wisdom  comes 
And    climbing    backward    to    diviner 

Youth ; 
What  the  world  teaches  profits  to  the 

world. 
What  the  soul  teaches  profits  to  the  soul, 
^hich  then  firat  stanas  erect  with  God- 
ward  face, 
When  she  lets  fall  her  pack  of  withered 

facts. 
The  gleanings  of  the  outward  eye  and 

ear. 
And  looks  and  listens  with  her  finer 

sense; 
Nor  Truth  nor  Knowledge  cometh  from 

without." 

After  long  weary  days  I  stood  again 
And  waited  at  the  I^arting  of  the  Ways ; 
Again  the  figure  of  a  woman  veiled 


Stood  forth  and  beckoned,  and  I  followed 

now : 
Down  to  no  bower  of   roses  led  the 

path. 
But  through  the  streets  of  towns  where 

chattering  Cold 
Hewed  wood  for  fires  whose  glow  was 

owned  and  fenced. 
Where   Nakedness  wove    garments   of 

warm  wool 
Not  for  itself  j  —  or  through  the  fields  it 

led 
Where  Hunger  reaped  the  unattainable 

grain, 
Where  Idleness  enforced  saw  idle  lands, 
Leagues  of  unpeopled  soil,  the  common 

earth, 
Walled  round  with  paper  against  God 

and  Man. 
**I  cannot  look,"  I  groaned,  "at  only 

these ; 
The  heart  grows  hardened  with  perpet- 
ual wont. 
And  palters  with  a  feigned  necessity, 
Bai*gaininfl;  with  itself  to  be  content ; 
Let  me  behold  thy  face." 

The  Form  replied : 
'*  Men  follow  Duty,  never  overtake ; 
Duty  nor  lifts  her  veil  nor  looks  behind. " 
But,  as  she  spake,  a  loosened  lock  of 

hair 
Slipped  from  beneath  her  hood,  and  I, 

who  looked 
To  see  it  giay  and  thin,  saw  amplest 

gold; 
Not  that  dull  metal  dug  from  sordid 

earth, 
But  such  as  the  retiring  sunset  flood 
Leaves  heaped  on   bays  and  capes  of 

island  cloud. 
"  O  Guide  divine,"  I  prayed,  "  although 

not  yet 
I  may  repair  the  virtue  which  I  feel 
Gone  out  at  touch  of  untuned  things 

and  foul 
With  draughts  of  Beauty,  yet  declare 

how  soon  ! " 

"  Faithless  and  faint  of  heart,"  the  voice 
returned, 

"  Thou  see'at  no  beauty  save  thou  make 
it  first ; 

Man,  Woman,  Nature,  each  is  but  a 
glass 

Where  the  soul  sees  the  image  of  her- 
self, 

Visible  echoes,  offsprings  of  herself. 
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Bat,  since  thou  need'st  assurance  of  how 

soon, 
Wait  till  that  angel  comes  who  opens 

all, 
The  reconciler,  he  who  lifts  the  veil, 
The  reuniter,  the  rest-bringer,  Death." 

I  waited,  and  methought  he  came ;  but 
how, 

Or  in  what  shape,  I  doubted,  for  no 
sign, 

By  touch  or  mark,  he  gave  me  as  he 
passed: 

Only  I  knew  a  lily  that  I  held 

Snapt  short  below  the  head  and  shriv- 
elled up ; 

Then  turned  my  Guide  and  looked  at 
me  unveiled. 

And  I  beheld  no  face  of  matron  stem, 

But  that  enchantment  I  had  followed 
erst, 

Only  more  fair,  more  clear  to  eye  and 
brain, 

Heightened  and  chastened  by  a  house- 
hold charm  ; 

She  smiled,  and  **  Which  is  fairer,"  said 
her  eyes, 

**  The  hag's  unreal  Florimel  or  mine  ?" 

ALADDIN. 

When  I  was  a  beggarly  boy, 

And  lived  in  a  cellar  damp, 
I  had  not  a  friend  nor  a  toy, 

But  I  had  Aladdin's  lamp ; 
When  I  could  not  sleep  for  the  cold, 

I  had  fire  enough  in  my  brain. 
And  builded,  with  roofs  of  gold. 

My  beautiful  castles  in  Spain  ! 

Since  then  I  have  toiled  day  and  night, 

I  have  money  and  power  good  store, 
But  I  'd  give  all  my  lamps  of  silver 
bright. 

For  the  one  that  is  mine  no  more  ; 
Take,  Fortune,  whatever  you  choose. 

You  gave,  and  may  snatch  again  ; 
I  have  nothing 't  would  pain  me  to  lose, 

For  I  own  no  more  castles  in  Spain  ! 

AN  INVITATION. 
TO  J.   F.  H. 

Nine  years  have  slipt  like  hour-glass 

sand 
From  life's  still-emptying  globe  away, 


Since  last,  dear  friend,  I  clasped  your 

hand, 
And  stood  upon  the  impoverished  land. 
Watching  the  steamer  down  the  bay. 

I  held  the  token  which  you  gave, 
While  slowly  the  smoke-pennon  curled 
O'er  the  vague  rim  'tween  sky  and  wave, 
And  shut  the  distance  like  a  grave, 
Leaving  me  in  the  colder  world. 

The  old  worn  world  of  hurry  and  heat, 
The  young,  fresh  world  of  thought  and 

scope. 
While    you,   where  beckoning  billows 

fleet 
Climb  far  sky-beaches  still  and  sweet. 
Sank  wavering  down  the  ocean-slope. 

You  sought  the  new  world  in  the  old, 
I  found  the  old  world  in  the  new, 
All  that  our  human  hearts  can  hold. 
The  inward  world  of  deathless  mould. 
The  same  that  Father  Adam  knew. 

He  needs  no  ship  to  cross  the  tide, 
Who,  in  the  lives  about  him,  sees 
Fair  window-prospects  opening  wide 
O'er  history's  fields  on  every  side, 
To  Ind  and  Egypt,  Rome  and  Greece. 

Whatever  moulds  of  various  brain 
E'er  shaped  the  world  to  weal  or  woe, 
Whatever  empires'  wax  and  wane. 
To  him  that  hath  not  eyes  in  vain, 
Our  village-microcosm  can  show. 

Come  back  our  ancient  walks  to  tread. 
Dear  haunts  of  lost  or  scattered  friends. 
Old  Harvard's  scholar-factories  red. 
Where  song  and  smoke  and  laughter 

sped 
The  nights  to  proctor-haunted  ends. 

Constant  are  all  our  former  loves, 
Unchanged  the  icehouse-ffirdled  pond. 
Its  hemlock  glooms,  its  shadowy  coves, 
Where  floats  the  coot  and  never  moves, 
Its  slopes  of  long-tamed  green  beyond. 

Our  old  familiars  are  not  laid. 

Though  snapt  our  wands  and  sunk  our 

TOoks; 
They  beckon,  not  to  be  gainsaid. 
Where,  round  broad  meads  that  mowers 

wade. 
The  Charles  his  steel-blue  sickle  crooks. 
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Where,  as  the  cloudbeigs  eastward  blow, 
From  glow  to  gloom  the  hillsides  shift 
Their  plumps  of  orchard-trees  arow» 
Their  takes  of  rye  that  wave  and  flow, 
Their  snowy  wmteweed's  summer  drift. 

There  have  we  watched  the  West  unfurl 

A  cloud  Byzantium  newly  bom, 

With  flickering  spires  and  domes  of 

pearl, 
And  vapoiy  surfs  that  crowd  and  curl 
Into  the  sunset's  Golden  Horn. 

There,  as  the  flaming  Occident 
Burned  slowlv  down  to  ashes  gray, 
Night  pitched  o'erhead  her  silent  tent. 
And  glimmering  gold  from  Hespersprent 
U^xtn  the  darkened  river  lay. 

Where  a  twin  sky  but  just  before 
Deepened,  and  double  swallows  skimmed. 
And,  from  a  visionary  shore, 
Hung  visioned   trees,   that  more  and 

more 
Grew  dusk  as  those  above  were  dimmed. 

Then  eastward  saw  we  slowly  grow 
Clear-edged  the  lines  of  roof  and  spii'e, 
While  ^eat  elm-masses  blacken  slow, 
And   linden-ricks    their  round  heads 

show 
Against  a  flush  of  widening  fire. 

Doubtful  at  first  and  far  away, 

The  moon-flood  creeps  more  wide  and 

wide ; 
Up  a  ridged  beach  of  cloudy  gray. 
Curved  round  the  east  as  round  a  bay, 
It  slips  and  spreads  its  gradual  tide. 

Then  suddenly,  in  lurid  mood. 

The  moon  looms  lan^e  o'er  town  and 

field 
As  u|x>n  Adam,  red  like  blood, 
'Tween  him  and  Eden's  happy  wood. 
Glared  the  commissioned  angel's  shield. 

Or  let  us  seek  the  seaside,  there 
To  wander  idly  as  we  list. 
Whether,  on  rocky  headlands  bare. 
Sharp  cedar-horns,  like  breakers,  tear 
The  trailing  fringes  of  gray  mist, 

Or  whether,  under  skies  full  flown. 
The  brightening  surfs,  with  foamy  din. 
Their  breeze-caught  forelocks  backwanl 
blown. 


Against  the  beach's  yellow  zone. 
Curl  slow,  and  plunge  forever  in. 

And,  as  we  watch  those  canvas  towers 
That  lean  alons  the  horizon's  rim, 
"Sail  on,"  I'll  say;   "may  sunniest 

hours 
Convoy  you  from  this  land  of  ours, 
Since  from  my  side  you  bcsar  not  him  1 " 

For  years  thrice  three,  wise  Horace  said, 
A  poem  i-ai-e  let  silence  bind  ; 
Aiid  love  may  ripen  in  the  shade. 
Like  ours,  for  nine  long  seasons  laid 
In  deepest  arches  of  the  mind 

Come  back  !    Not  ours  the  Old  World's 

good. 
The  Old  World's  ill,  thank  God,  not 

ours; 
But  here,  far  better  understood. 
The  days  enforce  our  native  mood. 
And  challenge  all  our  manlier  powers. 

Kindlier  to  me  the  place  of  birth 
That  first  my  tottenng  footsteps  trod  ; 
There  may  be  fairer  spots  of  earth, 
But  all  their  glories  are  not  worth 
The  virtue  in  the  native  sod. 

Thence  climbs  an  influence  more  benign 
Through  pulse  and  nerve,  through  heart 

and  brain  ; 
Sacred  to  me  those  fibres  fine 
That  first  clasped  earth.     0,  ne'er  be 

mine 
The  alien  sun  and  alien  rain  t 

These  nourish  not  like  homelier  glows 
Or  waterings  of  familiar  skies. 
And  nature  fairer  blooms  bestows 
On  the  heaped  hush  of  wintry  snows. 
In  pastures  dear  to  childhood's  eye^ 

Than  where  Italian  earth  receives 
The  partial  sunshine's  ampler  boons. 
Where  vines  carve  friezes  'neath  tht 

eaves. 
And,  in  dark  firmaments  of  leaves. 
The  orange  lifts  its  golden  moons. 
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What  Nature  makes  in  any  mood 
To  roe  is  warranted  for  good, 
Though  long  before  I  learned  to  see 
She  did  not  set  us  moral  theses. 
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And  scorned  to  have  her  sweet  caprices 
Strait-waistcoated  in  you  or  me. 

I,  who  take  root  and  firmly  cling, 
Thought  fixedness  the  only  thing ; 
Why  Nature  made  the  butterflies, 
(Those  dreams  of  wings  that  float  and 

hover 
At  noon  the  slumberous  poppies  over,) 
Was  something  hidden  from  mine  eyes, 

Till  once,  upon  a  rock's  brown  bosom, 
Bright  as  a  thorny  cactus-blossom, 
1  saw  a  butterfly  at  rest ; 
Then  first  of  both  I  felt  the  beauty ; 
The  airy  whim,  the  grim -set  duty, 
Each  from  the  other  took  its  best. 

Clearer  it  grew  than  winter  sky 
That  Nature  still  had  reasons  why ; 
And,  shifting  sudden  as  a  breeze. 
My  fancy  found  no  satisfaction. 
No  antithetic  sweet  attraction. 
So  great  as  in  the  Nomades. 

Scythians,  with  Nature  not  at  strife, 
Light  Arabs  of  our  complex  life. 
They  build  no  houses,  plant  no  mills 
To  utilize  Time's  sliding  river. 
Content  that  it  flow  waste  forever. 
If  they,  like  it,  may  have  their  wills. 

An  hour  they  pitch  their  shifting  tents 
In  thoughts,  in  feelings,  and  events ; 
Beneath  the  palm-trees,  on  the  grass, 
They  sing,  they  dance,  make  love,  and 

chatter, 
Vex  the  grim  temples  with  their  clatter. 
And  make  Truth's  fount  their  looking- 
glass. 

A  picnic  life ;  from  love  to  love. 
From  faith  to  faith  they  lightly  move, 
And  yet,  hard -eyed  philosopher. 
The  flightiest  maid  tiiat  ever  hovered 
To  me  your  thought-webs  fine  discov- 
ered, 
No  lens  to  see  them  through  like  her. 

So  witchingly  her  finger-tips 
To  Wisdom,  as  away  she  trips, 
She  kisses,  waves  such  sweet  farewells 
To  Duty,  as  she  laughs  "  To-morrow !  " 
That  both  from  that  mad  contrast  bor- 
row 
A  perfectness  found  nowhere  else. 


The  beach-bird  on  its  pearly  verge 
Follows  and  flies  the  whispering  suree, 
While,  in  his  tent,  the  rock-stayed  shell 
Awaits  the  flood's  star-timed  vibrations, 
And  both,  the  flutter  and  the  patience, 
The  sauntering  poet  loves  them  well. 

Fulfil  so  much  of  God's  decree 
As  works  its  problem  out  in  thee, 
Nor  dream  that  in  thy  breast  alone 
The  conscience  of  the  changeful  seasons, 
The  Will  that  in  the  planets  reasons 
With  space-wide  logic,  has  its  throne. 

Thy  virtue  makes  not  vice  of  mine. 
Unlike,  but  none  the  less  divine ; 
Thy  toil  adorns,  not  chides,  my  play; 
Nature  of  sameness  is  so  chary. 
With  such  wild  whim  the  freakish  fairy 
Picks  presents  for  the  christening-day. 
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A  PRESENCE  both  by  night  and  day, 
That  made  my  life  seem  just  begun, 
Yet  scarce  a  presence,  rather  say 
The  warning  aureole  of  one. 

And  yet  I  felt  it  everywhere ; 
Walked  I  the  woodland's  aisles  along, 
It  seemed  to  brush  me  with  its  hair ; 
Bathed  I,  I  heard  a  mermaid's  song. 

How  sweet  it  was  !    A  buttercup 
Could  hold  for  me  a  day's  delignt, 
A  bird  could  lift  my  fancy  up 
To  ether  free  from  cloud  or  blight. 

Who  was  the  nymph  ?    Nay,  I  will  see, 
Methought,  and  I  will  know  her  near; 
If  such,  divined,  her  charm  can  be. 
Seen  and  possessed,  how  triply  dear  1 

So  every  magic  art  I  tried. 
And  spells  as  numberless  as  sand, 
Until,  one  evening,  by  my  side 
1  saw  her  glowing  fulness  stand. 

I  turned  to  clasp  her,  but  "Farewell," 
Parting  she  sighed,  "  we  meet  no  more ; 
Not  by  my  hand  the  curtain  fell 
That  leaves  you  conscious,  wise,  and 
poor. 

"Since  you  have  found  me  out,  I  go ; 
Another  lover  I  must  find. 
Content  his  happiness  to  know, 
Nor  strive  its  secret  to  unwind." 


PICTUBES  FEOM  APPLEDOBE. 


861 


PICTURES  FROM  AFPLEDORK 


A  HEAP  of  bare  and  splintery  crags 
Tumbled  about  by  ligntning  and  frost, 
With    rifts    and    chasms    and    storm- 
bleached  iags, 
That  wait  and  growl  for  a  ship  to  be 

lost; 
No  island,  but  rather  the  skeleton 
Of  a  wrecked  and   vengeance-smitten 

one, 
Where,  seons  ago,  with  half-shut  eye, 
The  sluggish  saurian  crawled  to  die. 
Gasping  under  titanic  ferns ; 
Ribs  of  rock  that  seaward  jut. 
Granite  shoulders    and    boulders    and 

snags. 
Round    which,   though  the  winds    in 

heaven  be  shut. 
The  nightmared   ocean  murmurs   and 

yearns, 
Welters,  and  swashes,  and  tosses,  and 

turns. 
And  the  dreary  black  sea- weed  lolls  and 

wags; 
Only  rock  from  shore  to  shore. 
Only  a  moan  through  the  bleak  clefts 

blown. 
With  sobs  in  the  rifts  where  the  coarse 

kelp  shifts. 
Falling  and  lifting,  tossinff  and  drifling. 
And  under  all  a  deep,  dull  roar. 
Dying  and  swelling,  forevermore,  — 
Rock  and  moan  and  roar  alone. 
And  the  dread  of  some  nameless  thing 

unknown, 
These  make  Appledore. 

These  make  Appledore  by  night : 
Then  there  are  monsters  left  and  right ; 
Every  rock  is  a  different  monster ; 
All  you  have  read  of,  fancied,  dreamed, 
When  you  waked  at  night  because  you 

screamed, 
There  they  lie  for  half  a  mile. 
Jumbled  together  in  a  pile. 
And  (though  you  know  they  never  once 

stir). 
If  you    look  long,  they  seem  to   be 

moving 
Just  as  plainly  as  plain  can  be. 
Crushing  and   crowding,   wading   and 

shoving 
Out  into  the  awful  sea, 
Where  you  can  hear  them  snort  and 

spout 


With  pauses  between,  as  if  they  were 

listening. 
Then  tumult  anon  when  the  surf  breaks 


In   the   blackness  where  they  wallow 
about 

II. 

All  this  you  would  scarcely  comprehend, 
Should  you  see  the  isle  on  a  sunny  day ; 
Then  it  is  simple  enough  in  its  way,  — 
Two  rocky  bulges,  one  at  each  end. 
With  a  smaller  bulge  and  a  hollow  be- 
tween ; 
Patches  of  whortleberry  and  bay ; 
Accidents  of  open  green. 
Sprinkled  with  loose  slabs  square  and 

gray. 
Like  graveyards  for  ages  deserted ;  a  few 
Unsocial  thistles ;  an  elder  or  two. 
Foamed  over  with   blossoms  white  as 

spray; 
And  on  the  whole  island  never  a  tree 
Save  a  score  of  sumachs,  high  as  your 

knee. 
That  crouch  in  hollows  where  they  may, 
(The  cellars  where  once  stood  a  village, 

men  say,) 
Huddling  for  warmth,  and  never  grew 
Tall  enough  for  a  peep  at  the  sea  ; 
A  ffeneral  dazzle  of  open  blue ; 
A  breeze  always  blowing  and  playing 

rat-tat 
With  the  bow  of  the  ribbon  round  your 

hat; 
A  score  of  sheep  that  do  nothing  but 

stare 
Up  or  down  at  you  everywhere ; 
Three  or  four  cattle  that  chew  tlie  cud 
Lying  about  in  a  listless  despair ; 
A  medrick  that  makes  you  look  over- 
head 
With  short,  sharp  scream,  as  he  sights 

his  prey, 
And,    dropping  straight  and  swift  as 

lead, 
Splits  the  water  with  sudden  thud ; — 
This  is  Appledore  by  day. 

A  common  island,  you  will  say ; 
But  stay  a  moment :  only  climb 
Up  to  the  highest  rock  of  the  isle, 
Stand  there  alone  for  a  little  while. 
And  with  gentle  approaches  it  grows 

sublime. 
Dilating  slowly  as  you  win 
A  senso  from  the  silence  to  take  it  in. 
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So  wide  the  loneness,  so  lucid  the  air. 
The  granite   beneath  you  so  savagely 

bare, 
You  well  might  think  you  were  looking 

down 
From    some    sky-silenced    mountain's 

crown, 
Whose  waist-belt  of  pines  is  wont  to  tear 
Locks  of  wool  from  the  topmost  cloud. 
Only  be  sure  you  go  alone. 
For  Grandeur  is  inaccessibly  proud, 
And  never  yet  has  backward  thrown 
Her  veil  to  feed  the  stare  of  a  crowd ; 
To  more  than  one  was  never  shown 
That  awful  front,  nor  is  it  fit 
That  she,  Cothumus-shod,  stand  bowed 
Until  the  self-approving  pit 
Enjoy  the  gust  of  its  own  wit 
In  babbling  plaudits  cheaply  loud ; 
She  hides  her  mountains  and  her  sea 
From  the  harriers  of  scenery, 
Who  hunt  down  sunsets,   and  huddle 

and  bay, 
Mouthing  and  mumbling  the  dying  day. 

Trust  me,  't  is  something  to  be  cast 
Face  to  face  with  one's  Self  at  last. 
To  be  taken  out  of  the  fuss  and  strife. 
The  endless  clatter  of  plate  and  knife. 
The  bore  of  books  ana  the  bores  of  the 

street. 
From  the  singular  mess  we  agree  to  call 

Life, 
Where  that  is  best  which  the  most  fools 

vote  is, 
And    planted  firm  on   one's  own  two 

feet 
So  nigh  to  the  great  wann  heart  of  God, 
You  almost  seem  to  feel  it  beat 
Down  from  the  sunshine  and  up  from 

the  sod; 
To  be  compelled,  as  it  were,  to  notice 
All  the  beautiful  changes  and  chances 
Through  which  the  landscape  fiits  and 

glances. 
And  to  see  how  the  face  of  common  day 
Is  written  all  over  with  tender  histories, 
When  you  study  it  that  intenser  way 
In  which  a  lover  looks  at  his  mistress. 

Till  now  you  dreamed  not  what  could 

be  done 
With  a  bit  of  rock  and  a  ray  of  sun ; 
But  look,  how  fade  the  lights  and  shades 
Of  keen  bare  edge  and  crevice  deep  1 
How  doubtfully  it  fades  and  fades, 
And  glows  again,  yon  craggy  steep, 


O'er  which,  through  color's  dreamiest 

grades, 
The  musing  sunbeams  pause  and  creep! 
Now  pink  it  blooms,  now  elimmers  gray, 
Now  shadows  to  a  filmv  blue, 
Tries  one,  tries  all,  and  will  not  stay, 
But  flits  from  opal  hue  to  hue, 
And  runs  through  every  tenderest  range 
Of  change  that  seems  not  to  be  change. 
So  rare  the  sweep,  so  nice  the  art, 
That  lays  no  stress  on  any  part. 
But  shifts  and  lingers  and  persuades ; 
So  soft  that  sun-brush  in  the  west. 
That  asks  no  ctostlier  pigments'  aids. 
But  minglinff  knobs,  flaws,  angles,  d^ts, 
Indiflerent  of  worst  or  best, 
Enchants  the  cliffs  with  wraiths  and 

hints 
And  gracious  preludings  of  tints, 
Where  all  seems  fixed,  yet  all  evades. 
And  indefinably  pervades 
Perpetual  movement  with  perpetual  rest ! 


IIL 

Away  northeast  is  Boone  Island  light ; 
You  might  mistake  it  for  a  ship. 
Only  it  stands  too  plumb  upri^t, 
And  like  the  others  does  not  uip 
Behind  the  sea's  unsteady  brink ; 
Though,  if  a  cloud-shade  chance  to  dip 
Upon  it  a  moment,  't  will  suddenly  siuK, 
Levelled  and  lost  in  the  darkened  main, 
Till  the  sun  builds  it  suddenly  up  again. 
As  if  with  a  rub  of  Aladdin's  lamp. 
On  the  mainland  you  see  a  misty  camj 
Of  mountains  pitched  tumultuously : 
That  one  looming  so  long  and  large 
Is  Saddleback,  and  that  point  you  see 
Over  yon  low  and  rounded  roai^, 
Like  the  boss  of  a  sleeping  giant's  taige 
Laid  over  his  breast,  is  Ossipee ; 
That  shadow  there  may  be  Kearsarge ; 
That  must  be  Great  Haystack;  I  love 

these  names. 
Wherewith  the  lonely  farmer  tames 
Nature  to  mute  companionship 
With  his  own  mind's  domestic  mood. 
And  strives  the  surly  world  to  clip 
In  the  arms  of  familiar  habitude. 
'T  is  well  he  could  not  contrive  to  make 
A  Saxon  of  Agamenticus  : 
He  glowers  there  to  the  north  of  us. 
Wrapt  in  his  blanket  of  blue  haze, 
Unconvertibly  savage,   and    scorns  to  , 

take 
The  white  man's  baptism  or  his  ways. 
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^im  first  on  shore  the  coaster  divines 
Through  the  early  gray,  and  sees  him 

shake 
The  morning  mist  from  his  scalp-lock 

of  pines ; 
Him  first  the  skipper  makes  ont  in  the 

west, 
Ere  the  earliest  sunstreak  shoots  trem- 
ulous, 
Plashing  with  orange  the  ^Ipitant  lines 
Of  mutable  billow,  crest  after  crest, 
And  murmurs  Agamenticus/ 
As  if  it  were  the  name  of  a  saint. 
But  is  that  a  mountain  playing  cloud, 
Or  a  cloud  playing  mountain,  just  there, 

sq  faint  ? 
Look  along  over  the  low  right  shoulder 
Of  Agamenticus  into  that  crowd 
Of  brassy  thunderheads  behind  it ; 
Now  you  have  caught  it,  but,  ere  you 

are  older 
By  half  an  hour,  you  will  lose  it  and 

find  it 
A  score  of  times ;  while  you  look  't  is 

gone. 
And,  just  as  you  *ve  given  it  up,  anon 
It  is  there  again,  till  your  weai^  eyes 
Fancy  they  see  it  waver  and  rise. 
With  its  brother  cloods;   it  is  Agio- 

chook. 
There  if  you  seek  not,  and  gone  if  you 

look, 
Ninety  miles  ofif  as  the  eagle  flies. 

But  mountains  make  not  all  the  shore 
The  mainland  shows  to  Appledore ; 
Eight  miles  the  heaving  water  spreads 
To  a  long  low  coast  with  beaches  and 

heads 
That  run  through  uniraagined  mazes. 
As  the  lights  and  shades  and  magical 

hazes 
Put  them  away  or  bring  them  near. 
Shimmering,   sketched   out  for    thirty 

miles 
Between   two    capes    that    waver  like 

threads. 
And  sink  in  the  ocean,  and  reappear, 
Cmnibled  and  melted  to  little  isles, 
With  filmy  trees,  that  seem  the  mere 
Half-fancies  of  drowsy  atmosphere ; 
And  see  the  beach  there,  where  it  is 
Flat  as  a  threshing-floor,  beaten  and 

packed 
With  the   flashing  flails   of  weariless 

seas. 
How  it  lifts  and  looms  to  a  precipice. 


O'er  whose  square  front,  a  dreaAi,  no 

more. 
The  steepened  sand-stripes  seem  to  pour, 
A  murmurless  vision  of  cataract ; 
You  almost  fancy  you  hear  a  roar. 
Fitful  and  faint  from  the  distance  wan- 
dering ; 
But 't  is  only  the  blind  old  ocean  maun- 
dering. 
Raking  the  shingle  to  and  fro. 
Aimlessly  clutching  and  letting  ao 
The  kelp-haired  sedges  of  Appledore, 
Slipping  down  with  a  sleepy  forgetting, 
And  anon  his  ponderous  shoulder  setting, 
With  a  deep,  hoarse  pant  against  Apple- 
dore. 


Eastward  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see. 
Still  eastward,  eastward,  endlessly. 
The  sparkle  and  tremor  of  purple  sea 
That  rises  before  you,  a  flickenng  hill. 
On  and  on  to  the  shut  of  the  sky. 
And  beyond,  you  fancy  it  sloping  until 
The  same  multitudinous  throb  and  thrill 
That  vibrate  under  your  dizzy  eye 
In  ripples  of  orange  and  pink  are  sent 
Where  the  poppied  sails  doze  on   the 

yard, 
And  the  clumsy  junk  and  proa  lie 
Sunk  deep  with  precious  woods   and 

nard. 
Mid  the  palmy  isles  of  the  Orient 
Those  leaning  towers  of  clouded  white 
On  the  farthest  brink  of  doubtful  ocean. 
That  shorten  and  shorten  out  of  sight. 
Yet  seem  on  the  selfsame  spot  to  stay, 
Receding  with  a  motionless  motion, 
Fading  to  dubious  films  of  gray, 
Lost,    dimly    found,    then    vanished 

wholly. 
Will  rise  again,  the  great  world  under. 
First    films,  then    towers,  then    high- 
heaped  clouds, 
Whose  Hearing  outlines  sharpen  slowly 
Into  tall  ships  with  cobweb  shrouds, 
That  fill  long  Mongol  eyes  with  wonder, 
Crushing  the  violet  wave  to  spray 
Past  some  low  headland  of  Cathay ; — 
What  was  that  sigh  which  seemed  so 

near. 
Chilling  your  fancy  to  the  core  ? 
'T  is  only  the  sad  old  sea  you  hear. 
That  seems  to  seek  forevermore 
Something  it  cannot  find,  and  so. 
Sighing,  seeks  on,  and  tells  its  woe 
To  the  pitiless  breakera  of  Appledore. 
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How  looks  Appledore  in  a  storm  ? 
I  have  seen  it  when  its  cra^^  seemed 

frantic, 
Butting  against  the  mad  Atlantic, 
When  surge  on  surae  would  heap  enomie, 
Cliffs  of  emerald  topped  witn  snow, 
That  lifted  and  lifted,  and  then  let  go 
A  great  white  avalanche  of  thunder, 

A  grinding,  blinding,  deafening  ire 
Monadnock  might  have  trembled  under ; 
And  the  island,  whose  rock-roots  pierce 

below 
To  where  they  are  warmed  with  the 
central  fire. 
You  could  feel  its  granite  fibres  racked, 
As  it  seemed  to  plunge  with  a  shudder 

and  thrill 
Right  at  the  breast  of  the  swooping 
hill. 
And  to  rise  again  snorting  a  cataract 
Of  rage-froth  from  every  cranny  and 
ledge. 
While  the  sea  drew  its  breath  in  hoarse 
and  deep, 
And  the  next  vast  breaker  curled  its 
edge, 
Gathenng  itself  for  a  mightier  leap. 

North,  east,  and  south  there  are  reefs 
and  breakers 
You  would  never  dream  of  in  smooth 
weather. 
That  toss  and  gore  the  sea  for  acres. 
Bellowing  and  gnashing  and  snarling 
together ; 
Look  northward,  where  Duck  Island  lies. 
And  over  its  crown  you  will  see  arise. 
Against  a  background  of  slaty  skies, 
A  row  of  pillars  still  and  white, 
That  glimmer,  and  then  are  gone  from 
sight, 
As  if  the  moon  should  suddenly  kiss, 
While  you  crossed  the  gusty  desert  by 
night. 
The  long  colonnades  of  Persepolis  ; 
Look  southward  for  White  Island  light. 
The  lantern  stands  ninety  feet  o'er  the 
tide; 
There  is  first  a  half-mile  of  tumult  and 

fight, 
Of  dash  and  roar  and  tumble  and  fright. 
And  surging  bewilderment  wild  and 
wide. 
Where  the  breakers  struggle  left  and 
right. 


Tlien  a  mile  or  more  of  rushing  sea, 
And  then  the  lighthouse  slim  and  lone ; 
And  whenever  the  weight  of  ocean  is 

thrown 
Full  and  fair  on  White  Island  head, 

A  great  niist-jotun  you  will  see 

Lifting  himself  up  silently 
High  and  huge  o'er  the  lighthouse  top. 
With  hands  of  wavering  spray  outspread. 

Groping  after  the  little  tower. 

That  seems  to  shrink  and  shorten  and 
cower, 
Till  the  monster's  arms  of  a  sudden  drop^ 

And  silently  and  fruitlessly 

He  sinks  back  into  the  sea. 

You,  meanwhile,  where  drenched  you 
stand. 
Awaken  once  more  to  the  rush  and 
xxMir, 
And  on  the  rock-point  tighten    your 

hand. 
As  you  turn  and  see  a  valley  deep. 

That  was  not  there  a  moment  before. 
Suck  rattling  down  between  you  and  a 
heap 
Of  toppling  billow,  whose  instant  fall 
Must  sink  the  whole  island  once  for 
all, 
Or  watch  the  silenter,  stealthier  seas 
Feeling  their  way  to  you  more  and 
more ; 
If  they  once  should  clutch  you  high  as 

the  knees. 
They  would  whirl  you  down  like  a  sprig 

of  kelp. 
Beyond  all  reach  of  hope  or  help ;  — 
And  such  in  a  storm  is  Appledore. 


*T  is  the  sight  of  a  lifetime  to  l>ehold 
The  great  shorn  sun  as  you  see  it  now. 
Across  eight  miles  of  undulant  gold 
That  widens  landward,    weltered   and 

rolled. 
With  freaks  of  shadow    and  crimson 

stains  ; 
To  see  the  solid  mountain  brow 
As  it  notches  the  disk,  and  gains  and 

gains 
Until  there  comes,  you  scarce  know  when, 
A  tremble  of  fire  o'er  the  parted  lips 
Of  cloud  and  mountain,  wfdch  vanishes ; 

then 
From  the  body  of   day  the  sun-soul 

slips 
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And  the  face  of  earth  darkena ;  bat  now 

the  stripe 
Of  western  vapor,  straight  and  thin, 
From  which  tne  horizon's  swervings  win 
A  grace  of  contrast,  take  fire  and  bum 
Like   splinters   of   touchwood,    whose 

edges  a  mould 
Of  ashes  o'erfeathers  ;  northward  turn 
For  an  instant,  and  let  your  eye  grow 

cold 
On  Agamenticus,  and  when  once  more 
You  look,  'tis  as  if  the  land-breeze, 

growing, 
From  the  smouldering  brands  the  film 

were  blowing, 
And  brightening  them  down  to  the  very 

core ; 
Yet  they  momently  cool  and  dampen 

and  deaden, 
The  crimson  turns  golden,  the  gold  turns 

leaden. 
Hardening  into  one  black  bar 
O'er  which,  from  the  hollow  heaven  afar. 
Shoots  a  splinter  of  light  like  diamond, 
Half  seen,  half  fancied ;  by  and  by 
Beyond  whatever  is  most  beyond 
In  the  uttermost  waste  of  desert  sky, 
Grows  a  star ; 

And  over  it,  visible  spirit  of  dew,  — 
Ah,   stir    not,   speak  not,    hold    your 

breath. 
Or  surely  the  miracle  vanisheth,  — 
The  new  moon,  tranced  in  unspeakable 

blue! 
No  frail  illuMon ;  this  were  true. 
Rather,  to  call  it  the  canoe 
Hollowed  out  of  a  single  pearl, 
That  floats  us  from  the  Present's  whirl 
Back  to  those  beings  which  were  ours. 
When  wishes  were  winged  things  like 

powers! 
Call  it  not  light,  that  mvstery  tender. 
Which  broods  upon  the  brooding  ocean, 
That  flush  of  ecstasied  surrender 
To  indefinable  emotion. 
That  glory,  mellower  than  a  mist 
Of  pearl  dissolved  with  amethyst. 
Which  rims  Square  Rock,  like  what 

they  paint 
Of  mitigated  heavenly  splendor 
Round  the  stem  foreneaa  of  a  Saint ! 

No  more  a  vision,  reddened,  largened. 
The  moon  dips  toward  her  mountain  nest. 
And,  fringing  it  with  palest  argent,     . 
Slow  sheathes  herself  behind  the  mar- 
gent 


Of  that  long  cloud-bar  in  the  West, 
Whose  nether  edge,  erelong,  you  see 
The  silvery  chrism  in  turn  anoint. 
And  then  the  tiniest  rosy  point 
Touched  doubtfuUv  and  timidly 
Into  the  dark  blue  s  chilly  strip. 
As  some  mute,  wondering  thing  below, 
Awakened  by  the  thrilling  glow. 
Might,  looking  up,  see  Dian  dip 
One  lucent  foot's  delaying  tip 
In  Latmian  fountains  long  ago. 

Knew  you  what  silence  was  before  f 
Here  is  no  startle  of  dreamiug  bird 
That  sings  in  his  sleep,  or  strives  to 

sing; 
Here  is  no  sough  of  branches  stirred. 
Nor  noise  of  any  living  thing. 
Such  as  one  hears  by  night  on  shore ; 
Only,  now  and  then,  a  sigh. 
With  fickle  intervals  between, 
Sometimes  far,  and  sometimes  nich. 
Such  as  Andromeda  might  have  heard, 
And  fancied  the  huge  sea-beast  unseen 
Turning  in  sleep ;  it  is  the  sea 
That  welters  and  wavers  uneasily 
Round  the  lonely  reefs  of  Appledore. 


THE  WIND-HARP. 

I  TBEASURB  in  Secret  some  long,  fine 

hair 
Of  teuderest  brown,  but  so  inwardly 

golden 
I  half  used  to  fancy  the  sunshine  there. 
So  shy,  so  shifting,  so  waywardly  rare. 
Was  onlv  caught  for  the  moment  and 

holden 
While  I  could  say  Dearest !  and  kiss  it, 

and  then 
In  pity  let  go  to  the  summer  again. 

I  twisted  this  magic  in  gossamer  strings 

Over  a  wind-harp's  Delphian  hollow  ; 

Then   called    to  tne  idle    breeze  that 

swlTigs 
All  day  in  the  pine-tops,  and  clings,  and 

sings 
Mid  the  musical  leaves,  and  said,  **  O, 

follow 
The  will  of  those  tears  that  deepen  my 

words. 
And  fly  to  my  window  to  waken  theae 

chords." 
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So  they  trembled  to  life,  and,  doubt- 
fully 
Feeling  their  way  to  my  sense,  sang, 
**  Say  whether 

They  sit  all  day  by  the  greenwood  tree, 

The  lover  and  loved,   as   it  wont  to 
be. 
When  we  —  "     Bnt  grief  conquered, 
and  all  together 

They  swelled  such  weird  murmur  as 
haunts  a  shore 

Of  some  planet  dispeopled,  —  "  Never- 
more ! " 

Then  from  deep  in  the  past,  as  seemed 

to  me, 
The  strings  gathered  sorrow  and  sang 

forsaKen, 
"  One  lover  stiU  waits  'neath  the  green- 
wood tree. 
But  'tis  dark,"  and  they  shuddered, 

"where  lieth  she 
Dark  and  cold!    Forever  must  one 

betaken?" 
But  I  groaned,    "0  harp  of  all  ruth 

TOreft, 
This  Scripture  is  sadder,  —  *  the  other 

left'!" 

There  murmured,  as  if  one  strove  to 
speak, 
And  tears  came  instead ;  then  the  sad 
tones  wandered 

And  faltered  among  the  uncertain  chords 

In  a  troubled  doubt  between  sorrow  and 
words; 
At  last  with  themselves  they  ques- 
tioned and  pondered, 

"  Hereafter  ?  —  who  knoweth  ? "  and  so 
they  sighed 

Down  the  long  steps  that  lead  to  silence 
and  died. 


AUF  WIEDERSEHEKI 

SUMMER. 

The  little  gate  was  reached  at  last. 
Half  hid  in  lilacs  down  the  lane  ; 
She  pushed  it  wide,  and,  aa  she  past, 
A  wistful  look  she  backward  cast. 
And  said,  —  **  Auf  wiederaehent** 

With  hand  on  latch,  a  vision  white 

Lingered  reluctant,  and  again 
Half  doubting  if  she  did  aright. 


Soft  as  the  dews  that  fell  that  night, 
She  said,  —  "  Avf  loUdermhai  I " 

llie  lamp's  clear  gleam  flits  up  the  stair ; 

I  linger  in  delicious  pain  ; 
Ah,  in  that  chamber,  whose  rich  air 
To  breathe  in  thought  I  scarcely  dare, 

Thinks  she,  —  '' Aufwiederaehtn/*'f 

'T  is  thirteen  ye^rs  ;  once  more  I  press 

The  turf  that  silences  the  lane ; 
I  hear  the  rustle  of  her  dress, 
I  smell  the  lilacs,  and  —  ah,  yes, 
I  hear  ^^  Auf  loiederBehm  J 

Sweet  piece  of  bashful  maiden  art ) 
The  English  words  had  seemed  too 
fain. 

But  these  —  they  drew  us  heart  to  heart, 

Yet  held  us  tenderly  apart ; 
She  said,  ''Auftoi4sderaehen/" 


PALINODE. 


Still  thirteen  years :  't  is  autumn  now 
On  field  and  hill,  in  heart  and  brain  ; 

The  naked  trees  at  evening  sough ; 

The  leaf  to  the  forsaken  bough 
Sighs  not,  —  "  Aufwiedm^ehoi  I " 

Two  watched  yon  oriole's  pendent  dome. 
That  now  is  void,  and  dank  with  rain. 

And  one,  —  0,   hope  more  frail  than 
foam ! 

The  bird  to  his  deserted  home 
Sings  not,  —  "  Auf  wUdenehan  !  " 

The  loath  gate  swings  with  rusty  creak  ; 

Once,   parting  there,   we  played  at 
pain; 
There  came  a  parting,  when  the  weak 
And  fading  lips  essayed  to  speak 

Vainly,  — "id  11/ ifwrferM^sn/" 

Somewhere  is  comfort,  somewhere  faith. 

Though  thou  in  outer  dark  remain  ; 
One  sweet  sad  voice  ennobles  death, 
And  ^till,  for  eighteen  centuries  saith 
Softly,  "Aufwiederaehen!" 

If  etrth  another  grave  most  bear. 

Yet  heaven  hath  won  a  sweeter  strain, 
And  something  whispers  my  despair, 
That,  from  an  orient  chamber  there, 
Floats  down.  **  Au/wiedenehenI'* 
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Yes,  faith  is  a  goodly  anchor ; 
When  skies  are  sweet  as  a  psahn. 
At  the  bows  it  lolls  so  stalwart, 
In  its  blufif,  broad-shouldered  calm. 

And  when  over  breakers  to  leeward 
The  tattered  surges  are  hurled, 
It  may  keep  our  nead  to  the  tempest, 
With  its  grip  on  the  base  of  the  world. 

But,  after  the  shipwreck,  tell  me 
What  help  in  its  iron  thews. 
Still  true  to  the  broken  hawser. 
Deep  down  among  sea- weed  and  ooze  ? 

In  the  breaking  gulfs  of  sorrow, 
When  the  helpless  feet  stretch  out 
And  find  in  the  deeps  of  darkness 
No  footing  so  solid  as  doubt, 

Then  better  one  spar  of  Memory, 
One  broken  plank  of  the  Past, 
That  our  human  heart  may  cling  to, 
Though  hopeless  of  shore  at  last  1 

To  the  spirit  its  splendid  cox^'ectores, 
To  the  nesh  its  sweet  despair, 
Its  tears  o'er  the  thin- worn  locket 
With  its  anguish  of  deathless  hair  1 

Immortal  f    I  feel  it  and  know  it, 
Who  doubts  it  of  such  as  she  ? 
But  that  is  the  pang's  very  secret,  — 
Immortal  away  from  me. 

There's  a  narrow  ridge  in  the  giaye- 

yard 
Would  scarce  stay  a  child  in  his  race. 
But  to  me  and  my  thought  it  is  wider 
Than  the  star-sown  vague  of  Space. 

Your  logic,  my  friend,  is  perfect, 
Your  mond  most  drearily  true  ; 
But,   since  the  earth   clashed  on  her 

coffin, 
I  keep  hearing  that,  and  not  you. 

Console  if  you  will,  I  can  bear  it ; 
T  is  a  well-meant  alms  of  breath ; 
But  not  all  the  preachins  since  Adam 
Has  made  Death  other  than  Death. 

It  is  pigan  ;  but  wait  tiU  you  feel  it,  — 
That  jar  of  our  earth,  that  dull  shock 
When  the  ploughshare  of  deeper  pas- 
sion 
Tears  down  to  our  primitive  rock. 


Communion  in  spirit !    Forgive  me, 
But  I,  who  am  earthy  and  weak, 
Would  give  all  my  incomes  from  dream- 
land 
For  a  touch  of  her  hand  on  my  cheek. 

That  little  shoe  in  the  comer. 
So  worn  and  wrinkled  and  brown. 
With  its  emptiness  confutes  you. 
And  aigues  your  wisdom  down. 


THE  DEAD  HOUSBL 

Hesb  once  my  step  was  quickened. 
Here  beckoned  tne  opening  door. 

And  welcome  thrilled  irom  the  thresh- 
old 
To  the  foot  it  had  known  before. 

A  glow  came  forth  to  meet  me 
From  the  flame  that  laughed  in  the 
grate, 

And  shadows  adance  on  the  ceiling, 
Danced  blither  with  mine  for  a  mate. 

''  I  claim  you,  old  friend,"  yawned  the 
arm-chair, 
f'This  comer,   you   know,   ia   your 
seat    f 
"  Best  your  slippers  on  me,"  beamed  the 
fender, 
"  I  brighten  at  tonch  of  yonr  feet." 

*'  We  know  the  practised  finger," 
Said  the  books,    ''that  seems   like 
brain"; 

And  the  shy  page  rustled  the  secret 
It  had  kept  tul  I  came  again. 

Sang  the  pillow,  "  My  down  onoe  qniv- 
erud 

On  nightingales'  throats  that  flew 
Through  moonlit  gardens  of  Hafiz 

To  gather  quaint  dreams  for  you." 

Ah  me,  where  the  Past  sowed  heart's- 
ease. 

The  Present  plucks  roe  for  us  men  I 
I  come  back  :  ttiat  scar  unhealing 

Was  not  in  the  churchyard  then. 

But,  I  think,  the  house  is  unaltered, 

I  will  go  and  beg  to  look 
At  the  rooms  that  were  once  familiar 

To  my  life  as  its  bed  to  a  brook. 
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Unaltered  1    Alas  for  the  sameness 

Thou  only  aspirest  the  more, 
Unregretful  tne  old  leaves  shedding 

That  makes  the  change  bat  more  ! 

T  is  a  dead  man  I  see  in  the  mirrors, 

That  fringed  thee  with  music  before, 

*T  is  his  tread  that  chills  the  floor  ! 

.And  deeper  thy  roots  embedding 
In  the  grace  and  the  beauty  of  yore  ; 

To  learn  snch  a  simple  lesson, 

Thou  8igh*st  not,  **  Alas,  I  am  older, 

Need  I  go  to  Paris  and  Rome, 

The  peen  of  last  summer  is  sear  ! " 
But  loftier,  hopefuUer,  bolder, 
Winnest  broader  horizons  each  year. 

That  the  many  make  the  household, 

But  only  one  the  home  ? 

*T  was  just  a  womanly  presence, 

To  me  't  is  not  cJieer  thou  art  singing : 

An  influence  unexprest, 

There 's  a  sound  of  the  sea, 

But  a  pose  she  had  worn,  on  my  grave- 

0  mournful  tree, 

sod 

In  thy  boughs  forever  clinging, 

Were  more  than  long  life  with  the  rest ! 

And  the  far-ofi"  roar 
Of  waves  on  the  shore 

'T  was  a  smile,  *t  was  a  garment's  rustle, 

T  was  nothing  that  1  can  phrase, 
But  the  whole  dumb   dwe  ling  grew 

A  shattered  vessel  flinging. 

As  thou  musest  still  of  the  ocean 

conscioas. 

On  which  thou  must  float  at  last, 

And  put  on  her  looks  and  ways. 

And  seem'st  to  foreknow 

Were  it  mine  I  would  close  the  shutters, 
Like  lids  when  the  life  is  fled, 

The  shipwreck's  woe 

And  the  sailor  wrenched  from  the  broken 

mast. 
Do  I,  in  this  vague  emotion, 
This  sadness  that  will  not  pass, 

And  the  funeral  fire  should  wind  it, 
This  corpse  of  a  home  that  is  dead. 

For  it  died  that  autumn  morning 
When  she,  its  soul,  was  borne 

Though  the  air  throb  with  wings, 
And  the  field  langhs  and  sings, 
Do  I  forebode,  alas  ! 

To  lie  all  dark  on  the  hillside 
That  looks  over  woodland  and  com. 

The  ship-building  longer  and  wearier. 
The  voyage's  struggle  and  strife. 
And  then  the  darker  and  drearier 

Wreck  of  a  broken  life? 

A  MOOD. 

I  00  to  the  ridge  in  the  forest 
I  haunted  in  days  gone  by, 

THE  VOYAGE  TO  VINLAOTX 

But  thou,  0  Memory,  pourest 

I. 

No  magical  drop  in  mine  eye. 

Nor  the  ffleam  of  the  secret  restorest 
That  hath  faded  from  earth  and  sky  : 

A  Presence  autumnal  and  sober 

Now  Biom,  the  m  of  Heriulf,  had  Dl 

Invests  every  rock  and  tree. 

days 

And  the  aureole  of  October 

Because  the  heart  within  him  seethed 

Lights  the  maples,  but  darkens  me. 

with  blood 
That  would  not  be  allayed  with  any  toil. 

Pine  in  the  distance. 

Whether  of  war  or  hunting  or  the  oar. 

Patient  through  sun  or  rain. 

But  was  anhungered  for  some  joy  un- 

Meeting with  graceful  persistence. 
With  yielding  out  rooted  resistance. 

tried : 

For  the  brain  grew  not  weary  with  the 

The  northwind's  wrench  and  strain. 

limbs, 

No  memory  of  past  existence 

But,  while  they  slept,  still  hammered 
like  a  Troll. 

Brings  thee  pain ; 

Ri^ht  for  the  zenith  heading, 
Fnendly  with  heat  or  cold. 

Building  all   night  a  bridge  of  solid 
dream 

Thine  arms  to  the  influence  spreading 
Of  the  heavens,  just  from  of  old. 

Between  him  and  some  purpose  of  his 
soul. 

• 
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Or  will  to  find  a  purpoee.    With  the 

dawn 
The  sleep-laid  timbers,  cmmbled  to  soft 

mist, 
Denied  all  foothold.     But  the  dream 

remained, 
And  every  night  with  yellow-bearded 

kings 
His  sleep  was  haunted,  —  mighty  men 

of  old. 
Once  young  as  he,  now  ancient  like  the 

gods, 
And  safe  as  stars  in  all  men's  memo- 
ries. 
Strange  sagas  read  he  in  their  sea-blue 

eyes 
Cold  as  the  sea,  grandly  compassionless ; 
Like  life,  they  made  him  eager  and  then 

mocked. 
Nay,  broad  awake,  they  would  not  let 

him  be; 
They  shaped  themselves  gigantic  in  the 

mist. 
They  rose  far-beckoning  in  the  lamps  of 

heaven, 
Thev  whisnered  invitation  in  the  winds. 
And  breath  came  from  them,  mightier 

than  the  wind, 
To  strain  the  lagging  sails  of  his  resolve. 
Till  that  grew  passion  which  before  was 

wish, 
And  youth  seemed  all  too  costly  to  be 

staked 
On  the    soiled   cards  wherewith  men 

played  their  game. 
Letting  Time  pocket  up  the  larger  life. 
Lost  with  base  gain  of  raiment,  food, 

and  roof. 
"What  helpeth  lightness  of  the  feet?" 

they  said, 
"Oblivion  runs  with  swifter  foot  than 

they; 
Or  strength  of  sinew  f    New  men  come 

as  strong. 
And  those  sleep  nameless ;  or  renown  in 

war? 
Swords  grave  no  name  on  the  long- 

memoried  rock 
But  moss  shall  hide  it ;  they  alone  who 

wring 
Some  secret  puxpose  from  the  unwilling 

P>ds 
Survive  in  song  for  yet  a  little  while 
To  vex,  like  us,  the  dreams   of  later 

men. 
Ourselves  a  dream,  and  dreamlike  all  we 

did." 


IL 
thorwald'8  lay. 

So  Biom  went  comfortless  but  for  his 

thought. 
And  by  his  thought  the  more  discom- 

?  forted, 
Till  Eric  Thurlson  kept  his  Yule-tide 

feast: 
And  thither  came  he,  called  among  the 

rest, 
Silent,  lone-minded,  a  church-door  to 

mirth: 
But,  ere  deep  draughts  forbade   such 

serious  song 
As  the  grave  Skald  might  chant  nor 

after  blush, 
Then  Eric  looked  at  Thorwald  where  he 

sat 
Mute  as  a  cloud  amid  the  stormy  hall, 
And  said :  ''0  Skald,  sing  now  an  olden 

song. 
Such  as  our  fathers  heard  who  led  great 

lives; 
And,  as  the  bravest  on  a  shield  is  borne 
Alonff  the  waving  host  that  shouts  him 

king. 
So  rode  their  thrones  upon  the  throng- 
ing seas ! " 
Then  the  old  man  arose;  white-haired 

he  stood, 
White -bearded,    and    with    eyes   that 

looked  afar 
From  their  still  region  of  perpetual  snow. 
Beyond  the  little  smokes  and  stirs  of 

men : 
His   head  was   bowed  with   gathered 

flakes  of  years, 
As  winter  bends  the  sea-foreboding  pine. 
But  something  triumphed  in  his  orow 

and  eye. 
Which  whoso  saw  it  could  not  see  and 

crouch : 
Loud  ranff  the  emptied  beakers  as  he 

mnsea, 
Brooding  his  eyried  thoughts ;  then,  as 

an  eagle 
Circles  smooth-winged  above  the  wind- 
vexed  woods. 
So  wheeled  his  soul  into  the  air  of  song 
High  o*er  the  stormy  hall ;  and  thus  he 

sang: 
''The  fletcher  for  his  arrow-shaft  picks 

out 
Wood    closest -grained,  long -seasoned, 

straight  as  Tight ; 
And  from  a  quiver  full  of  such  as  these 
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The  wary  bowman,  matched  against  his 

peers, 
Long  doubting,  singles  yet  once  more 

the  best 
Who  is  it  needs  such  flawless  shafts  as 

Fate? 
What  archer  of  his  arrows  is  so  choice, 
Or  hits  the  white  so  surely  ?    They  are 

men, 
The  chosen  of  her  oniver;  nor  for  her 
Will  every  reed  suffice,  or  cross-grained 

stick 
At   random    from    life's   vulgar    fagot 

plucked : 
Such  answer  household  ends;  but  she 

will  have 
Souls  straight  and  clear,  of  toughest 

fibre,  sound 
Down  to  the  heart  of  heart ;  from  these 

she  strips 
All  needless  stuff,  all  sapwood ;  seasons 

them; 
From  circumstance  untoward  feathers 

plucks 
Ci*umpled  and  cheap;  and  barbs  with 

iron  will : 
The  hour  that  passes  is  her  quiver-boy : . 
When  she  draws  bow,  't  is  not  across 

the  wind. 
Nor  'gainst  the  sun  her  haste-snatched 

arrow  sings. 
For  sun  and  wind  have  plighted  faith 

to  her: 
Ere  men  have  heard  the  sinew  twang, 

behold 
In  the  butt's  heart  her  trembling  mes- 
senger ! 

''The  song  is  old  and  simple  that  I 

sing; 
But  old  and  simple    are    despised  as 

cheap, 
Though  hardest  to  achieve  of  human 

things: 
Good  were  the  days  of  yore,  when  men 

were  tried 
By  ring  of  shields,  as  now  by  ring  of 

words; 
But  while  the  gods  are  left,  and  hearts 

of  men, 
And  wide-doored  ocean,  still  the  days 

are  good. 
Still  o'er  the  earth  hastes  Opportunity, 
Seeking  the  hardy  soul  that  seeks  for 

her. 
Be  not  abroad,  nor  deaf  with  household 

cares 


That  chatter  loudest  as  they  mean  tho 

least ; 
Swift- willed  is  thrice- willed ;  late  means 

nevermore ; 
Impatient  is  her  foot,  nor  turns  again." 
He  ceased;  upon  his  bosom  sank  his 

beard 
Sadly,  as  one  who  oft  had  seen  her  pass 
Nor   stayed   her:    and  forthwith   the 

frothy  tide 
Of  interrupted  wassail  roared  along ; 
But  Biom,  the  son  of  Heriulf,  sat  apart 
Musing,  and,  with  his  eyes  upon  the  fire, 
Saw  shapes  of  arrows,  lost  as  soon  as  seen. 
"A  ship,"  he  muttered,  "is  a  vringed 

bridge 
That  leadeth  every  way  to  man's  desire. 
And  ocean  the  wide  gate  to   manful 

luck"; 
And  then  with  that  resolve  his  heart 

was  bent, 
Which,  like  a  humming  shaft,  through 

many  a  stripe 
Of  day  and  nignt,  across  the  unpath- 

wayed  seas 
Shot  the  brave  prow  that  cut  on  Yin- 
land  sands 
The  first  rune  in  the  Saga  of  the  West. 

III. 

aUDRIDA'S  FROFHIfiCT. 

Four  weeks  they  sailed,  a  speck  in  sky* 

shut  seas. 
Life,  where  was  never  life  that  knew 

itself. 
But    tumbled    lubber-like   in   blowing 

whales ; 
Thought,  where  the  like  had  never  been 

before 
Since  Thought  primeval    brooded  the 

abyss; 
Alone  as  men  were  never  in  the  world. 
The^  saw  the  icy^  foundlings  of  the  sea. 
White  cliffs  of  silence,  beautiful  by  day, 
Or  looming,  sudden-perilous,  at  ni^ht 
In  monstrous  hush ;  or  sometimes  in  the 

dark 
The  waves  broke    ominous  with  paly 

gleams 
Cnished  by  the  prow  in  sparkles  of  cold 

fire. 
Then  came  oreen  stripes  of  sea  that 

promisea  land 
But  brought  it  not,  and  on  the  thiitieth 

day 
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Low  in  the  Wert  were  wooded  shores 

Leaving  their  sons'  sons 

like  cloud. 

All  things  save  song-craft. 

They  shouted  as  men  shout  with  sud- 

Plant long  in  growing. 

den  hope ; 

Thrusting  its  tap-root 
Deep  in  the  Gone. 

But  Biorn  was  silent,  such  strange  loss 

there  is 
Between  the  dream's  fulfilment  and  the 

Here  men  shall  crow  up 
Strong  from  self-helping; 
Eyes  for  the  present 

dream, 

Such  sad  abatement  in  the  goal  attained. 

Then  Gudrida,  that  was  a  prophetess, 

Brinff  they  as  eagles'. 
Blind  to  the  Past. 

Rapt  with  strange  influence  from  At- 

lantis, sang: 
Her  words:  the  vision  was  the  dream- 
ing shore's. 

They  shall  make  over 
Creed,  law,  and  custom ; 

Driving-men,  doughty 

Builders  of  empire. 

Looms  there  the  New  Land: 

Builders  of  men. 

Locked  in  the  shadow 

Long  the  gods  shut  it, 

Here  is  no  singer ; 

What  should  they  sing  of? 

Niggards  of  newness 

They,  the  o'er-old. 

They,  the  unresting? 
Labor  is  ugly. 

Little  it  looks  there, 

Loathsome  is  change. 

Slim  as  a  cloud-streak ; 

It  shall  fold  peoples 
Even  as  a  shepherd 
Foldeth  his  flock. 

These  the  old  gods  hate, 

Dwellers  in  dream-land. 
Drinking  delusion 
Out  of  the  empty 
Skull  of  the  Past. 

Silent  it  sleeps  now ; 
Great  ships  shall  seek  it, 

These  hate  the  old  gods, 

Swarming  as  salmon ; 
Noise  of  its  numbers 

Warring  against  them ; 
Fatal  to  Odin, 

Two  seas  shall  hear. 

Here  the  wolf  Fenrir 
Lieth  in  wait 

Man  from  the  Northland, 

Man  from  the  Southland, 

Here  the  gods'  Twilight 

Haste  empty-handed ; 

Gathers,  earth-gulfing; 

No  more  than  manhood 

Blackness  of  batUe, 

Bring  they,  and  hands. 

Fierce  till  the  Old  World 
Flare  np  in  fire. 

Dark  hair  and  fair  hair. 

Red  blood  and  blue  blood, 
There  shall  be  mingled; 
Force  of  the  ferment 

Doubt  not,  my  Northmen ; 
Fate  loves  the  fearless ; 
Fools,  when  their  roof-tree 

Makes  the  New  Man. 

Falls,  think  it  doomsday ; 
Firm  stands  the  sky. 

Pick  of  all  kindreds, 

Over  the  ruin 

King's  blood  shall  theirs  be. 

See  I  the  promise ; 

Shoots  of  the  eldert 

Crisp  waves  the  cornfield. 

Stock  upon  Midgai-d, 

Peace-walled,  the  homestead 

Sons  of  the  poor. 

Waits  open-doored. 

Them  waits  the  New  Land; 

There  lies  the  New  Land; 

They  shall  subdue  it. 

Yours  to  behold  it, 

Leaving  their  sons'  sons 
Space  for  the  body. 
Space  for  the  soul. 

Not  to  possess  it; 

1 

Slowly  Fate's  perfect 

1 

1 

Fulness  shall  come. 
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Then  from  your  stronff  loina 
Seed  shall  be  scattered, 

Safe  in  the  silence                                         1 

Sleep  thou,  till  cometh 

Men  to  the  marrow, 

Light  to  thy  lids! 

Wilderness  tamers, 

Walkers  of  waves. 

Thee  shall  awaken 
Flame  from  the  furnace. 

Jealous,  the  old  gods 

Bath  of  all  brave  ones. 

Shut  it  in  shadow, 

Cleanser  of  conscience. 

Wisely  they  ward  it, 

Welder  of  will. 

Egg  of  the  serpent, 

1 

Bane  to  them  all. 

Lowly  shall  love  thee. 
Thee,  open-handed! 

Stronger  and  sweeter 

Stalwart  shall  shield  thee. 

New  gods  shall  seek  it 

Thee,  worth  their  best  blood,               1        , 

Fill  it  with  man.folk 

Waif  of  the  West! 

Wise  for  the  future, 

Wise  from  the  past 

Then  shall  come  singers, 

Here  all  is  all  men's. 

SinAng  no  swan -song. 
Birth-carols,  rather. 

Save  only  Wisdom ; 
King  he  that  wins  her; 

Meet  for  the  man  child                                || 

Mighty  of  bone. 

Him  hail  they  helmsman. 

Highest  of  heart. 

Might  makes  no  master 

MAHMOOD  THE  IMAOS-BBEAKSR.             , 

Here  any  longer ; 

1 

Sword  is  not  swayer; 
Here  e'en  the  gods  are 

Old  events   have   modem   meanings;         1 
only  that  survives                                     ' 

Selfish  no  more. 

Of  past  history  which  finds  kindred  in 

aU  hearts  and  lives. 

Walking  the  New  Earth, 

Lo,  a  divine  One 

Mahmood  once,  the  idol-breaker,  spread- 

Greets all  men  godlike. 

er  of  the  Faith,                                                 1 

Calls  them  his  kindred. 

Was  at  Sumnat  tempted  sorely,  as  the         | 

He,  the  Divine. 

legend  saith. 

Is  it  Thor's  hammer 

In  the  great  pagoda's  centre,  monstrous         , 

Rays  m  his  right  handf 

and  abhorred,                                           1 

Weaponless  walks  he ; 
It  is  the  White  Christ, 

Granite  on  a  throne  of  granite,  sat  the 
temple's  lord. 

Stronger  than  Thor. 

Here  shall  a  realm  rise 
Mighty  in  manhood ; 
Justice  and  Mercy 
Here  set  a  stronghold 

Mahmood  paused  a  moment,  silenced  by 

the  silent  face 
That,  with  eyes  of  stone  unwavering, 

awed  the  ancient  place. 

Safe  without  spear. 

Then  the  Brahmins  knelt  before  him. 

1 

Weak  was  the  Old  Worid, 
Wearily  war-fenoed ; 

by  his  doubt  made  bold. 
Pledging  for  their  idol's  ransom  countless 

I 

Out  of  its  ashes, 

gems  and  gold. 

Strong  as  the  morning. 

Springeth  the  New. 

Gold  was  yellow  dirt  to  Mahmood,  but 

I 

Beauty  of  promise. 
Promise  of  beauty. 

of  precious  use, 
Since  from  it  the  roots  of  power  suck  a 

potent  juice. 

j 
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**  Were  yon  stone  alone  in  qnestion,  this 

would  please  me  well,' 
Mahmood  said ;  "but,  with  the  block 

there,  I  my  truth  must  sell. 

"  Wealth  and  rule  slip  down  with  For- 
tune, as  her  wheel  turns  round  ; 

He  who  keeps  his  faith,  he  only  cannot 
be  discrowned. 

**  Little  were  a  change  of  station,  loss 

of  life  or  crown, 
But  the  wreck  were  past  retrieving  if  the 

Mai)  fell  down. ' 

80  his  iron  mace  he  lifted,  smote  with 

might  and  main, 
And  the  idol,  on  the  pavement  tumbling, 

burst  in  twain. 

Luck  obeys  the  downright  striker  ;  from 

the  hollow  core, 
Fifty  times  the  Brahmins'  offer  deluged 

all  the  floor. 


INVITA  MnnERTA. 

The  Bardling  came  where  by  a  river 
grew 

The  pennoned  reeds,  that,  as  the  west- 
wind  blew, 

Gleamed  and  sighed  plaintively,  as  if 
they  knew 

What  music  slept  enchanted  in  each 
stem. 

Till  Fan  should  choose  some  happy  one 
of  them, 

And  with  wise  lips  enlife  it  through  and 
through. 

The  Bardling  thought,  **  A  pipe  is  all  I 

need ; 
Once  I  have  sought  me  out  a  clear, 

smooth  reed. 
And  shaped  it  to  my  fancy,  I  proceed 
To  breathe  such  strains  as,  yonder  mid 

the  rocks, 
The  strange  youth  blows,  that  tends 

Admetus*  flocks. 
And  all  the  maidens  shall  to  me  pay 

heed." 

The  summer  day  he  spent  in  questful 

round. 
And  many  a  reed  he  marred,  but  never 

found 


A  coxguring-spell  to  free  the  imprisoned 

sound  ; 
At  last  his  vainlv  wearied  limbs  he  laid 
Beneath  a sacreil  laurel's  flickering  shade. 
And  sleep  about  his  brain  her  cobweb 

wound. 

Then  strode  the  mighty  Mother  through 

his  dreams. 
Saying:  "The  reeds  along  a  thousand 

streams 
Are  mine,  and  who  is  he  that  plots  and 

schemes 
To  snare  the  melodies  wherewith  my 

breath 
Sounds  through  the  double  pipes  of  Life 

and  Death, 
Atoning  what   to    men    mad    discord 

seems? 

"  He  seeks  not  me,  but  I  seek  oft  in 

vain 
For  him  who  shall  my  voiceful  reeds 

constrain, 
And  make  them  utter  their  melodious 

pain; 
He  flies  the  immortal  gift,  for  well  he 

knows 
His  life  of  life  must  with  its  overflows 
Flood  the  unthankful  pipe,  nor  come 

again. 

"Thou  fool,  who   dost   my  harmless 

subjects  wrong, 
'Tis  not  the  singers  wish  that  makes 

the  song : 
The  rhythmic  beauty  wanders  dumb, 

how  long, 
Nor  stoops  to  any  daintiest  instrument, 
Till,  found  its  mated  lips,  their  sweet 

consent 
Makes  mortal  breath  than  Time  aqd 

Fate  more  strong." 


THE  FOTTNTAIN  OF  T0I7TH. 


'T 18  a  woodland  enchanted  I 
Bv  no  sadder  spirit 
Than  blackbirds  and  thrushes, 
That  whistle  to  cheer  it 
All  day  in  the  bushes, 
This  woodland  is  haunted  : 
And  in  a  small  clearing. 
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Beyond  sight  or  hearing 

With  lone  cries  that  wander 

Of  human  annoyance, 

Now  hither,  now  vonder. 
Like  souls  doomed  of  old 

The  little  fount  gushes, 

First  smoothly,  then  dashes 

To  a  mild  purgatory ; 

And  gurgles  and  flashes^ 

But  through  noonlight  and  moonlight 

To  the  maples  and  ashes 
Confiding  its  joyance  ; 

The  little  fount  tinkles 

Its  silver  saints' -bells, 

Unconscious  confiding, 

That  no  sprite  ill-boding 

Then,  silent  and  glossy, 
Slips  winding  and  hiding 

Mav  make  his  abode  in 

Those  innocent  dells. 

Tlirough  alder-stems  mossy. 

Through  gossamer  roots 

IV. 

Fine  as  nerves, 

That  tremble,  as  shoots 

'T  is  a  woodland  enchanted  ! 

Through  their  magnetized  cuires 
The  allurement  delicious 

When  the  phebe  scarce  whistleg 

Once  an  hour  to  his  fellow. 

Of  the  water's  capricious 

And,  where  red  lilies  flaunted. 

Thrills,  gushes,  and  swerves. 

Balloons  from  the  thistles 
Tell  summer's  disasters, 

II. 

The  butterflies  yellow, 
As  caught  in  an  eddy 

'Tis  a  woodland  enchanted  I 

Of  air's  silent  ocean. 

I  am  writing  no  fiction  ; 

Sink,  waver,  and  steady 

And  this  fount,  its  sole  daughter. 

O'er  goats' -beard  and  asters, 

To  the  woodland  was  granted 

Like  souls  of  dead  flowers, 

To  pour  holy  water 
And  win  benediction ; 

With  aimless  emotion 

Still  lingering  unready 

In  summer-noon  flushes. 

To  leave  their  old  bowers  ; 

When  all  the  wood  hushes. 

And  the  fount  is  no  dumber. 

Blue  dragon-flies  knitting 

But  still  gleams  and  flashes. 
And  gurgles  and  plashes, 
To  the  measure  of  summer  ; 

To  and  fro  in  the  sun, 

With  sidelong  jerk  flitting 

Sink  down  on  the  rushes. 

The  butterflies  hear  it. 

And,  motionless  sitting. 

And  spell-bound  are  holden. 

Hear  it  bubble  and  run. 

Still  balancing  near  it 

Hear  its  low  inward  singing, 

O'er  the  goats'-beard  so  golden. 

With  level  wings  swinging 
On  ffreen  tasselled  rushes, 
To  dream  in  the  sun. 

V. 

'T  is  a  woodland  enchanted! 

III. 

A  vast  silver  willow, 
I  know  not  how  planted. 

T  is  a  woodland  enchanted  I 

(This  wood  is  enchanted. 

The  great  Au^st  noonlight. 

And  full  of  surprises,)          ' 

Through  mynad  rifts  slanted. 

Stands  stemming  a  billow, 
A  motionless  billow 

Leaf  and  bole  thickly  sprinkles 

With  flickering  gold ; 

Of  ankle-deep  mosses ; 

There,  in  warm  August  gloaming. 
With  quick,  silent  brightenings, 

Two  great  roots  it  crosses 

To  make  a  round  basin, 

From  meadow-lands  roaming, 

And  there  the  Fount  rises ; 

The  firefly  twinkles 

Ah,  too  pure  a  mirror 

His  fitful  heat-lightnings ; 

For  one  sick  of  error 

There  the  magical  moonlight 

To  see  his  sad  face  in ! 

With  meek,  saintly  glory 

No  dew-drop  is  stiller 

In  its  lupin-leaf  setting 

Than  this  water  moss-bounded; 

1          steeps  summit  and'  wold  ; 

There  whippoorwills  plain  in  the  soli- 

tudes hoary 

But  a  tiny  sand-pillar 
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From  the  bottom  keeps  jetting, 

It  shapes  as  it  pleases. 

And  mermaid  ne'er  sounded 

Unharmed  by  the  breezes, 

Through  the  wreaths  of  a  shell, 

Its  fine  hanging  gardens  ? 

Down  amid  crimson  dulses 

Hast  those  in  thy  keeping. 

In  some  dell  of  the  ocean, 

And  canst  not  uncover. 

A  melody  sweeter 

Enchantedly  sleeping. 

1 

Than  the  delicate  pulses, 

The  old  shade  of  thy  lover? 

The  soft,  noiseless  metre. 

It  is  there !    I  have  found  it ! 

i 

The  pause  and  the  swell 

He  wakes,  the  long  sleeper  I 

Of  that  musical  motion ; 

The  pool  is  grown  deeper. 

1 
1 

I  recall  it,  not  see  it ; 

The  sand  dance  is  ending, 

1 

Could  vision  be  clearer  ? 

The  white  floor  sinks,  blending 

Half  I  'm  fain  to  draw  nearer. 

With  skies  that  below  me 

Half  tempted  to  flee  it; 

Are  deepening  and  bending. 
And  a  child's  face  alone 

The  sleeping  Fast  wake  not, 

Beware ! 

That  seems  not  to  know  me, 

One  forward  step  take  not. 

With  hair  that  fades  golden 

Ah!  break  not 

In  the  heaven-glow  round  it, 

1 

That  quietude  rare  I 

Looks  up  at  my  own ; 

1 

By  my  step  unaffirighted 

Ah,  glimpse  through  the  portal 
That  leads  to  the  throne, 

1 

A  thrush  hops  before  it. 

«      And  o'er  it 

That  opes  the  child's  olden 

A  birch  hangs  delighted, 

Regions  Elysian ! 

Dipping,  dipping,   dipping  its  tremu- 

Ah,  too  holy  vision 

lous  hair ; 

For  thy  skirts  to  be  holden 

Pure  as  the  fountain,  once 

By  soiled  hand  of  mortal  I 

I  came  to  the  place, 
(How  dare  I  draw  nearer  ?) 

It  wavers,  it  scatters, 

'T  is  gone  past  recalling ! 

I  bent  o'er  its  mirror. 

A  tear^s  sudden  falling 

And  saw  a  child's  face 

The  magic  cup  shatters. 

Mid  locks  of  bright  gold  in  it ; 

Breaks  the  spell  of  the  waters, 
And  the  sand  cone  once  more, 

Yes,  pure  as  this  fountain  once,— 

Since,,  how  much  error ! 

With  a  ceaseless  renewing. 

Too  holy  a  mirror 

Its  dance  is  pursuing 

For  the  man  to  behold  in  it 

On  the  silvery  floor, 

His  harsh,  bearded  countenance ! 

O'er  and  o'er, 

VI. 

'T  is  a  woodland  enchanted! 

With  a  noiseless  and  ceaseless  renewing. 

VII. 

Ah,  fly  unretuming ! 

'T  is  a  woodland  enchanted  I 

Yet  stay;  — 

If  you  ask  me,  Where  is  it  f 

'T  is  a  woodland  enchanted. 

I  can  but  make  answer, 

Where  wonderful  chances 

"  T  is  past  my  disclosing ; " 

Have  sway ; 

Not  to  choice  is  it  granted 

Luck  flees  from  the  cold  one 

By  sure  paths  to  visit 

But  leaps  to  the  bold  one 

The  still  pool  enclosing 

Half-way ; 

Its  blithe  little  dancer; 

Why  should  I  be  daunted  ? 
Still  the  smooth  mirror  glances. 

But  in  some  day,  the  rarest 

Of  many  Septembers, 
When  the  pulses  of  air  rest. 
And  all  things  lie  dreaming 

Still  the  amber  sand  dances, 

One  look,  —  then  away  ! 

0  magical  glass ! 

In  drowsy  haze  steaming 

Canst  keep  in  thy  bosom 

From  the  wood's  glowing  embers, 

Shades  of  leaf  and  of  blossom 

Then,  sometimes,  unheeding. 

When  summer  days  pass, 

And  asking  not  whither, 

So  that  when  thy  wave  hardens 

By  a  sweet  inward  leading 

• 
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YUSSOUF. 


-THK  DARKENED   MIND. 


My  feet  are  drawn  tbither, 

And,  looking  with  awe  in  the  magical 

mirror, 
I  see  through  my  teara, 
Half  doubtful  of  seeing, 
The  face  un  perverted, 
The  warm  golden  being 
Of  a  child  of  five  years  ; 
And  spite  of  the  mists  and  the  error, 
And  the  days  overcast, 
Can  feel  that  I  walk  undeserted. 
But  forever  attended 
B^  the  glad  heavens  that  bended 
O  er  the  innocent  past ; 
Toward  fancy  or  truth 
Doth  the  sweet  vision  win  me  ? 
Dare  1  think  that  I  cast 
In  the  fountain  of  ^outh 
The  fleeting  reflection 
Of  some  bygone  perfection 
That  still  lingers  in  me  f 


YUSSOUF. 

A  STRANGER  came  one  night  to  Yus- 

souf's  tent, 
Saying,   *' Behold  one  outcast  and  in 

dread, 
Against  whose  life  the  bow  of  power  is 

bent, 
Who  flies,  and  hath  not  where  to  lay 

his  head ; 
I  come  to  thee  for  shelter  and  for  food, 
To  Yussouf,  called  through  all  our  tribes 
•The  Good.'" 

"This  tent  is  mine,"  said  Yussouf,  "but 

no  more 
Than  it  is  God's  ;  come  in,  and  be  at 

peace; 
Freely  shalt  thou  partake  of  all  my 

store 
As  I  of  His  who  buildeth  over  these 
Our  tents  his  glorious  roof  of  night  and 

day, 
And  at  whose  door  none  ever  yet  heard 

Nay." 

So  Yussouf  entertained  his  guest  that 

night. 
And,  waking  him  ere  day,  said  :  "Here 

is  gold  ; 
My  swiftest  horse  is  saddled  for  thy 

flight; 
Depart  before    the    prying    day   grow 

bold." 


As  one  lamp  lights  another,  nor  grows 

less. 
So  nobleness  enkindleth  nobleness. 

That  inward  lisht   the  stranger's  face 

made  grand. 
Which  shines  from  all  self-conquest; 

kneeling  low. 
He  bowed  ma  forehead  upon  Yussouf  *8 

hand, 
Sobbing :  "O  Sheik,  I  cannot  leave  thee 

so; 
I  will  repay  thee  ;    all  this  thou  hast 

done 
Unto  that  Ibrahim  who  slew  thy  son  I  *' 

"Take  thrice  the  gold,"  said  Yussouf, 
"for  with  thee 

Into  the  desert,  never  to  return. 

My  one  black  thought  shall  ride  away 
from  me  ; 

First-bom,  for  whom  by  day  and  night 
I  yearn. 

Balanced  and  just  are  all  of  6od*s  de- 
crees ; 

Thou  art  avenged,  my  first-bom,  sleep 
in  peace  ! 


THE  DAKKEKSD  MIND. 

The  fire  is  burning  clear  and  blithely, 
Pleasantly  whistles  the  winter  wind  ; 
We  are  about  thee,  thy  friends  and  kin- 
dred. 
On  us  all  flickers  the  firelight  kind  ; 
There  thou  sittest  in  thy  wonted  comet- 
Lone  and  awftd  in  thy  darkened  mind. 

There  thou  sittest ;  now  and  then  thou 

moanest ; 
Thou  dost  talk  with  what  we  cannot  see, 
Lookest  at  us  with  an  eye  so  doubtful, 
It  doth  put  us  very  far  from  thee  ; 
There  thou  sittest ;  we  would  fain  be 

nigh  thee. 
But  we  know  that  it  can  never  be. 

We  can  touch  thee,   still  we  are  no 

nearer ; 
Gather  round  thee,  still  thou  art  alone ; 
The  wide  chasm  of  reason  is  between  us ; 
Thou  confutest  kindness  with  a  moan  ; 
We  can  speak  to  thee,  and  thou  canst 

answer, 
Like  two  priaoners  through  a  wall  of 

stone. 
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Hardest  heart  woald  call  it  very  awful 
Wheu  thou  look'st  at  us  and  seest —  0, 

what? 
If  we  move  away,  thou  sittest  gazing 
With  those  vague  eyes  at  the  selfsame 

spot, 
And  thou  mutterest,  thy  hands  thou 

wiingest. 
Seeing  something,  —  us  thou  seest  not 

Strange  it  is  that,  in  this  open  bright- 
ness, 

Thou  shouldst  sit  in  such  a  narrow  cell ; 

Btrange  it  is  that  thou  shouldst  be  so 
lonesome 

Where  those  are  who  love  thee  all  so 
well; 

Not  so  much  of  thee  is  left  among  us 

As  the  hum  outliving  the  hushed  bell. 


WHAT  RABBI  JEHOSHA  SAID. 

Rabbi  Jehosha  used  to  say 
That  God  made  angels  every  day, 
Perfect  as  Michael  and  the  rest 
First  brooded  in  creation's  nest. 
Whose  only  office  was  to  cry 
Hosanna  I  once,  and  then  to  die ; 
Or  rather,  with  Life's  essence  blent, 
To  be  led  home  from  banishment. 

Rabbi  Jehosha  had  the  skill 

To  know  that  Heaven  is  in  God's  will ; 

And  doing  that,  though  for  a  space 

One  heart-beat  long,  may  win  a  grace 

As  full  of  grandeur  and  of  glow 

As  Princes  of  the  Chariot  know. 

'T  were  glorious,  no  doubt,  to  be 
One  of  the  strong-winged  Hierarchy, 
To  bum  with  Seraphs,  or  to  shine 
With  Cherubs,  deathlessly  divine  ; 
Yet  I,  perhaps,  poor  earthly  dod. 
Could  1  forget  myself  in  God, 
Could  I  but  find  mv  nature's  clew 
Simply  as  birds  and  blossoms  do. 
And  but  for  one  rapt  moment  know 
'T  is  Heaven  must  come,  not  we  must  go. 
Should  win  my  place  as  near  the  throne 
As  the  pearl-angel  of  its  zone. 
And  God  would  listen  mid  the  throng 
For  my  one  breath  of  peifect  song. 
That,  in  its  simple  human  way. 
Said  all  the  Host  of  Heaven  could  say. 


AliL-SAINTS. 

One  feast,  of  holy  days  the  crest, 
I,   though  no  Churchman,   love   to 
keep, 
All-Saints,  —  the  unknown  good  that 
rest 
In  God's  still  memory  folded  deep  ; 
The  bravely  dumb  that  did  their  deed, 
And  scorned  to  blot  it  with  a  name. 
Men  of  the  plain  heroic  breed. 
That  loved  Heaven's  silence  more  than 
fame. 

Such  lived  not  in  the  past  alone. 

But    thread   to-day   the    unheeding 
street. 
And  stairs  to  Sin  and  Famine  known 

Sing  with  the  welcome  of  their  feet ; 
The  den  they  enter  grows  a  shrine, 

The  grimy  sash  an  oriel  bums. 
Their  cup  of  water  warms  like  wine. 

Their  speech  is  filled  from  heavenly 


About  their  brows  to  me  appears 

An  aureole  traced  in  tenderest  light, 
The  rainbow-gleam  of  smiles  through 
tears 

In  dying  eyes,  by  them  made  bright, 
Of  souls  that  shivered  on  the  edge 

Of  that  chill  ford  repassed  no  more, 
And  in  their  mercy  felt  the  pledge 

And  sweetness  of  the  farther  snore. 


A  WINTER-EVENINO  HYMN  TO  MY 
FIRE. 


Beauty  on  my  hearth-stone  blazing  I 
To-night  the  triple  Zoroaster 
Shall  my  prophet  be  and  master  : 
To-night  will  I  pure  Magian  be. 
Hymns  to  thy  sole  honor  raising, 
While  thou  leapest  fast  and  faster, 
Wild  with  self-delighted  glee. 
Or  sink'st  low  and  glowest  faintly 
As  an  aureole  still  and  saintly^. 
Keeping  cadence  to  my  praismg 
Thee  I  still  thee  !  and  only  thee ! 


Elfish  daughter  of  Apollo  ] 

Thee,  from  thy  father  stolen  and  bound 
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A  WINTEK-EVENING  HYMN  TO  MY  FIBE. 


To  serve  in  Vulcan's  clangorous  smithy 

Prometheus  (primal  Yankee)  found. 

And,  when  he  had  tampered  with  thee, 

(Too  confiding  little  maid  !) 

In  a  reed's  precarious  hollow 

To  our  frozen  earth  conveyed : 

For  he  swore  I  know  not  what ; 

Endless  ease  should  he  thy  lot, 

Pleasure  that  should  never  falter, 

Lifelong  play,  and  not  a  duty 

Save  to  hover  o'er  the  altar, 

Vision  of  celestial  heauty, 

Fed  with  precious  woods  and  spices  ; 

Then,  perndious  !  having  got 

Thee  in  the  net  of  his  devices, 

Sold  thee  into  endless  slavery. 

Made  thee  a  drudge  to  boil  the  pot. 

Thee,  Helios'  daughter,  who  dost  bear 

His  likeness  in  thy  ffolden  hair  ; 

Thee,  by  nature  mid  and  wavery. 

Palpitating,  evanescent 

As  the  shade  of  Dian's  crescent, 

Life,  motion,  gladness,  everywhere  ! 


III. 

Fathom  deep  men  bury  thee 
In  the  furnace  dark  and  still. 
There,  with  dreariest  mockery. 
Making  thee  eat,  against  thy  will. 
Blackest  Pennsylvanian  stone ; 
But  thou  dost  avenge  thy  doom, 
For,  from  out  thy  catacomb, 
Day  and  night  thy  wrath  is  blown 
In  a  withenng  simoom, 
And,  adown  tnat  cavern  drear. 
Thy  black  pitfall  in  the  floor. 
Staggers  the  lusty  antique  cheer. 
Despairing,  and  is  seen  no  more  I 


IV. 

Elfish  I  may  rightly  name  thee  ; 
We  enslave,  but  cannot  tame  thee  ; 
With  fierce  snatches,  now  and  then. 
Thou  pluckest  at  thy  right  again, 
And  thy  down- trod  instincts  savage 
To  stealthy  insurrection  creep, 
While  thy  wittol  masters  sleep, 
And  burst  in  undisceming  ravage : 
Then  how  thou  shak'st  thy  bacchant 

locks ! 
While  brazen  pulses,  far  and  near, 
Throb  thick  and  thicker,  wild  vdth  fear 
And  dread  conjecture,  till  the  drear 
Disordered  clangor  every  steeple  rocks  ! 


But  when  we  make  a  friend  of  thee. 
And  admit  thee  to  the  hall 
On  our  nights  of  festival, 
Then,  Cinderella,  who  could  see 
In  thee  the  kitchen's  stunted  thrall  ? 
Once  more  a  Princess  lithe  and  tall, 
Thou  dancest  with  a  whispering  tread. 
While  the  bright  marvel  of  thy  head 
In  crinkling  gold  floats  all  abroad. 
And  gloriously  dost  vindicate 
The  legend  of  thy  lineage  great. 
Earth-exiled  daughter  of  the  Pythian 

god! 
Now  in  the  ample  chimney-place. 
To  honor  thy  acknowledged  race. 
We  crown  thee  high  with  laurel  good. 
Thy  shining  father's  sacred  wood, 
Which,  guessing  thy  ancestral  right. 
Sparkles  and  snaps  its  dumb  delight. 
And,  at  thy  toucn,  poor  outcast  one. 
Feels  through  its  gladdened  fibres  go 
The  tingle  and  thnll  and  vassal  glow 
Of  instincts  loyal  to  the  sun. 

VI. 

0  thou  of  home  the  guardian  Lar, 
And,  when  our  earth  hath  wandered  far 
Into  the  cold,  and  deep  snow  covers 
The  walks  of  our  New  England  lovers. 
Their  sweet  secluded  evening-star  ! 
'T  was  with  thy  rays  the  English  Muse 
Ripened  her  mild  domestic  hues  ; 
'T  was  by  thy  flicker  that  she  conned 
The  fireside  wisdom  that  enrings 
With  light  from  heaven  familiar  things ; 
By  thee  she  found  the  homely  faith 
In  whose  mild  eyes  thy  comfort  stay'th. 
When  Death,  extinguishing  his  torch, 
Gropes  for  the  latch -string  in  the  porch; 
The  love  that  wanders  not  beyona 
His  earliest  nest,  but  sits  and  sings 
While    children    smooth    his    patient 

wings; 
Therefore  with  thee  I  love  to  read 
Our  brave  old  poets  :  at  thy  touch  how 

stirs 
Life  in  the  withered  words  !  how  swift 

recede 
Time's  shadows  !  and  how  glows  again 
Through  its  dead  mass  the  mcandescent 

verse. 
As  when  upon  the  anvils  of  the  brain 
It  glittering  lay,  cyclopically  wrought 
By  the  fast-throbbing  hammers  of  the 

poet's  thought ! 


fancy's  castjistby. 


879 


Thou  momiurMt,  to<i,  divinely  itlrred, 

The  oapimtiona  unattaiuedf 

The  rhythuia  so  T&tha  and  delic&tei 

They  lieut  aud  straiuM 

And  broke,  beneath  the  ADmbrd  weight 

Of  any  airiest  mortal  wont 


What  WErm  protection  dost  thou  bend 
Round  curtained  talk  of  friend   with 

friend  r 
While  the  gray  inow-stomi,  held  aloof, 
To  softest  outline  roands  the  iw>f, 
Or  the  rude  North  with  Imflled  s^train 
ShouMi  ra  thi?  frost -starred  window-pane  1 
Now  the  kind  nymph  to  Bocchiis  l>orn 
By  ilorpheqs'  dauguter,  she  that  seems 
Gifted  upon  her  natal  mom 
By  him  with  fire^  by  her  with  dreams, 
Kicsotifl,  dtsarer  to  the  Jlu^ 
Than  all  the  grap'a  bewildering  jnice, 
"We  worshijj,  un forbid  of  thee  ; 
And,  AA  her  inctnse  floats  and  ctirla 
In  air}'  spirts  and  wayward  wEirlfl^ 
Or  poises  on  its  trt^mulous  stalk 
A  miwtr  of  frailest  reveiy. 
So  winds  and  loitera^  idly  free:, 
The  current  of  unguided  talk, 
Now  lauffhter-ripiSed,  and  now  caught 
In  flmootn,  ikrk  i>oola  of  dt^eper  thought 
Mennwhjle  thou  mellowest  every  word, 
A  sweetly  unobtnisii^e  tMrd  ; 
For  thou  bsat  magic  beyond  wine. 
To  unlock  natures  each  to  each  ; 
The    unspoken     thonght     thou    cauiat 

^ivine  ; 
Thon  filFst  the  pauses  of  the  sjiMch 
With  whlsjiera  that  to  dream-land  reach 
And  ftt>zen  fancy -springi)  unchain 
In  Arctic  ontstdrta  of  the  hrain  ; 
Sun  of  all  inmost  confidences, 
To  thy  mys  doth  the  heart  nncloae 
lt«  formal  calyx  of  pretences, 
Thst  close  against  rude  day's  oifencee. 
And  open  its  shy  midnight  rose  ! 

TIL 

Thou  holdest  not  the  ma^r  key 

With  which  thy  Sire  sets  free  the  mystic 
gatea 

Of  Past  and  Futtjns  :  not  for  common 
fates 

Do  they  wide  open  flings 

And,  with  a  far- heard  ring, 

Swing  back  their  willing  valveB  melo- 
diously ;  ^ 


Only  to  ceremonial  days, 

And  great  procesHtons  of  hnperud  aofog 

That  set  the  world  at  ga^e, 

Doth  such  high  privilege  bekng  : 

But  thon  a  |Kjstern-door  caiiat  ope 

To  humbler  chaniber«  of  the  selfaomo 

palace 
Where  Memory  lodges,  and  her  sister 

Hope, 
Whose  being  is  hut  oa  a  crystal  chalice 
Which,    with   her  vaiioui   mood,   the 

elder  filla 
Of  joy  or  Bomjw, 
So  coloring  as  she  willa 
With  hues  of  yesterday  the  onconadoiu 

morrow. 

IX. 

Thou  stnke^  and  my  fancy  links  with 

thee  : 
For  thee  I  took  the  idle  shell, 
And  struck  the  unused  chordft  again, 
But  they  are  gone  who  listened  well ; 
Some  At6  in  heaven,  and  all  are  far  from 

me; 
Even  as  1  idn^^  it  tarns  to  pain, 
And  with  vum  teora  my  eyelida  throb 

and  swell : 
Enough  ;  I  fome  not  of  the  race 
That  hawk  their  sorrowB  in  the  market- 

placfi. 
Earth  stops  the  ears  I  best  had  loved  to 

please; 
Th^n  break,  ye  untuned  chorda,  or  mrt 

in  peace ! 
As  if  a  white*haired  actor  should  come 

back 
Some  miiinight  to  the  theatre  void  and 

blacky 
And  there   rehearse  his  youth's  great 

part 
Mid  thin  applauses  of  the  ghoati, 
So  seems  it  now  i  ye  crowd  Upon  my 

heart* 
And  1   bow  down  in  silence,  shadowy 

hosts! 


FAITCTB  CASUISTRY. 

How  atrtjga^les  with  the  tempest's  swells 
That  warning  of  tumultuous  bells  ! 
The  Bre  is  loose  !  and  frantic  knella 

Throb  fast  and  faster, 
As  tower  to  towpr  confusedly  tells 
I         News  of  disaster. 


—  , 

880                                    TO   MR.   JOHN  BAETLETT. 

But  on  my  far-off  solitude 

But  wheie  is  Truth?    What  does  it 

Ko  harsh  alarums  can  intrude  ; 

mean, 

The  terror  comes  to  me  subdued 

The  world-old  quarrel  ? 

And  charmed  by  distance, 

To  deepen  the  habitual  mood 
Or  my  existence. 

Such  questionings  are  idle  air : 

Leave  what  to  do  and  what  to  spare 

To  the  inspiring  moment's  care. 

Are  those,  I  muse,  the  Easter  chimes  ? 

Nor  ask  for  payment 
Of  fame  or  gold,  but  just  to  wear 

And  listen,  weaving  careless  rhymes 

While  the  loud  city's  griefs  and  crimes 

Unspotted  raiment. 

Pay  gentle  allegiance 

To  the  tine  quiet  that  sublimes 

These  dreamy  regions. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  BAETLETT, 

And  when  the  storm  o'erwhelms  the 

WHO    HAD    SENT    ME    A    SEYEN-POUNH 

shore. 

TROUT. 

I  watch  entranced  as,  o'er  and  o'er, 

The  light  revolves  amid  the  roar 

Fit  for  an  Abbot  of  Thelerae, 

So  still  and  saintly, 

For  the  whole  Cardinals'  College,  or 

Now  large  and  near,  now  more  and 

The  Pope  himself  to  see  in  dream 
Before  his  lenten  vision  gleam. 

more 

Withdrawing  faintly. 

He  lies  there,  the  sogdologer  ! 

This,  too,  despairing  sailors  see 

His  precious  flanks  with  stars  besprent, 

Worthy  to  swim  in  Castaly  ! 
The  friend  by  whom  such  gifts  are  sent, 
For  him  shall  bumpers  full  be  spent. 

Flash  out  the  breakers  'neath  their  lee 

In  sudden  snow,  then  liugeringly 

Wane  tow'rd  eclipse. 

While  through  the  dark  the  shuddering 
sea 

His  health  !  be  LucJc  his  fast  ally  1 

Gropes  for  the  ships. 

I  see  him  trace  the  wayward  brook 
Amid  the  forest  mysteries. 

And  is  it  right,  this  mood  of  mind 

Where  at  their  shades  shy  aspens  look. 
Or  where,  with  many  a  gurcung  crook. 
It  croons  its  woo<iland  histories. 

That  thus,  m  revery  enshrined. 

Can  in  the  world  mere  topics  find 

For  musing  stricture, 

Seeing  the  life  of  humankind 
Only  as  picture  ? 

I  see  leaf-shade  and  sun-flecic  lend 

Their  tremulous,  sweet  vicissitude 

The  events  in  line  of  battle  go ; 

To   smooth,    dark   pool,    to   crinkling 

In  vain  for  me  their  trumpets  blow 
As  unto  him  that  lieth  low 

(0,   stew  him,    Ann,   as   't  were  your 
friend 

In  death's  dark  arches. 
And  through  the  sod  hears  throbbing 

With  amorous  solicitude !) 

slow 
The  muffled  marches. 

I  see  him  step  with  caution  due. 
Soft  as  if  shod  with  moccasins, 

0  Duty,  am  I  dead  to  thee 

Grave  as  in  church,  for  who  plies  you. 
Sweet  craft,  is  safe  as  in  a  pew 

In  this  my  cloistered  ecstasy. 

From  all  our  common  stock  o'  nina 

In  this  lone  shallop  on  the  sea 

That  drifts  tow'rd  Silence  ? 

The  unerring  fly  I  see  him  cast. 

And  are  those  visioned  shores  I  see 

That  as  a  rose-leaf  falls  as  soft, 

But  sirens'  islands  ? 

A  flash  !  a  whirl !  he  has  him  fast ! 
We  tyros,  how  that  struggle  last 
Confuses  and  appalls  us  oft. 

My  Dante  frowns  with  lip-locked  mien. 

As  who  would  say,  "  'T  is  those,  I  ween. 

Whom  lifelong  armor-chafe  makes  lean 

Unfluttered  he  :  calm  as  the  sky 

That  win  the  laurel "  ; 

Looks  on  our  tragi-comedies. 

ODE  TO   HAPPINESS. 
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This  way  and  that  he  lets  him  fly, 
A  sunbeam-shuttle,  then  to  die 

Lauds  him,  with  cool  aplomb^  at 
ease. 

The  friend  who  gave  our  board  such  gust, 

Life's  care  may  he  o'erstep  it  half. 
And,  when  Death  hooks  him,  as  he  must, 
He  '11  do  it  handsomely,  I  trust. 

And  John  H write  his  epitaph  ! 

O,  bom  beneath  the  Fishes'  sign. 

Of  constellations  happiest, 
May  he  somewhere  with  Walton  dine. 
May  Horace  send  him  Massic  wine, 
And  Bums  Scotch  drink,  the  nap- 
piest  ! 

And  when  they  come  his  deeds  to  weigh, 

And  how  he  used  the  talents  his. 
One  trout-scale  in  the  scales  he  '11  lay 
(If  trout  had  scales),  and  *t  will  cutaway 
The  wrong  side  of  the  balances. 


ODE  TO  HAPPIKBSS. 

Spirit,  that  rarely  comest  now 
And  only  to  contrast  my  gloom, 
Like   rainbow-featherea    birds   that 
bloom 
A  moment  on  some  autumn  bough 
That,  with  the  spurn  of  their  farewell. 
Sheds  its  last  leaves,  —  thou  once  didst 
dwell 
With  me  year-long,  and  make  intense 
To  boyhood's  wisely  vacant  days 
Their  fleet  but  all-sufficing  grace 
Of  trustful  inexperience. 
While  soul  could  still  transfigure  sense, 
And  thrill,  as  with  love's  first  caress, 
At  life's  mere  unexpectedness. 
Days  when  my  blood  would  leap  and 
run 
As  full  of  sunshine  as  a  breeze. 
Or  spray  tossed  up  by  Summer  seas 
That  doubts  if  it  be  sea  or  sun  ! 
Days  that  flew  swiftly  like  the  band 

That  played  in  Grecian  games  at  strife, 
And  passed  from  eager  hand  to  hand 
The  onward-dancing  torch  of  life  ! 

Winff-footed  !  thou  abid'st  with  him 
Who  asks  it  not ;  but  he  who  hath 
Watched  o'er  the  waves  thy  waning 
path. 

Shall  nevermort  behold  returning 


Thy     high-heaped    canvas    shoreward 

yearning ! 
Thou  first  reveal'st  to  us  thy  face 
Turned  o'er  the  shoulder's  norting  grace, 
A  moment  glimpsed,   then  seen  no 
more,  — 
Thou  whose  swift  footsteps  we  can  trace 
Away  from  every  mortal  door. 

Nymph  of  the  unretuming  feet, 
How  may  I  win  thee  back  ?    But  no, 
I  do  thee  wrong  to  call  thee  so  ; 
'T  is  I  am  changc^l,  not  thou  art  fleet : 
The  man  thy  presence  feels  asain, 
Not  in  the  blood,  but  in  the  brain. 
Spirit,  that  lov'st  the  upper  air 
Serene  and  passionless  and  rare, 
Such  as  on  mountain  heights  we  find 
And    wide-viewed    uplands   of    the 
mind  ; 
Or  such  as  scorns  to  coil  and  sing 
Round  any  but  the  eagle's  wing 
Of  souls  that  with  long  upward  beat 
Have  won  an  undisturbed  retreat 
Where,  poised  like  winged  victories, 
They  mirror  in  relentless  eyes 
The  life  broad-basking  'neath  their 
feet,  — 
Man  ever  with  his  Now  at  strife. 
Pained  with  first  gasps  of  earthly  air. 
Then  praying  Death  the  last  to  spare. 
Still  fearful  of  the  ampler  life. 

Not  unto  them  dost  thou  consent 
Who,  passionless,  can  lead  at  ease 

A  life  of  unalloyed  content 
A  life  like  that  of  land-locked  seas. 

Who  feel  no  elemental  gush 

Of  tidal  forces,  no  fierce  rush 
Of  storm  deep-grasping  scarcely  spent 
'Twixt  continent  and  continent. 

Such  quiet  souls  have  never  known 
Thy  truer  inspiration,  thou 
Who  lov'st  to  feel  upon  thy  brow 

Spray  from  the  plunging  vessel  thrown 
Grazing  the  tusked  lee  shore,  the  cliflf 

That  o'er  the  abrupt  gorge  holds  its 
I  breath. 

Where  the  frail  hair-breadth  of  an  if 

Is  all  that  sunders  life  and  death  : 

These,  too,  are  cared-for,  and  round  these 

Bends  her  mild  crook  thy  sister  Peace  ; 
These  in  unvexed  dependence  lie, 
Each  'neath  his  strip  of  household  sky ; 

O'er  these  clouds  wander,  and  the  blue 

Hangs     motionless     the    whole     day 
through  ; 
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Btan  rise  for  them,  and  moons  giow 
large 
And  lessen  in  such  trananll  wise 
As  joys  and  sorrows  do  tnat  rise 

Within  their  nature's  sheltered  mai|;e ; 
Their  hours  into  each  other  flit 

Like  the  leaf-shadows  of  the  yine 
And  fig-tree  under  which  they  sit. 

And  their  still  liyes  to  heaven  incline 
With  an  nuoonscioos  habitade, 

Unhistoried  as  smokes  that  rise 
From  happy  hearths  and  sif^ht  elude 

In  kinored  blue  of  morning  skies. 

Wayward  1  when  once  we  feel  thy  lack, 
'T  is  worse  than  vain  to  woo  thee  back  ! 

Yet  there  is  one  who  seems  to  be 
Thine  elder  sister,  in  whose  eyes 
A  faint  far  northern  light  will  rise 

Sometimes,  and  bring  a  dream  of  thee ; 
She  is  not  that  for  which  youth  hoped, 

But  she  hath  blessings  all  her  own, 
Thouffhts  pure  as  lilies  newly  oped, 

And  fiaitn  to  sorrow  pvea  alone : 
Almost  I  deem  that  it  is  thou 
Come  back  with  graver  matron  brow. 

With  deepened  eyes  and  bated  breath, 

like  one  that  somewhere  hath  met 
Death, 
Bat  "No,**  die  answers,  "  I  am  she 
Whom  the  gods  love,  Tranquillity : 

That  other  whom  you  seek  forlorn 

Half  earthly  was  ;  but  I  am  bom 
Of  the  immortals,  and  our  race 
Wears  still  some  sadness  on  its  face  : 

He  wins  me  late,  but  keeps  me  long, 
Who,  dowered  with  every  gift  of  passion, 
In   that   fierce   flame   can   forge  and 
fashion 

Of  sin  and  self  the  anchor  strong ; 
Can  thence  compel  the  driving  force 
Of  daily  life's  mechanic  course, 
Nor  less  the  nobler  energies 
Of  needful  toil  and  culture  wise ; 
Whose  soul  is  worth  the  tempter's  lure 
Who  can  renounce,  and  yet  endure, 
To  him  I  come,  not  lightly  wooed, 
But  won  by  silent  fortitude." 


VILLA  FRAKOA. 

^  1850. 

Watd  a  little :  do  we  not  wait  f 
Louis  Napoleon  is  not  Fate, 
Francis  Joseph  is  not  Time ; 


There  's  One   hath    swifter  feet  than 

Crime; 
Cannon-parliaments  settle  nauj^t ; 
Venice  is  Austria's, — whose  is  Thought  f 
Minie  is  good,  bul^  spite  of  change, 
Gutenberg's  gun  hss  the  longest  ranga. 
Spill,  spin,  Clotho,  spin  ! 
Lachesui,  twist !  and,  AtropoSy  sever  1 
In  the  shadow,  year  out,  year  in. 
The  silent  headainan  waits  forever. 

Wait,  we  say  :  our  years  are  long ; 

Men  are  weak,  but  Man  is  strong  ; 

Since  the  stars  first  curved  their  ringa^ 

We  have  looked  on  many  things ; 

Great  wars  come  and  great  wars  go. 

Wolf-tracks  light  on  polar  snow  ; 

We  shall  see  him  come  and  gone, 

This  second-hand  Napoleon. 
Spin,  spin,  Clotho,  spin  ! 
Lachesis,  twist !  and,  Atropos,  sever  I 
In  the  shadow,  year  out,  year  in. 
The  silent  headsman  waits  forever. 

We  saw  the  elder  Coraican, 
And  Clotho  muttered  as  she  apan. 
While  crowned  lackeys  bore  the  train, 
Of  the  pinchbeck  Charlemagne : 
"  Sister,  stint  not  length  of  tljread ! 
Sister,  stay  the  scissors  dread  1 
On  Saint  Helen's  granite  bleak. 
Hark,  the  vulture  whets  his  beak  1 " 
Spin,  spin,  Clotho,  spin  ! 
Lachesis,  twist !  and,  Atropos,  sever  I 
In  the  shadow,  year  out,  year  in. 
The  silent  headsman  waits  forever. 


The  Bonapartes,  we  know  their  bees 
That  wade  in  honey  red  to  the  knees ; 
Their  patent  reaper,  its  sheaves  sleep 

sound 
In  dreamless  gamers  undeigronnd : 
We  know  fal^  glory's  spendthrift  race 
Pawning  nations  for  feathers  and  lace  ; 
It  may  oe  short,  it  may  be  long, 
*<'T  is  reckoning-day  1"  sneers  unpaid 
Wrong. 

Spin,  spin,  Clotho,  spin ! 

Lachesis,  twist !  and,  Atropos,  sever ! 

In  the  shadow,  year  out,  year  in, 

The  sUent  headsman  waits  forever. 

The  Cock  that  wears  the  Eagle's  skin 
Can  promise  what  he  ne'er  could  win ; 
Slavery  reaped  for  fine  words  aown* 


THE  HINEB.  —  GOLD  XGO. 


888 


Syitem  for  all,  and  rights  for  none, 
Deapots  atop,  a  wild  clan  below, 
Sncn  ia  the  Gaul  from  long  a^  ; 
Wash  the  black  from  the  Ethiop's  face, 
Wash  the  post  out  of  man  or  race  I 

Spin,  spin,  Clotho,  spin  I 

Lachesis,  twist !  and,  Atropos,  sever ! 

In  the  shadow,  year  out,  year  in. 

The  silent  headunan  waits  forever. 


'Neath  Gregory's  throne  a  snider  swings, 
And  snares  the  people  for  tke  kings ; 
"  Luther  is  dead  ;  old  quarrels  pass  ; 
The  stake's  black  scars  are  healed  with 

gross"; 
So  dreamen  prate  ;  did  man  ere  live 
Saw  priest  or  woman  yet  foigive  ? 
But  Luther's  broom  is  left,  and  eyes 
Peep  o'er  their  creeds  to  where  it  lies. 

Spin,  spin,  Clotho,  spin  I 

Lachesis,  twist !  and,  Atropos,  sever ! 

In  the  shadow,  year  out,  year  in. 

The  sQent  headsman  waits  forever. 

Smooth  sails  the  ship  of  either  realm. 
Kaiser  and  Jesuit  at  the  helm ; 
We  look  down  the  depths,  and  mark 
Silent  workers  in  the  dark 
Building  slow  the  sharp-tusked  reefs. 
Old  instincts  hardening  to  new  beliefs ; 
Patience  a  little ;  leam  to  wait ; 
Hours  are  long  on  the  clock  of  Fate. 

Spin,  spin,  Clotho,  spin  ! 

Lachesis,  twist !  and,  Atropos,  sever ! 

Darkness  is  strong,  and  so  is  Sin, 

But  surely  God  endures  forever  I 


THE  lujNJ&K. 

Down  mid  the  tangled  roots  of  things 
That  coil  about  tne  central  fire, 

I  seek  for  that  which  giveth  wings 
To  stoop,  not  soar,  to  my  desire. 

Sometimes  I  hear,  as 't  were  a  sigh. 
The  sea's  deep  yearning  far  above, 

"  Thou  hast  the  secret  not,"  1  cry, 
"  In  deeper  deeps  is  hid  my  Love." 

They  think  I  burrow  from  the  sun, 
In  darkness,  all  alone,  and  weak  ; 

Such  loss  were  gain  if  He  were  won, 
For  't  is  the  sun's  own  Sun  I  seek. 


"The  earth,"  they  murmur,  "is  the 
tomb 

That  vainly  sought  his  life  to  prison ; 
Why  ^vel  longer  in  the  gloom  I 

He  IS  not  here  ;  he  hath  arisen." 

More  life  for  me  where  he  hath  lain 
Hidden  while  ye  believed  him  dead. 

Than  in  cathedrals  cold  and  vain. 
Built  on  loose  sands  of  It  is  mid. 

My  search  is  for  the  living  gold ; 

liun  I  desire  who  dwelfi  recluse, 
And  not  his  imatfe  worn  and  old, 

Day-servant  of  our  sordid  use. 

If  him  I  find  not,  yet  I  find 
The  ancient  ioy  of  cell  and  church. 

The  glimpse,  the  suretv  undefined. 
The  unquenched  ardor  of  the  search. 

Happier  to  chase  a  flyins  goal 
'Than  to  sit  countinff  laurelled  gains, 

To  guess  the  Soul  within  the  soul 
Than  to  be  lord  of  what  remains. 

Hide  still,  best  Good,  in  subtile  wise, 
Beyond  my  nature's  utmost  scope; 

Be  ever  absent  from  mine  eyes 
To  be  twice  present  in  my  hope  I 


GOLD  BOO:  A  DBBAM-FANTAST. 

HOW  A  STUDENT  IN  SEARCH  OF  THE 
BEAUTIFUL  FELL  ASLEEP  IN  DRES- 
DEN OVER  HERE  PROFESSOR  DOCTOR 
vischer's  WISSENSCHAFT  DES  SCHd- 
NEN,  AND  WHAT  CAME  THEREOF. 

I  SWAM  with  undulation  soft, 

Adrift  on  Vischer's  ocean. 
And,  from  my  cockboat  up  aloft, 
Sent  down  my  mental  plummet  oft 

In  hope  to  reach  a  notion. 

But  from  the  metaphysic  sea 
No  bottom  was  forthcoming. 

And  all  the  while  (how  dreamy  f) 

In  one  eternal  note  of  B 
My  German  stove  kept  huinmin|^ 

"What's  Beauty?"  mused  I;  "is  it 
told 
By  synthesis  ?  analysis  T 
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Have  you  not  mode  us  lead  of  gold  ? 
To  feed  your  crucible,  not  sold 
Our  temple's  sacred  chalices  ?  *' 

Then  o'er  my  senses  camo  a  change  ; 

Mv  book  seemed  all  traditions, 
Old  legends  of  profoundest  range, 
Diablery,  and  stones  strange 

Of  goblins,  elves,  magicians. 

Old  gods  in  modem  saints  I  found, 
Old  creeds  in  strange  disguises  ; 
I  thought  them  safely  undei^round. 
And  here  they  were,  all  safe  and  sound. 
Without  a  sign  of  phthisis. 

Truth  was,  my  outward  eyes  were  closed, 

Although  I  did  not  know  it ; 
Deep  into  dream-land  I  had  dozed, 
Ana  so  was  happily  transposed 
From  proser  into  poet. 

So  what  I  read  took  flesh  and  blood, 

And  turned  to  living  creatures  : 
The  words  were  but  the  dingy  bud 
That  bloomed,  like  Adam,  from  the  mud, 
To  human  forms  and  features. 

I  saw  how  Zeus  was  lodged  once  more 

By  Baucis  and  Philemon  ; 
The  text  said,  "  Not  alone  of  yore, 
But  every  dav,  at  every  door, 

Knocks  still  the  masking  Demon.*' 

Daimon  *t  was  printed  in  the  book 

And,  as  I  read  it  slowly, 
The  letters  stirred  and   changed,  and 

took 
Jove's  stature,  the  Olympian  look 

Of  painless  melancholy. 

He  paused  upon  the  threshold  worn: 
"With  com  I  cannot  pay  you  ; 

Yet  would  1  fain  make  some  return  ; 

The  gift  for  cheapness  do  not  spurn. 
Accept  this  hen,  I  pray  you. 

"  Plain  feathers  wears  my  Hemera, 

And  has  from  ages  olden  ; 
She  makes  her  nest  in  common  hay. 
And  yet,  of  all  the  birds  that  lay, 

Her  eggs  alone  are  golden." 

He  turned,  and  could  no  more  be  seen ; 
Old  Baucis  stared  a  momnnt, 


Then  tossed  poor  Partlet  on  the  green. 
And  with  a  tone,  half  jest,  half  spleen, 
Thus    made    her    housewife's    com. 
ment: 

"The  stranger  had  a  queerish  face, 

His  smile  was  hardly  pleasant, 
And,  though  he  meant  it  for  a  grace, 
Yet  this  old  hen  of  barnyard  race 
Was  but  a  stingy  present. 

"  She 's  quite  too  old  for  laying  egg8» 

Nay,  even  to  make  a  soup  of ; 
One  only  needs  to  see  her  legs,  — 
You  mi^ht  as  well  boil  down  the  pegs 
I  made  the  brood-hen's  coop  of ! 

"Some  eighteen  score  of  such  do  I 

Raise  every  year,  her  sisters  ; 
Go,  in  the  woods  your  fortunes  try, 
All  day  for  one  poor  earthworm  pry. 
And  scratch  your  toes  to  blisters  ! " 

Philemon  found  the  rede  was  good. 
And,  turning  on  the  poor  hen. 

He  clapt  his  hands,  and  stamped,  and 
shooed. 

Hunting  the  exile  tow'rd  the  wood, 
To  house  with  snipe  and  moor-hen. 

A  poet  saw  and  cried  :  "  Hold  !  hold  ! 

What  are  you  doing,  madman? 
Spurn  you  more  wealth  than  can  be 

told, 
The  fowl  that  lays  the  eggs  of  gold, 

Because  she 's  plainly  clad,  man  ? " 

To  him  Philemon:  "1  '11  not  balk 

Thy  will  with  any  shackle ; 
Wilt  add  a  burden  to  thy  walk? 
There !  take  her  without  further  talk ; 

You  're  both  but  fit  to  cackle !" 

But  scarce  the  poet  touched  the  bird, 

It  swelled  to  stature  regal; 
And  when  her  cloud-wide  wings  she 

stirred, 
A  whisper  as  of  doom  was  hefird, 

'T  was  Jove's  bolt-bearing  eagle. 

As  when  from  far-off  cloud-beigs  springi 

A  crag,  and,  hurtling  under. 
From  cliff  to  cliff  the  rumor  flings. 
So  she  from  flight-foreboding  wings 
Shook  out  a  murmurous  thunder. 
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Sh«  gripped  the  poet  to  her  breast. 

And  ever,  upward  soaring. 
Earth  seemed  a  new  moon  in  the  west, 
And  then  one  light  among  the  rest 

Where  squadrons  lie  at  mooring. 

How  tell  to  what  heaven-hallowed  seat 

The  eagle  bent  his  courses  ? 
The  waves  that  on  its  bases  beat, 
The  gales  that  round  it  weave  and  fleet. 

Are  life's  creative  forces. 

Here  was  the  bird's  primeval  nest, 

High  on  a  promontory 
Star-pharosea,  where  she  takes  her  rest 
To  brood  new  eeons  'neath  her  breast. 

The  future's  unfledged  glory. 

I  know  not  how,  but  I  was  there 

All  feeling,  hearing,  seeing ; 
It  was  not  wind  that  stirred  my  hair 
But  living  breath,  the  essence  rare 
Of  unembodied  being. 

And  in  the  nest,  an  e^  of  gold 
Lay  soft  in  self-ma^  lustre, 
Gazing  whereon,  what  depths  untold 
Within,  what  marvels  manifold, 
Seemed  silently  to  muster  ! 

Dally  such  splendors  to  confront 

Is  still  to  roe  and  you  sent  7 
It  glowed  as  when  Saint  Peter's  front, 
Illumed,  forgets  its  stony  wont, 
And  seems  to  throb  translucent 

One  saw  therein  the  life  of  man, 

(Or  so  the  poet  found  it,) 
The  yolk  and  white,  conceive  who  can, 
Were  the  glad  earth,  that,  floating,  span 

In  the  ^ad  heaven  around  it 

I  knew  this  as  one  knows  in  dream, 

W^here  no  effects  to  causes 
Are  chained  as  in  our  work-day  scheme, 
And  then  was  wakened  by  a  scream 

That  seemed  to  come  from  Bauds. 

/* Bless  Zeus!"  she  cried,   <'I 'm  safe 
below!" 

First  pale,  then  red  as  coral ; 
And  I,  still  drowsy,  pondered  slow. 
And  seemed  to  find,  out  hardly  know, 

Something  like  this  for  moraL 

•F«ch  dav  the  world  is  bom  anew 
For  him  who  takes  it  rightly ; 


Not  fresher  that  which  Adam  knew, 
Not  sweeter  that  whose  moonlit  dew 
Entranced  Arcadia  nightly. 

Rightly  I    That 's  simply :  't  is  to  see 
Some  substance  casts  these  shadows 
Which  we  call  Life  and  History, 
That  aimless  seem  to  chase  and  flee 
like  wind-gleams  over  meadows. 

Simply  ?    That 's  nobly :  *t  is  to  know 

That  God  may  still  be  met  with, 
Nor  groweth  old,  nor  doth  bestow 
These  senses  fine,  this  bndn  aglow. 
To  grovel  and  foiget  with. 

Beauty,  Herr  Doctor,  trust  in  me, 

No  chemistry  will  win  you  ; 
Chans  still  rises  from  the  sea : 
If  you  can't  find  her,  might  it  be 
Because  you  seek  within  you  ? 
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Alike  I  hate  to  be  your  debtor. 
Or  write  a  mere  perfunctory  letter  ; 
For  letters,  so  it  seems  to  me. 
Our  careless  quintessence  should  be. 
Our  real  nature's  truant  play 
When  Consciousness  looks  t*  other  way; 
Not  drot>  by  drop,  with  watchful  skill, 
Gatherea  in  Art's  deliberate  still, 
But  life's  insensible  completeness 
Got  as  the  ripe  grape  jeets  its  sweetness. 
As  if  it  had  a  way  to  rase 
The  solden  sunlight  into  juice. 
HopSess  my  mental  pump  I  try ; 
The  boxes  hiss,  the  tube  is  dry ; 
As  those  petroleum  wells  that  spout 
Awhile  liKe  M.  C.'s,  then  give  out, 
My  spring,  once  full  as  Arethusa, 
Is  a  mere  bore  as  dry 's  Creusa ; 
And  yet  you  ask  me  why  I  'm  glum. 
And  why  my  graver  Muse  is  dumb. 
Ah  me !  I  've  reasons  manifold 
Condensed  in  one,  —  1  'm  getting  old ! 

When  life,  once  past  its  fortieth  year, 
Wheels  up  its  evening  hemisphere. 
The  minas  own  shadow,  which  the  boy 
Saw  onward  point  to  hope  and  joy. 
Shifts  round,  irrevocably  set 
Tow'rd  momins's  loss  and  vain  regret, 
And,  KTgne  with  it  as  we  will. 
The  clock  is  unconverted  still. 
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"  But  ocnint  the  galns^"  I  hew  fm.  way, 

■*  Which  far  th^  Reeniing  lo«  outweigh  \ 
Fhend$bip»  built  tinn  'gftinst  flood  atid 

wind 
On  rock- foundations  of  the  mttul  ] 
Knowledge  instead  of  scheming  hope  ; 
For  wild  adventure,  settled  Kope  ; 
Takntfl,  from  surface-ore  proriiaa, 
TefiJpei^d  and  edged  to  tools  for  use  ; 
Jadgment,  for  pastion's  henJlong  whirls ; 
Old  BoiTowa  crystalled  into  pearla  \ 
LoH^s  by  patieoce  turned  to  gainSt 
Posseasions  novv^  that  oaco  wtra  paine  ; 
Joy's  bloKjOtn  gone,  as  go  it  must, 
To"  ripeD  seeda  of  faith  and  trust ; 
Why  heed  a  unow-Hake  oo  the  roof 
If  fire  within  keep  Age  aloof 
ThoDgh  blundering  north- winds  puah 

and  strain 
With  palms  benumbed  against  the  pane  f" 

M^  dear  old  Friend,  you  're  very  wise  j 

We  always  are  with  others'  eyea. 

And  see  aa  clear  ]  (our  n«?ighbor'a  deck 

on) 
What  reef  the  idiot  'a  sure  to  wreck  on ; 
Folks  when  they  learn   how  life   has 

qoizzed  'em 
Are  iiitj  to  make  a  shift  with  Wiftdonw 
And,  finding  she  nor  breaks  nor  beads, 
Give  her  a  letter  to  their  frienda. 
Draw  passion 'b  torrent  whoso  will 
Through  sluices  smooth  to  turn  a  mill, 
Andj  taking  solid  toll  of  grifit, 
Foigct  the  rainbow  in  the  mist, 
The  exulting  leap,  the  ainilea^  haste 
Scattered  in  iridescent  waste ', 
Prefer  who  likes  the  sure  esteem 
To  cheated  youth's  midsummer  dream. 
When    every    friend    was   more    thnu 

Damon, 
Each  quicksand  safe  to  build  a  fame  on  ; 
BelieT'e  that  prudence  song  excels 
Yonth*fl  gross  of  verdant  spectacles, 
Through  which  earth's  withered  stubble 

Looks  auturatk-proof  as  painted  gretti,  — 
I  side  with  iloaes  'gainst  the  masses, 
Take    you    the   dmdge,   give   me    the 

glosMS  I 
And,  for  your  tah^nta  shaped  with  prac- 
tice/ 
Convince  me  fit*t  that  such  the  feet  is  ; 
Let  whoao  likes  be  beat,  poor  fool, 
On  life's  hard  stithy  to  a  tool, 
fie  whoso  will  a  ploughshare  made. 
Let  ma  remain  a  jolly  Hade  I 


What  *»  Knowledge,  with  her  ctooki  and 

landa. 
To  gay  Conjecture's  yellow  strands  f 
Wl^t  's  watching  her  alow  fiock«  in- 
crease 
To  ventures  for  the  golden  fleece  ? 
What  her  deep  &hi\}&,  safe  under  lee, 
To  youth's  light  cmft,  that  drink*  tho 

eea. 
For  Flying  Islands  mftking  sail. 
And  failing  wh^^re  't  is  gain  lo  fail  f 
Ah  ma  !  Eiciieiieince  (so  we  're  told). 
Time's  cruciole,  tarns  lead  to  gold  ; 
Yet  what 's  eiiierience  won  but  dross. 
Cloud-gold  transmuted  to  our  loss  ? 
What  Out  base  coin  the  beat  event 
To  the  untried  experiment  T 

T  was  an  old  couple,  says  the  poet. 
That  lo<Iged  the  gods  and  did  not  know 

it; 
Youth  sees  and  knoi^^s  them  aa  they 

were 
Before  Olympus'  top  waa  bare  ; 
From  Swamjiscot's  nats  his  eye  divine 
Sees  Veuua  rocking  on  the  brine. 
With  lucent  limbs,  that  somehow  iC4t- 

ter  a 
Chann  that  turns  Doll  to  Cleopatra  ; 
Bacchus  (that  now  is  scarce  induced 
To  dve  Eld*B  lagging  blood  a  boost), 
With  cymbaia'  clang  and  pards  to  diiw 

him^ 
Divine  as  Ariadne  saw  him^ 
Storms  through  Youth's  pulse  with  all 

his  train 
And  wins  new  Indies  in  his  brain  ; 
Apollo  (with  the  old  a  trope, 
A  sort  of  finer  Mister  Pope^, 
Apollo  —  but  the  Muse  KirMds  ; 
At  his  approach  cast  down  thy  lids^ 
And  think  it  joy  enough  to  hear 
Far  off  his  arrows  singing  clear ; 
He  knows  enough  who  to  lent  knows 
The  quiver  chiming  as  ho  goes  ; 
Ho  tells  too  much  who  e'er  betrays 
The  shining  Archer's  secret  ways' 

Dear  Friend,  yon  're  ngbt  and  i  am 

wrong ; 
My  quibbles  are  not  worth  a  song, 
And  1  sophistically  tease 
My  fsncy  aad  to  tricks  like  these, 
I  could  not  cheat  you  if  I  wonld  ; 
You  know  me  and  my  jesting  mood. 
Mere  surface-foam,  for  pride  concealing 
The  pnrpoae  of  ray  deeper  feeling. 
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1  iMbTe  Bov  tpiit  one  drop  of  joy 
Poured  in  toe  senses  of  the  boy, 
Nor  Nature  fails  my  walks  to  bless 
With  all  her  golden  inwardness ; 
And  as  blind  nestlings,  nnafrsid. 
Stretch  up  wide-mouuied  to  every  shade 
By  which  their  downy  dream  is  atirred. 
Taking  it  for  the  mother-bird. 
So,  when  God's  shadow,  whidh  is  light. 
Unheralded,  b^  day  or  nisht, 
My  wakeninff  instincts  falls  across, 
Silent  as  sunbeams  over  moss, 
In  my  heart's  nest  half-consdous  things 
Stir  with  a  helpless  sense  of  winss, 
lift  themselves  up,  and  tremble  long 
With  premonitions  sweet  of  song. 

fie  patient,  and  perhaps  (who  knows  1) 
These    may  be  wiuged   one  day  like 

those; 
If  thrushes,  close-f  mbowered  to  sin^ 
Pierced  through  with  June's  delicious 

sting; 
If  swallows,  their  half-hour  to  run 
Star-breasted  in  the  settinff  sun. 
At  first  they  're  but  the  unfledged  proem, 
Or  songless  schedule  of  a  poem ; 
When  from  the  shell  they  re  hardly  dry 
If  some  folks  thrust  them  forth,  must  I T 

But  let  me  end  with  a  comparison 
Never  yet  hit  upon  by  e'er  a  son 
Of  our  American  Apollo, 
(And  there's  where  I  shall  beat  them 

hollow. 
If  he  indeed 's  no  courtly  8l  John» 
But,  as  West  said,  a  Mohawk  Iqjun.) 
A  poem 's  like  a  cruise  for  whales : 
Through  untried  seas  the  hunter  sails, 
His  prow  dividing  waters  known 
To  the  blue  icebeig's  hulk  alone ; 
At  last,  on  £irthest  edge  of  day, 
He  marks  the  smoky  puff  of  apray ; 
Then  with  bent  oars  the  shallop  flies 
To  where  the  basking  quarry  lies ; 
Then  the  excitement  of  the  strife. 
The  crimsoned  waves,  —  ah,  this  is  life  t 

But,  the  dead  plunder  once  secured 
And  safe  beside  the  vessel  moored. 
All  that  had  stirred  the  blood  before 
Is  so  much  blubber,  nothing  more, 
(I  mean  no  pun,  nor  image  so 
Mere  sentimental  verse,  you  know,) 
And  all  is  tedium,  smoke,  and  soil, 
In  trying  out  the  noisome  oil. 


Yes,  this  if  life  t    And  so  the  bard 
Throufl^  briny  deserts,  never  scarred 
Since  Noah's  keel,  a  subject  seeks, 
And  lies  upon  the  watch  for  weeks ; 
That  once  harpooned  and  helpless  lying, 
What  follows  is  but  weary  tiying. 

Now  I  've  a  notion,  if  a  poet 

Beat  up  for  themes,  his  verse  will  show 

it; 
I  wait  for  subiects  that  hunt  me. 
By  day  or  nignt  won't  let  me  be, 
Aiid  hang  at^ut  me  like  a  curse. 
Till  they  nave  made  roe  into  verse, 
From  line  to  line  my  fingers  tease 
Beyond  my  knowledoe,  as  the  bess 
Build  no  new  cell  till  those  before 
With  limpid  summer-sweet  run  o'er ; 
Then,  if  I  neither  sing  nor  shine, 
Is  it  the  sulgecf  s  iault,  or  mine? 


AK 
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How  strange  are  the  freaks  of  memory  1 
The  lessons  of  life  we  forget. 

While  a  trifle,  a  trick  of  color. 
In  the  wonderful  web  is  set,  — 

Set  by  some  mordant  of  fancy. 
And,  spite  of  the  wear  and  tear 

Of  time  or  distance  or  trouble. 
Insists  on  its  right  to  be  there. 

A  chance  had  brought  us  together ; 

Our  talk  was  of  matters-o^course ; 
We  were  nothings  one  to  the  other. 

But  a  short  half-hour^s  resource. 

We  spoke  of  French  acting  and  aeton, 
And  their  easy,  natural  way : 

Of  the  weather,  for  it  was  raining 
As  we  drove  home  ftt>m  the  play. 

We  debated  the  social  nothings 
We  bore  ourselves  so  to  discuss ; 

The  thunderous  rumors  of  battle 
Wero  silent  the  while  for  us. 

Arrived  at  her  door,  we  left  her 
With  a  drippingly  hurried  adieu. 

And  our  wheeb  went  crondhing  the 
gravel 
Of  the  oak-darkened  aivemie. 

As  we  drove  away  through  the  shadow, 
The  candle  she  held  in  the  door 
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From  rain-yamished  tree-trank  to  tree- 
trunk 
Flashed    fainter,    and     flashed     no 
more ;  — 

Flashed  fainter,  then  wholly  faded 
Before  we  had  passed  the  wood  ; 

Bat  the  li^ht  of  tne  face  behind  it 
Went  with  me  and  stayed  for  good. 

The  vision  of  scarce  a  moment. 
And  hardly  marked  at  the  time, 

It  comes  unbidden  to  haunt  me. 
Like  a  scrap  of  ballad-rhyme. 

Had  she  beauty  T    Well,  not  what  they 
call  so ; 

You  may  find  a  thousand  as  fair; 
And  yet  there 's  her  face  in  my  memory 

With  no  special  claim  to  be  there. 

As  I  sit  sometimes  in  the  twilight. 
And  call  back  to  life  in  the  coals 

Old  faces  and  hopes  and  fancies 
Long    buried,    (good    rest   to    their 
souls !) 

Her  face  shines  out  in  the  embers ; 

I  see  her  holding  the  light, 
And  hear  the  crunch  of  the  gravel 

And  the  sweep  of  the  rain  that  night. 

'T  is  a  face  that  can  never  grow  older, 
That  never  can  part  with  its  gleam, 

'T  is  a  jDfracious  possession  forever, 
For  IS  it  not  all  a  dream  ? 


TO  H.  W.  L., 

ON    HIS    BIRTHDAY,     87TH     FEBRUARY, 
1887. 


I  NEED  not  praise  the  sweetness  of  his 
song, 
Where  umpid  verse  to  limpid  verse 


Smooth  as  our  Charles,  when,  fearing 

lest  he  wrong 
The  new  moon's  mirrored  skiff,  he  slides 

along, 
Full  without  noise,  and  whispers  in 

his  reeds. 

With  loving  breath  of  all  the  winds  his 
name 
Is  blown  about  the  world,  but  to  his 
friends 


A  sweeter  secret  hides  behind  his  fame. 
And  Love  steals  shyly  through  the  loud 

acclaim 
To  murmur  a  Gfod  bless  you/  and  there 

ends. 

As  I  muse  backward  up  the  checkered 
years 
Wherein  so  much  was  given,  so  much 
was  lost. 
Blessings  in  both  kinds,  such  as  cheapen 

tears, — 
But  hush  ]  this  is  not  for  profaner  ears ; 
Let  them  drink  molten  pearls  nor 
dream  the  cost. 

Some  suck  up  poison  from  a  sorrow's 

core. 
As  naught  but  nightshade  grew  upon 

earth's  ground ; 
Love  turned  aU  his  to  heart's-ease,  and 

the  more 
Fate  tried  his  bastions,  she  but  forced  a 

door 
Leading  to  sweeter  manhood  and  more 

sound. 

Even  as  a  wind-waved  fountain's  sway- 
ing shade 
Seems  of  mixed  race,  a  gray  wraith 
shot  with  sun. 

So  through  his  trial  faith  translucent 
rayed 

Till  darkness,  half  disnatured  so,  be- 
trayed 
A  heart  of  sunshine  that  would  fain 
o  errun. 

Surely  if  skill  in  song  the  shears  may 
stay 
And  of  its  purpose  cheat  the  charmed 
abyss. 
If  our  poor  life  be  lengthened  by  a  lay. 
He  shall  not  go,  although  his  presence 
may, 
And   the  next  age  in  praise  shall 
double  this. 

Long  days  be  his,  and  each  as  lusty- 
sweet 
As  gracious  natures  find  his  song  to 
be; 
May.  Age  steal  on  with  softly-cadenoed 

feet 
Falling  in  music,  as  for  him  were  meet 
Whose  choicest  verse  is  harsher-toned 
than  he  i 
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THE  NIOHnNGALE  IN  THE  STUDY. 

"  Come  forth  ! "  ray  catbird  calls  to  me, 
*'  And  hear  me  sln^  a  cavatina 

That,  in  this  old  familiar  tree. 
Shall  hang  a  gftrdeu  of  Alcina. 

**  These  buttercups  shall  brim  with  wine 
Beyond  all  I..esbian  juice  or  Massic  ; 

May  not  New  Eiigland  be  divine  ? 
My  ode  to  ripening  summer  classic  f 

•*  Or,  if  to  me  you  will  not  hark, 
By  Beaver  Brook  a  thrush  is  ringing 

Till  all  the  alder-coverts  dark 
Seem  sunshine-dapplod  with  his  sing- 
ing. 

"Come  out  beneath  the unmastered sky, 
With  its  emancipating  spaces. 

And  learn  to  sing  as  weU  as  I, 
Without  premeditated  graces. 

"What  boot  your  many-volumed  gains, 
Those  withered  leaves  forever  turaing. 

To  win,  at  best,  for  all  your  pains, 
A  nature  mummy- wrapt  in  learning ! 

**  The  leaves  wherein  true  wisdom  lies 
On  living  trees  the  sun  are  drinking  ; 

Those  white  clouds,  drowsing  through 
the  skies, 
Grew  not  so  beautifiil  by  thinking. 

*'  •  Come  out !  *  with  ra«  the  oriole  cries, 
Escape  the  demon  that  pursues  you  ! 

And,  hark,  the  cuckoo  weatherwise, 
Still   hiding    farther  onvntrd,  wooes 
you. 

"  Alas,  dear  friend,  that,  all  my  days. 
Has  poured  from  that  syringa  thicket 

The  quaintly  discontinuous  lays 
To  which  I  hold  a  season-ticket, 

"  A  season-ticket  cheaply  bought 
With  a  dessert  of  pilfered  berries. 

And  who  so  oft  my  soul  hast  caught 
With  mom  and  evening  voluntaries, 

"  Deem  me  not  faithless,  if  all  day 
Among  my  dusty  books  I  linger. 

No  pipe,  like  thee,  for  June  to  play 
Witn  fancy-led,  half-conscious  miger. 

"  A  bird  is  singing  in  my  brain 
And  babbling  aer  witn  mingled  fan- 
cies, ^ 


Gav,  tra^c,  rapt,  right  heart  of  Spain 
Fed  with  the  sap  of  old  romances. 

"  I  ask  no  ampler  skies  than  those 
His  magic  music  rears  above  me, 

No  falser  friends,  no  truer  foes,  — 
And  does  not  Do&a  Clara  love  me? 

**  Cloaked  shapes,  a  twan^g  of  guitars, 
A  rush  of  feet,  and  rapiers  clashing, 

Then  silence  deep  with  breathless  stars, 
And  overhead  a  white  hand  flashing. 

"  0  music  of  all  moods  and  climes. 
Vengeful,  forsiving,  sensuous,  saintly. 

Where    still,    between    the    Christian 
chimes, 
The  moorbh  cymbal  tinkles  faintly ! 

"0  life  borne  lightly  in  the  hand. 
For  friend  or  foe  with  fl;Tace  Castilian  ! 

0  valley  safe  in  Fancy's  land, 
Not  tramped  to  mud  yet  by  the  mil- 
lion! 

"  Bird  of  to-day,  thy  songs  are  stale 
To  his,  my  singer  of  all  weathers. 

My  Calderon,  my  nightinmle. 
My  Arab  soul  in  Spanish  feathers. 

"Ah,  friend,  these  singers  dead  so  long, 
And  still,  God  knows,  in  puigatory. 

Give  its  best  sweetness  to  all  song, 
To  Nature's  self  her  better  gloiy." 


IN  THE  TWnJOHT. 

Men  say  the  sullen  instrument. 
That,  from  the  Master'a  bow. 
With  pangs  of  joy  or  woe, 
Feels  music^  soul  through  every  fibre 
sent. 
Whispers  the  ravished  strings 
More  than  he  knew  or  meant ; 
Old  summers  in  its  memory  glow ; 
The  secrets  of  the  wind  it  sings; 
It  hears  the  April-loosened  springs; 
And  mixes  with  its  mood 
All  it  dreamed  when  it  stood 
In  the  murmurous  pine-wood 
Long  ago  1 

The  magical  moonlight  then 
Steeped  every  bough  and  cone ; 


890 


THE  FOOT-PATH. 


The  roar  of  the  brook  in  the  glen 

Came  dim  from  the  distance  blown ; 
The  wind  through  its  glooms  sang  low. 
And  it  swayea  to  and  fro 
With  delight  as  it  stood, 
In  the  wonderful  wood. 
Long  ago  1 


0  my  life,  have  we  not  had 

That  only  said,  live  and  rejoice  ? 
That  asked  not  for  causes  and  reasons, 

Bnt  made  ns  all  feeling  and  voice  ? 
When  we  went  with  the  winds  in  their 
blowing. 
When  Nature  and  we  were  peers, 
And  we  seemed  to  share  in  the  flowing 
Of  the  inexhaustible  years  ? 
Have  we  not  from  the  earth  drawn 

juices 
Too  fine  for  earth's  sordid  oses  ? 
Have  I  heard,  have  I  seen 

All  I  feel,  aU  I  know? 
Doth  my  heart  overween  ? 
Or  could  it  have  been 
Long  ago? 

Sometimes  a  breath  floats  by  me, 
An  odor  from  Dreamland  sent. 
That  makes  the  ghost  seem  nish  me 

Of  a  splendor  that  came  ana  went. 
Of  a  life  lived  somewhere,  I  know  not 

In  what  diviner  sphere, 
Of  memories  that  stay  not  and  go  not, 
like  music  heard  once  by  an  ear 
That  cannot  forget  or  reclaim  it, 
A  something  so  shy,  it  would  shame 
it 
To  make  it  a  show, 
A  something  too   vagne,  could  I 
name  it. 
For  others  to  know. 
As  if  I  had  lived  it  or  dreamed  it. 
As  if  I  had  acted  or  schemed  it, 
Long  ago  i 

And  yet,  could  I  live  it  over. 

This  life  that  stirs  in  my  brain. 
Could  I  be  both  maiden  and  lover, 
Moon  and  tide,  bee  and  clover, 

As  I  seem  to  have  been,  once  again. 
Could  I  but  speak  it  and  show  it. 
This  pleasure  more  sharp  than  pain, 
That  baffles  and  lures  me  so, 
The  world  should  once  more  have  a  poet, 
Such  as  it  had 
In  the  ages  glad, 
liongagol 


THE  FOOT-PATH. 

It  mounts  athwart  the  windy  hill 
Through  sallow  slopes  of  upland  ban^ 

And  Fancy  climbs  with  foot*fall  still 
Its  narrowing  curves  that  end  in  air. 

By  day,  a  warmer-hearted  blue 
Stoops  softly  to  that  topmost  swell ; 

Its  thread-like  windings  seem  a  clew 
To  gracious  climes  where  all  is  welL 

By  night,  far  yonder,  I  surmise 
An  ampler  world  than  clips  my  ken^ 

Where  the  creat  stars  of  happier  skies 
Commin^e  nobler  fates  of  men. 

I  look  and  long,  then  haste  me  home^ 
StiU  master  of  my  secret  rare ; 

Once  tried,  the  path  would  end  in  Bome^ 
But  now  it  leads  me  everywhere. 

Forever  to  the  new  it  guides, 
From  former  good,  old  overmuch; 

What  Nature  for  her  poets  hides, 
T  is  wiser  to  divine  than  clutch. 

The  bird  I  list  hath  never  come 
Within  the  scope  of  mortal  ear ; 

My  prying  step  would  make  him  dumb^ 
Ana  the  fedr  tree,  his  shelter,  sear. 

Behind  the  hill,  behind  the  sky. 
Behind  my  inmost  thought,  he  sings; 

No  feet  avail ;  to  hear  it  nigh. 
The  song  itself  must  lend  the  wings. 


Sinfl  on,  sweet  bird,  close  hid,  and  i 
Those  angel  stairways  in  my  brain, 

That  climb  from  these  low- vaulted  days 
To  spacious  sunshines  far  from  pain. 

Sing  when  thou*  wilt,  enchantment  fleet, 
I  leave  thy  covert  haunt  untrod. 

And  envy  Science  not  her  feat 
To  make  a  twice-told  tale  of  God. 

They  said  the  fairies  tript  no  more. 
And  long  ago  that  Pan  was  dead ; 

*T  was  but  that  fools  preferred  to  bore 
Earth's  rind  inch-deep  for  truth  in- 
stead. 

Pan  leaps  and  pipes  all  summer  long. 
The  fairies  dance   each  full-mooned 
night, 

Would  we  but  doff  our  lenses  strongs 
And  trust  our  wiser  eyes'  delight 
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a^  Af  Elf-land,  jiiat  without 
Our  seeing,  marvel  ever  new, 

Glimpaed  in  lair  weather,  a  sweet  doubt 
Sketched-in,  mirage-like,  on  the  blue. 

1  build  thee  in  yon  sunset  oloud. 
Whose   edge   allures   to   climb  the 
height; 
I  hear  thy  drowned  bells,  inly-loud. 
From  still  pools  dusk  with  dreams  of 
night. 

Thy  gates  are  shut  to  hardiest  will. 
Thy  oonntenign  of  Umg-lott  speech,  - 


Those  fountained  oourts,  those  chambers 
still. 
Fronting  Time's  Dur  East,  who  shall 
rea&? 

I  know  not,  and  will  never  pry, 
But  trust  our  human  heart  for  all ; 

Wonders  that  from  the  seeker  fly 
Into  an  open  sense  may  faXL 

Hide  in  thine  own  soul,  and  surprise 
The  password  of  the  unwary  eives ; 

Seek  it,  thou  canst  not  bribe  tneir  snies ; 
Unsought,  they  whisper  it  themaelyeB. 


POEMS    OF    THE    WAR. 


THB  WASHSBS  OF  THE  SHROUD. 
OCfOBKR»  1861. 

Along  a  river-side,  I  know  not  where, 
1  walked  one  night  in  mystery  of  dream  ; 
A  chill  creeps  curdling  yet  beneath  my 

hair, 
To  think  what  chanced  me  by  the  pallid 

gleam 
Of  a  moon-wraith  that  waned  through 

haunted  air. 

Pale  fireflies  pulsed  within  the  meadow- 
mist 

Their  halos,  wavering  thistledowns  of 
light ; 

The  loon,  that  seemed  to  mock  some 
eoblin  tryst. 

Laughed ;  and  the  echoes,  huddling  in 
affright, 

like  Odm's  hounds,  fled  baying  down 
the  night. 

Then  all  was  silent,  till  there  smote  my 

ear 
A  movement  in  the  stream  that  checked 

my  breath : 
Was  it  the  slow  plash  of  a  wading  deer  ? 
But  something  said,  "This  water  is  of 

Death! 
The  Sisters  wash  a  shroud,  —  ill  thing 

to  hear!" 

I,  looking  then,  beheld  the  ancient 
Three 

Known  to  the  Greek's  and  to  the  North- 
man's creed, 

That  sit  in  shadow  of  the  mystic  Tree, 

Still  crooning,  as  they  weave  their  end- 
less brede. 

One  song:  "Time  was.  Time  is,  and 
Time  shall  be." 


No  wrinkled  crones  were  they,  as  I  bad 

deemed. 
But  fair  as  yesterday,  to-day,  to-morrow, 
To  mourner,  lover,  poet,  ever  seemed  ; 
Something  too  high  for  joy,  too  deep  for 

sorrow. 
Thrilled  in  their  tones,  and  from  their 

faces  gleamed. 

"Still  men   and  nations  reap  as  they 

have  strawn," 
So  sang  they,  working  at  their  task  the 

while ; 
"The  fatal  raiment  must  be  cleansed  ere 

dawn : 
For  Austria!    Italy!  the  Sea-Queen's 

isle? 
O'er  what  quenched  grandeur  must  our 

shroud  be  drawn ! 


"  Or  is  it  for  a  vounger,  fairer  corse, 
That^theredfi' 
his  knees. 


I  voungei 
S'tates  U: 


ike  children  round 


That  tamed  the  wave  to  be  his  posting- 
horse, 
Feller  of  forests,  linker  of  the  seas, 
Bridge-builder,  hammerer,  youngest  son 
of  Thor's  ? 

"  What  make  we,  murmur'st  thou  !  and 

what  are  we ! 
When  empires  must  be  wound,  we  bring 

the  shroud. 
The    time-old  web    of   the  implacable 

Three : 
Is  it  too  coarse  for  him,  the  young  and 

proud ! 
Earth's  mightiest  deigned  to  wear  it,  — 

why  not  he ! 

"Is  there  no  hope!"   I  moaned,  "so 

strong,  so  fair ! 
Our  Fowler  whose  proud  bird  would 

brook  erewhile 
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No  rival's  swoop  in  all  our  western  air  ! 
Gather  the  ravens,  then,  in  fnneral  file 
For  him,  life's  mom  yet  golden  in  his 
hair? 

"  Leave  me  not  hopeless,  ye  unpitying 
dames  ! 

I  see,  hiJf  seeing.  Tell  me,  ye  who 
scanned 

The  stars.  Earth's  elders,  still  most  no- 
blest aims 

Be  traced  upon  oblivious  ocean-sands  ? 

Must  Hesper  join  the  wailing  ghosts  of 
names  ? " 

<*When  grass-bkdes    stiffen  with  red 

battle-dew. 
Ye  deem  we  choose  the  victor  and  the 

slain : 
Say,  choose  we  them  that  shall  be  leal 

and  true 
To  the  heart's  longing,  the  high  faith  of 

brain  ? 
Yet  there  the  victory  lies,  if  ye  but 

knew. 

■"Three    roots     bear     up    Dominion: 

Knowledge,  Will,  — 
These  twain  are  strong,  but  stronger  yet 

the  third,  — 
Obedience,  —  't  is  the  great  tap-root  that 

still, 
Knit  round  the  rock  of  Duty,  is  not 

stirred. 
Though  Heaven-loosed  tempests  spend 

their  utmost  skill. 

<*  Is  the  doom  sealed  for  Hesper  t    'T  is 

not  we 
Denounce  it,   but  the  Law  before  all 

time : 
The  brave  makes  danger  opportunity  *, 
The  waverer,  paltering  with  the  chance 

sublime. 
Dwarfs  it  to  peril :  which  shall  Hesper 

be? 

"  Hath  he  let  vultures  dimb  his  eagle's 

seat 
To  make  Jove's  bolts  purveyors  of  their 

maw? 
Hath  he  the  Many's  plaudits  found  more 

sweet 
Than  Wisdom  ?  held  Opinion's  wind  for 

Law? 
Then  let  him  hearken  for  the  doomster's 

feet! 


Rou^h  are  the  steps,  slow-hewn  in 
flintiest  rock. 

States  climb  to  power  by  ;  slippery  those 
with  i^ld 

Down  which  they  stumble  to  eternal 
mock  : 

No  chafferer's  hand  shall  long  the  scep- 
tre hold. 

Who,  given  a  Fate  to  shape,  would  sell 
the  block. 

"  W9  sing  old  Sagas,  songs  of  weal  and 

woo. 
Mystic  because  too  cheaply  understood  ; 
Dark  fuiyings  are  not  ours ;  men  hear 

and  know. 
See  Evil  weak,  see  strength  alone  in 

Good, 
Yet  hope  to  stem  God's  fire  with  walls  of 

tow. 

•*  Time  Was  unlocks  the  riddle  of  Time 

Is, 
That  offers  choice  of  glory  or  of  gloom ; 
The  solver  makes  Time  Shall  Be  surely 

his. 
But  hasten.  Sisters  I  for  even  now  the 

tomb 
Grates  its  slow  hinge  and  calls  from  the 

abyss." 

"But  not  for  him,"  I  cried,  "not  yet 

for  him. 
Whose  lai^e  horizon,  westering,  star  by 

star 
Wins  from  the  void  to  where  on  Ocean's 

rim 
The  sunset  shuts  the  world  with  golden 

bar. 
Not  yet  his  thews  shall  fail,  his  eye  grow 

dim! 

**His  shall  be  larger  manhood,  saved 

for  those 
That   walk   unblenching  through   the 

trial-fires ; 
Not  suffering,  but  faint  heart,  is  worst 

of  woes, 
And  he  no  base-bom  son  of  craven  sires. 
Whose  eye  need  blench  confronted  with 

his  foes. 

"  Tears  may  be  ours,  but  proud,  for  those 

who  win 
Death's  royal  purple  in  the  foeman's 

lines; 
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Peace,  too,  brings  tears ;  and  mid  the 

battle-din, 
The  wiser  ear  some  text  of  God  divines, 
For  the  sheathed  bhide  may  rust  with 

darker  sin. 

"  Qod,  ffiTe  us  peace !  not  snch  as  lolls 
to  sleep. 

But  sword  on  thi|^  and  brow  with  par- 
pose  knit  1 

And  let  our  Ship  of  State  to  harbor 
sweep,  • 

Her  ports  all  up,  her  battle-lanterns  lit, 

And  her  leashed  thunders  gathering  for 
their  leap ! " 

So  cried  I  with  clenched  hands  and  pas- 
sionate pain. 

Thinking  of  dear  ones  by  Potomac's  side ; 

Again  the  loon  laughed  mocking,  and 
again 

The  echoes  bayed  fiEir  down  the  night 
and  died, 

While  waking  1  recalled  my  wandering 
brain. 


TWO    SCENES   FROM    THE    LIFE    OF 
BLONDSL. 

AUTDMK,  ISeS. 

Scene  L  — Nw/r  a  cattle  in  Cfermany. 

'T  WERE  no  hard  task,  perchance,  to  win 

The  -popular  laurel  for  mv  song  ; 
'T  were  only  to  comply  with  sin, 

And  own  the  crown,  though  snatched 
by  wrong : 
Bather  Truth's  chaplet  let  me  wear, 

Though  sharp  as  death  its  thorns  may 
sting ; 
Loyal  to  Loyalty,  I  bear 

Ko  badge  but  of  my  rightful  king. 

Patient  by  town  and  tower  I  wwt, 

Or  o'er  the  blustering  moorland  go ; 
I  buy  no  praise  at  cheaper  rate, 

Or  what  faint  hearts  may  fancy  so  ; 
For  me,  no  joy  in  lady's  bower. 

Or  hall,  or  tourney,  will  I  sinsr. 
Till  the  slow  stars  wheel  round  the  hour 

That  crowns  my  hero  and  my  king. 

While  all  the  land  runs  red  with  strife, 
And  wealth  is  won  by  pedler-orimes. 
Let  who  will  find  content  in  life 


And  tinkle  in  unmanly  rhymes; 
I  wait  and  seek;  through  dark  tso4 
light, 

Safe  in  my  heart  my  hope  1  brinft 
Till  I  once  more  my  faith  may  plight 

To  him  my  whole  soul  owns  her  king: 

When  power  is  filched  by  drone  and 

And,  with  caught  breath  and  flashing 
eye, 
Her  knuckles  whitening  round  the  bolt, 

Vengeance  leans  easer  from  the  sky. 
While  this  and  that  the  people  guess, 

And  to  the  skirts  of  praters  cnng, 
Who  court  the  crowd  they  should  com- 
press, 
I  turn  in  scorn  to  seek  my  king. 

Shut  in  what  tower  of  darkling  chance 

Or  dungeon  of  a  narrow  doom, 
Dream'st  thou  of  battle-axe  and  lance 
That  for  the  Cross  make  crashing 
room  ? 
Come !  with  hushed  breath  the  battle 
waits 
In  the  wild  Tan  thy  mace's  swing ; 
While  doubters  i>arley  with  their  fates, 
Make  thou  thine  own  and  onie,  my 
kingi 

0,  strong[  to  keep  upright  the  old. 

And  wise  to  buttress  with  the  new. 
Prudent,  as  only  are  the  bold. 

Clear-eyed,  as  only  are  the  true, 
To  foes  beni^,  to  friendship  stern. 

Intent  to  imp  Law's  broken  wing, 
Who  would  not  die,  if  death  might  earn 

The  right  to  kiss  thy  hand,  my  king  f 


Scene  IL  —An  Inn  near  the  ChdUau 
ofChaltis. 

Well,  the  whole  thing  is  over,  and  here 
I  sit 
With  one  arm  iii>  a  sling  and  a  milk- 
score  of  gashes. 
And  this  flagon  of  Cyprus  must  e'en 
warm  my  wit, 
Since  what 's  left  of  youth's  flame  is  a 
head  flecked  witii  ashes. 
I  remember  I  sat   in  this   reiy  same 
inn, — 
.  I  was  young  then,  and  one  young  man 
thought  I  was  handsome,  — 
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I   had    found    oat  what   prison  King 
Richard  was  in, 
And  was  sparring  for  £ngland  to  push 
on  the  ransom. 

How  I  scorned  the  dull  soals  that  sat 
guzzling  around 
And  knew  not  my  secret  nor  recked 
my  derision  ! 
Let  the  world  sink  or  swim,  John  or 
Richard  be  crowned, 
All  one,  so  the  beer-tax  got  lenient 
revision. 
How  little  I  dreamed,  as  I  tramped  up 
and  down. 
That  granting  our  wish  one  of  Fate's 
saddest  jokes  is ! 
I  had    mine  with    a    vengeance,  —  my 
kin^  got  his  crown. 
And  made  nis  whole  business  to  break 
other  folks's. 

I  might  as  well  join  in  the  safe  old  turn, 
turn : 
A  hero 's  an  excellent  loadstar,  —  but, 
bless  ye, 
What  infinite  odds  'twixt  a  hero  to  come 
And  your  only  too  palpable  hero  in  esse/ 
Precisely  the  odds  (such  examples  are 
nfe) 
'Twixt  the  poem  conceived  and  the 
rhyme  we  make  show  of, 
Twixt  the  boy's  morning  dream  and  the 
wake-up  of  life, 
'Twixt  the  Blondel  God  meant  and  a 
Blondel  1  know  of ! 

But  the  world 's  better  off,  I  *m  con- 
vinced of  it  now, 
Than  if  heroes,  like  buna,  could  be 
bought  for  a  penny 
To  regard  all  mankind  as  their  haltered 
milch-cow. 
And  just  care  for  themselves.    Well, 
God  cares  for  the  many  ; 
For  somehow  the  poor  old  £uth  blun- 
ders along. 
Each  son  of  hers  adding  his  mite  of 
unfitness. 
And,  choosing  the  sure  way  of  coming 
out  wrong. 
Gets  to  port  as  the  next  generation 
will  witness. 

You  think  her  old  ribs  have  come  all 
crashing  through, 
If  a  whisk  of  Fate's  broom  snap  your 
cobweb  asunder ; 


But  her  rivets  were  clinched  by  a  wiser 
than  you, 
And  our  sms  cannot  push  the  Lord's 
right  hand  from  under. 
Better  one  honest  man  who  can  wait  for 
God's  mind 
In  our  poor  shifting  scene  here  though 
heroes  were  plenty  ! 
Better  one  bite,  at  forty,  of  Truth's  bitter 
rind, 
Than  the  hot  wine  that  gushed  from 
the  vintage  of  twenty  ! 

I  see  it  all  now  :  when  I  wanted  a  king, 
*T  was   the  kingship  that  failed  in 
myself  I  was  seeking,  — 
'T  is  so  much  less  easy  to  do  than  to 
sing. 
So  much  simpler  to  reign  by  a  proxy 
than  be  king ! 
Yes,  I  think  1  c2o  see :  after  all 's  said 
and  sung, 
Take  this  one  rule  of  life  and  you 
never  will  rue  it,  — 
'Tis  but  do  your  own  duty  and  hold 
your  own  tongue 
And  Blondel  were  royal  himself,  if  he 
knew  it  1 
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Beneath  the  trees, 
My  lifelong  friends  in  this  dear  spot, 
Sad  now  for  eyes  that  see  tliem  not, 
I  hear  the  autunmal  breeze 
Wake  the  dry  leaves  to  sigh  for  gladness 

gone, 
Whispering  va^ue  omens  of  oblivion, 

Hear,  restless  as  the  seas, 
Time's  giim  feet  rustling  through  the 

withered  grace 
Of  many  a  spreading  realm  and  strong- 
stemmed  race. 
Even  as  my  own  through  these. 

Why  make  we  moan 

For  loss  that  doth  enrich  us  yet 

With  upward  yearnings  of  regret  ? 

Bleaker  than  unmossed  stone 

Our  lives  were  but  for  this  immortal  gain 

Of  unstilled  longing  and  inspiring  pain ! 


896 


MEMORLE  POSITUM. 


As  thrills  of  long-hushed  tone 
Live  in  the  viol,  so  our  souls  grow  fine 
With  keen  vibrations  from  the  touch 
divine 

Of  noble  natures  gone. 

'T  were  indiscreet 
To  vex  the  shy  and  sacred  grief 
With  harsh  obtrusions  of  relief ; 
Yet,  Verse,  with  noiseless  feet. 
Go  whisper :    "  This  death    hath  fax 

choicer  ends 
Than  slowly  to  impearl  in  hearts  of 
friends ; 
These  obsequies  *t  is  meet 
Not  to  seclude  in  closets  of  the  heart, 
But,  church -like,  with  wide  doorways, 
to  impart 
Even  to  the  heedless  street" 


Brave,  good,  and  true, 
I  see  him  stand  before  me  now, 
And  read  again  on  that  young  brow, 
Where  every  hope  was  new, 
ffow  sweet  were  life  I    Yet,  by  the  mouth 

finn-set. 
And  look  made  up  for  Duty's  utmost 
debt, 
I  could  divine  he  knew 
That  death  within  the  sulphurous  hos- 
tile lines, 
In  the  mere  wreck   of   nobly-pitched 
designs. 
Plucks  heart's-ease,  and  not  rue. 

Happy  their  end 
Who  vanish  down  life's  evening  stream 
Placid  as  swans  that  drift  in  dream 
Round  the  next  river-bend  ! 
Happy  long   life,   with  honor  at  the 

close, 
Friends'    painless    tears,   the    softened 
thought  of  foes ! 
And  yet,  like  liim,  to  spend 
All  at  a  gush,  keeping  our  first  faith 

sure 
From  mid-life's  doubt  and  eld's  content- 
ment poor, 
What  more  could  Fortune  send? 

Right  in  the  van, 
On  the  red  rampart's  slippery  swell. 
With  heart  that  beat  a  cnarge,  he  fell 

Foeward,  as  fits  a  man  ; 


But  the  high  soul  bums  on  to  light  men's 

feet 
Where  death  for  noble  ends  makes  dying 

sweet ; 
His  life  her  crescent's  span 
Orbs  full  with  share  in  their  undarken- 

ing  days 
Who  ever  climbed  the  battailous  steeps 

of  praise 
Since  valor's  praise  began. 

III. 

His  life's  expense 
Hath  won  him  coetemal  youth 
With  the  immaculate  prime  of  Truth ; 
While  we,  who  make  pretence 
At  living  on,  and  wake  and  eat  and 

sleep. 
And  life's  stale  trick  by  repetition  keep, 

Our  fickle  permanence 
(A  poor  leaf-shadow  on  a  brook,  whose 

plav 
Of  busy  idlesse  ceases  with  our  day) 
Is  the  mere  cheat  of  sense. 

We  bide  our  chance, 
Unhappy,  and  make  terms  with  Fate 
A  little  more  to  let  us  wait ; 
He  leads  for  aye  the  advance, 
Hope's  forlorn-hopes    that    plant    the 

desperate  good 
For  nobler  Earths  and  days  of  manlier 
mood ; 
Our  wall  of  circumstance 
Cleared  at  a  bound,  he  flashes  o'er  the 

fight, 
A  saintly  shape  of  fame,  to  cheer  the 
right 
And  steel  each  wavering  glance. 

I  write  of  one. 
While  with  dim  eyes  1  think  of  three ; 
Who  weeps  not  others  fair  and  brave 
as  he? 
Ah,  when  the  fight  is  won, 
Dear  Land,  whom  triflers  now  make  bold 

to  scorn, 
(Thee !  from  whose  forehead  Earth  awaits 
her  morn,) 
How  nobler  sHall  the  sun 
Flame  in  thy  sky,  how  braver  breathe 

thy  air. 
That  thou  bred'st  children  who  for  the* 
could  dare 
And  die  us  thine  have  done ! 
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OK  BOABD  THE  76. 

WBITTEN    FOR    MR.     BRYANT's    SEVEN- 
TIETH BIRTHDAY. 

NOTEMBZB  8,  1864. 

Our  ship  lay  tumbling  in  an  angry  sea. 
Her  rudder  gone,  ner  mainmast  o'er 
the  side  ; 
Her  scuppers,  from  the  waves'  clutch 
staggering  free. 
Trailed  threaas  of  priceless  crimson 
through  the  tide ; 
Sails,  shrouds,  and  spars  with  pirate 
cannon  to)ii, 
"We.  lay,  awaiting  mom. 

Awaiting  morn,  such  mom  as  mocks 
despair ; 
And  she  that  bare  the  promise  of  the 
world 
Within  her  sides,  now  hopeless,  helm- 
less,  bare. 
At  random  o'er  the  wildering  waters 
hurled ; 
The  reek  of  battle  drifting  slow  alee 
Not  sullener  than  we. 

Mom  came  at  last  to  peer  into  our  woe. 
When  lo,  a  sail !    Now  surely  help 
was  nigh ; 
The    red    cross    flames    aloft,    Christ's 
.    pledge  J  but  no, 
Her  black  guns  grinning  hate,  she 
mshes  by 
And  hails  us  :  —  "  Gains  the  leak  !  Ay, 
so  we  thought ! 
Sink,  then,  with  cursos  fraught ! " 

I  leaned  against  my  gun  still  angiy-hot, 
And  my  lids  tingled  with  the  tears 
hold  back  ; 
This  scorn  methought  was  craeller  than 
shot: 
The  manly  death-grip  in  the  battle- 
wrack. 
Yard-arm  to  yard-arm,  were  more  friendly 
far 
Than  such  fear-smothered  war. 

There  our  foe  wallowed,  like  a  wounded 

brute 
The  fiercer  for  his  hurt     What  now 

were  best  ? 
Dnoe  more  tug  bravely  at  the  peril's 

root, 


Though  death    came  with   it  ?       Or 
evade  the  test 
If  right  or  wrong  in  this  God's  world  of 
ours 
Be  leagued  with  mightier  powers  ? 

Some,  faintly  loyal,  felt  their  pulses  W 
With  the  slow  beat  that  doubts  and 
then  despairs ; 
Some,   caitiff,  would  have  struck  the 
starry  flag 
That  knits  us  with  our  past,   and 
makes  us  heirs 
Of  deeds  high-hearted  as  were  ever  done 
'Neuth  the  all-seeing  sun. 

But  there  was  one,  the  Singer  of  our 
crew. 
Upon   whose   head   Age   waved   his 
peaceful  sign. 
But  whose  red  heart's-blood  no  surren- 
der knew; 
And  couchant  under  brows  of  massive 
line. 
The  eyes,  like  guns  beneath  a  parapet. 
Watched,  charged  with  lightnings 
yet 

The  voices  of  the  hills  did  his  obev ; 
The  torrents  flashed  and  tumbled  in 
his  song ; 
He  brought  our  native  fields  from  far 
away, 
Or  set  us  'mid  the  innumerable  throng 
Of  dateless  woods,  or  where  we  heard  the 
calm 
Old  homestead'a  evening  psalm. 

But  now  he   sang  of  faith  to  things 
unseen, 
Of  freedom's  birthright  given  to  us  in 
trust; 
And  words  of  doughty  cheer  he  spoke 
between, 
That  made  all  earthly  fortune  seem  as 
dust, 
Matched  with  that  duty,  old  as  Time 
and  new, 
Of  being  brave  and  troe. 

We,  listening,  learned  what  makes  the 

might  of  words,  — 
Manhood  to  back  them,  constant  as 

a  star; 
His   voice  rammed  home  our  cannon, 

edged  our  swords. 
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And    sent    our    boarders  'shouting; 
shroud  and  spar 
Heard  him  and  stiffened ;  the  sails  heard, 
and  wooed 
The  winds  with  loftier  mood. 

In  onr  dark  hours  he  manned  onr  guns 
again; 
Remanned   ourselves  from    his   own 
manhood's  stores  ; 
Pride,  honor,  coimtry,  throbbed  through 
all  his  strain ; 
And  shall  we   praise?    Ood's  praise 
was  his  before ; 
And  on  our  futile  laurels  he  looks  down, 
Himself  our  bravest  crown. 


ODE    RECITED    AT    THE    HARVARD 
COMMEMORATIOK. 

July  21, 1805. 


"Weak-winoed  is  song, 

Nor  aims  at  that  clear-ethered  height 

Whither  the  brave  deed  climbs  for  light : 

We  seem  to  do  them  wrong, 
Bringing  our  robin's-leaf  to  deck  their 

hearse 
Who    in  warm  life-blood  wrote  their 

nobler  verse, 
Our  trivial  song  to  honor  those  who 

come 
With  ears  attuned  to  strenuous  trump 

and  drum. 
And  shaped  in  squadron-strophes  their 

desire, 
Lire  battle-odes  whose  lines  were  steel 

and  fire : 
Yet  sometimes  feathered  words  are 

strong, 
A  gracious  memory  to  buoy  up  and  save 
From  Lethe's  dreamless  ooze,  the  com- 
mon grave 
Of  the  unventurous  throng. 


To-day  our  Reverend  Mother  welcomes 
back 
Her  wisest  Scholars,  those  who  under- 
stood 
The  deeper  teaching  of  her  mystic  tome, 
And  offered  their  fresh  lives  to  make 
it  good: 


No  lore  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
No  science  peddling  with  the  names  of 

things, 
Or  reading  stars  to  find  inglorious  fates, 

Can  lift  our  life  with  wings 
Far  from  Death's  idle  gulf  that  for  the 
many  waits. 
And  lengthen  out  our  dates 
With  that  clear  fame  whose  memory  sings 
In  manly  hearts  to  come,  and  nerves 

them  and  dilates : 
Nor  such  thy  teaching.  Mother  of  us  all ! 
Not  such  the  trumpet-call 
Of  thy  diviner  mood. 
That  could  thv  sons  entice 
From  happy  homes  and  toils,  the  fruit- 
ful nest 
Of  those  half-virtues  which  the  world 
calls  best, 
Into  War's  tumult  rude ; 
But  rather  far  that  stem  device 
The  sponsors  chose  that  round  thy  cradle 
stood 
In  the  dim,  unventured  wood, 
The  Veritas  that  lurks  beneath 
The  letter's  unprolific  sheath. 
Life  of  whate'er   makes   life    worth 
living, 
Seed-grain  of  high   emprise,  immortal 
food. 
One  heavenly  thing  whereof  earth  hath 
the  giving. 

III. 

Many  loved  Truth,  and  lavished  life's 
best  oil 
Amid  the  dust  of  books  to  find  her, 
Content  at  last,  for  guerdon  of  their  toil. 
With  the  cast  mantle  she  hath  left 
behind  her. 
Many  in  sad  faith  sought  for  her. 
Many  with  crossed  hands  sighed  for 

her; 
But  these,  our  brothers,  fought  for 

her 
At  life 's  dear  peril  wrought  for  her, 
So  loved  her  that  they  died  for  her, 
Tasting  the  raptured  fleetness 
Of  her  divine  completeness : 
Their  higher  instinct  knew 
Those  love  her  best  who  to  themselves 

are  true, 
And  what  they  dare  to  dream  of^  dare  to 
do; 
They  followed  her  and  found  her 
Where  all  may  hope  to  find. 
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Kot  in  the  ashes  of  the  bnnrt-out  mind, 
But  beautiful,  with  danger's  sweetness 
round  her. 
Where  faith  made  whole  with  deed 
Breathes  its  awakening  breath 
Into  the  lifeless  creed, 
They  saw  her  plumed  and  mailed, 
With  sweet,  stem  face  unveiled, 
And  all-repaying  eyes,  look  proud  on 
them  in  death. 


IV. 

Onr  slender  life  runs  rippling  by,  and 
glides 
Into  the  silent  hollow  of  the  past ; 

What  is  there  that  abides 
To  make  the  next  age  better  for  the 
last? 
Is  earth  too  poor  to  give  us 
Something  to  live  for  here  that  shall 
outlive  us  ? 
Some  more  substantial  boon 
rhan  such  as  flows  and  ebbs  with  For- 
tune's fickle  moon  ? 
The  little  that  we  see 
From  doubt  is  never  free ; 
The  little  that  we  do 
Is  but  half-nobly  true; 
With  our  laborious  hivinc 
What  men  call  treasure,  and  the  gods 
call  dross, 
Life  seems  a  jest  of  Fate's  contriving, 
Only  secure  in  every  one's  connivine, 
A  long  account  of  nothings  paid  witn 

loss, 
Where  we  poor  puppets,  jerked  by  un- 
seen wires. 
After  our  little  hour  of  strut  and  rave. 
With  all  onr  pasteboard  passions  and 


Loves,  hates,  ambitions,  and  immortal 

fires, 
Are  tossed  pell-mell  together  in  the 

grave. 
But  stay !  no  age  was  e'er  degenerate. 
Unless  men  held  it  at  too  cheap  a  rate, 
For  in  our  likeness  still  we  shape  our 

fate. 
Ah,  there  is  something  here 
Unfathomed  by  the  cynic's  sneer, 
Something  that  gives  onr  feeble  liglit 
A  high  immunity  from  Night, 
Something  that  leaps  life's  narrow  bars 
To  claim  its  birthright  with  the  hosts  of 

heaven ; 
A  seed  of  sunshine  that  can  leaven 


Our  earthy  dalness  with' the  beams  of 
stars, 
And  glorify  our  clay 
With  light  from  fountains  elder  than 
the  Day; 
A  conscience  more  divine  than  we, 
A  gladness  fed  with  secret  tears, 
A  vexing,  forward-reaching  sense 
Of  some  more  noble  permanence  ; 
A  light  across  the  sea, 
Which  haunts  the  soul  and  will  not 
let  it  be, 
Still  beaconing  from  the  heights  of  nn- 
degenerate  years. 


V. 

Whither  leads  the  path 
To  ampler  fates  that  leads  ? 
Not    down    tlirough    flowery 

meads, 
To  reap  an  aftermath 
Of  youth  s  vainglorious  weeds. 
But  up  the  steep,  amid  the  wrath 
And  shock  of  deadly-hostile  creeds, 
Where  the  world's  best  hope  and 
stay 
By  brattle's  flashes   gropes  a  desperate 

way, 
And  eveiy  tuif  the  fierce  foot  clings  to 
bleeds. 
Peace  hath  her  not  ignoble  wreath. 
Ere  yet  the  sharp,  decisive  word 
Light  the  black  lips  of  cannon,  and  the 
sword 
Dreams  in  its  easeful  sheath ; 
But  some  day  the  live  coal  behind  the 
thought, 
Whether  from   Baal's  stone  ob- 
scene, 
Or  from  the  shrine  serene 
Of  God's  pure  altar  brought, 
Burats  up  in  flame ;  the  war  of  tongue 

and  pen 
Learns  with  what  deadly  purpose  it  was 

fraught. 
And,  helpless  in  the  fiery  passion  caught, 
Shakos  all  the  pillared  state  with  shock 

of  men  : 
Some  day  the  soft  Ideal  that  we  wooed 
Confronts  us  fiercely,  foe-beset,  pursued. 
And  cries  reproachful :  "Was  it,  then, 

my  praise. 
And  not  myself  was  loved  ?    Prove  now 

thy  truth ; 
I  claim  of  thee  the  promise  of  thy  youth ; 
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Give  me  thy  life,  or  cower  an  empty 

They  knew  that  outward  grace  is 

phrase, 
The    victim    of   thy   genius,    not    its 

dust; 

They  could  not  choose  but  trust 

mate!" 

In  that  sure-footed  mind's  unfaltering 

Life  may  be  given  in  many  ways. 

skill. 

And  loyalty  to  Truth  be  sealed 

And  supple-tempered  will 

As  bravely  in  the  closet  as  the  field, 

That  bent  like  perfect  steel  to  spring 

So  bountiful  is  Fate  ; 

again  and  thrust                               ! 

But  then  to  stand  beside  her, 

His  was  no  lonely  mountain-peak         , 

When  craven  churls  deride  her, 

of  mind,                                            j 

To  front  a  lie  in    arms    and    not  to 

Thrusting  to  thin  air  o'er  our  cloudy 

yield. 

bars. 

This  shows,  methinks,  God's  plan 

A  sea-mark  now,  now  lost  in  vapors 

And  measure  of  a  stalwart  man, 

blind ; 

Limbed  like  the  old  heroic  breeds. 

Broad  prairie  rather,  genial,  level- 

Who  stands  self-poised  on  man- 

lined. 

' 

hood's  solid  earth. 

Fruitful  and  friendly  for  all  human 

Not  forced  to  frame  excuses  for  his 

kind,                                                1 

birth. 

Yet  also  nigh  to  heaven  and  loved  of          | 

Fed  from  within  with  all  the  strength  he 

lomest  stars. 

needs. 

Nothing  of  Europe  here, 
Or,  then,  of  Europe  fronting  momward 
still. 
Ere  any  names  of  Serf  and  Peer 

VI. 

Such  was  he,  our  Martyr-Chief, 

Could   Nature's  equal  scheme  de- 

Whom late  the  Nation  he  had  led, 

face 

With  ashes  on  her  head. 

And  thwart  her  genial  will ; 

Wept  with  the  passion  of  an  angry  grief : 
Forgive  me,  if  from  present  things  I 

Here  was  a  type  of  the  true  elder 

race. 

turn 

And  one  of  Plutarch's  men  talked  with 

To  speak  what  in  my  heart  will  beat  and 

us  face  to  face. 

bum, 

I  praise  him  not ;  it  were  too  late  ; 

And  hang  my  wreath  on  his  world-hoD- 
ored  urn. 

And  some  innative  weakness  there  must 
be 

Nature,  they  say,  doth  dote. 
And  cannot  make  a  man 

In  him  who  condescends  to  victory 

Such  as  the  Present  gives,  and  cannot 

Save  on  some  worn-out  plan, 

wait, 

Repeating  us  by  rote : 
For  him  her  Old- World  moulds  aside  she 

Safe  in  himself  as  in  a  fate. 

So  always  firmly  ho  : 

threw, 

He  know  to  bide  his  time. 

And,  choosing  sweet  clay  from  the 

And  can  his  fame  abide. 

breast 

Still  patient  in  his  simple  faith  sub-         j 

Of  the  unexhausted  West, 

*^  lime,                                                   ! 

With  stuff  untainted  shaped  a  hero  new. 

Till  the  wise  years  decide. 

Wise,  steadfast  in  the  strength  of  God, 

Great  captains,  with  their  guns  and 

and  true. 

drums. 

How  beautiful  to  see 

Disturb  our  judgment  for  the  hour,         1 

Once  more  a  shepherd  of  mankind  in- 

But at  last  silence  comes  ; 

deed. 

These  all  are  gone,  and,  standing  like 

Who  loved  his  charge,  but  never  loved 

a  tower, 

to  lead; 

Our  children  shall  behold  his  fame, 

One  whose  meek  flock  the  people  joyed 

The  kindly-earnest,  brave,  foresee- 

to be. 

ing  man, 

Not  lured  by  any  cheat  of  birth, 

Sagacious,  patient,  dreading  praise,  not 

But   by  his    clear-grained  human 

blame. 

worth, 

New  birth  of  our  new  soil,  the  first 

And  brave  old  wisdom  of  sincerity  I 

American. 
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VII. 

Long  as  man's   hope   insatiate  can 

discern 
Or  only  guess  some  more  inspiring 

goaf 
Outside  of  Self,  enduring  as  the 

pole, 
Uong  whose  course  the  flying  axles 

Durn 
Of   spirits    bnnrely-pitched,    earth's 

manlier  brood  ; 
Long  as  below  we  cannot  find 
The  meed  that  stills  the  inexorable 

mind ; 
3o  long  this  faith  to  some  ideal  Good, 
Under    whatever    mortal    names   it 

masks, 
Freedom,  Law,  Country,  this  ethereal 

mood 
Tnat  thanks  the  Fates  for  their  severer 

tasks. 
Feeling  its  challenffed  pulses  leap, 
While  others  skulk   m    subterfuges 

cheap. 
And,  set  in  Danger's  van,  has  all  the 

boon  it  asks, 
Shall  win  man's  praise  and  woman's 

love. 
Shall  be  a  wisdom  that  we  set  above 
AH  other  skills  and  gifts  to  culture  dear, 
A  virtue  round  whose  forehead  we  in- 

wreathe 
Laurels  that  with  a  living  passion 

breathe 
When  other  crowns  grow,  while  we  twine 

them,  sear. 
What  brings  us  thronging  these  high 

rites  to  pay, 
And  seal  these  hours  the  noblest  of  our 

year. 
Save  that  our  brothers  found  this  bet- 
ter way  ? 

VIII. 

We  sit  here  in  the  Promised  Land 
That  flows  with  Freedom's  honey  and 

milk ; 
But 't  was  they  won  it,  sword  in  hand, 
Making  the  nettle  danger  soft  for  us  as 

silk. 
We  welcome  back  our  bravest  and  our 

best;  — 
Ah  me  !  not  all !  some  come  not  with 

the  rest. 
Who  went  forth  brave  and  bright  as  any 

here ! 


I  strive  to  mix  some  gladness  with  my 
strain, 
But  the  sad  strings  complain, 
And  will  not  please  the  ear  : 
I  sweep  them  for  a  piean,  but  they  wane 

Again  and  yet  again 
Into  a  dirge,  and  die  away,  in  pain. 
In  these  brave  ranks  I  only  see  the  gaps, 
Thinking  of  dear  ones  whom  the  dumb 

turf  wraps. 
Dark  to  the  triumph  which  they  died  to 
gain: 
Fitlier  may  others  greet  the  living, 
For  me  the  past  is  unfoi^giving ; 
I  with  uncovered  head 
Salute  the  sacred  dead. 
Who  went,  and  who  return  not.  —  Say 

not  so  ! 
'T  is  not  the  grapes  of  Canaan  that  repay, 
But  the  high  faith  that  failed  not  by 

tne  way; 
Virtue  treads  paths  that  end  not  in  the 

grave; 
No  bar  of  endless  night  exiles  the  brave ; 

And  to  the  saner  mind 
We  rather  seem  the  dead  that  stayed 

behind. 
Blow,  trumpets,   all   your   exultations 

blow  1 
For  never  shall  their  aureoled  presence 

lack: 
I  see  them  muster  in  a  gleaming  row, 
With  ever-youthful  brows  that  nobler 

show; 
We  find  in  our  dull  road  their  shining 
track; 
In  every  nobler  mood 
We  feel  the  orient  of  their  spirit  glow, 
Part  of  our  life's  unalterable  good, 
Of  all  our  saintlier  aspiration  ; 

They  come  transfigured  back, 
Secure  from  change  in  their  high-hearted 

wajra, 
Beautiful  evermore,  and  with  the  rays 
Of  mom  on  their  white  Shields  of  Ex* 
pectation  t 

IX. 

But  is  there  hope  to  save 
Even  this  ethereal  essence  from  the 

grave? 
What  ever  'scaped  Oblivion's  subtle 
wrong 
Save  a  few  clarion  names,  or  golden 
threads  of  song? 
Before  my  musing  eye 
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The  mighty  ones  of  old  sweep  by, 
BisYoiced    now    and     insubstantial 

things, 
As  noisy  once  as  we ;  poor  ghosts  of 

kings, 
Shadows  of  empire  wholly  gone  to 

dust, 
And  many  races,  nameless  long  a^o, 
To  darkness  driven  by  that  impenous 

gust 
Of  ever-rushing  Time  that  here  doth 

blow : 
0  visionary  world,  condition  strange, 
Where  naught  abiding  is  but  only 

Clumge, 
Where  the  deeo-bolted  stars  themselves 

still  shift  and  range  1 
Shall  we  to  more  continuance  make 

pretence  ? 
Renown  builds  tombs ;  a  life-estate  is 

Wit; 
And,  bit  by  bit, 
The  cunning  years  steal  all  from  us  but 

woe; 
Leaves  are  we,  whose  decays  no  har- 
vest sow. 
But,  when  we  vanish  hence, 
Shall  thev  lie  forceless  in  the  dark 

below. 
Save  to  make  green  their  little  length 

of  sods, 
Or  deepen  pansies  for  a  ^ear  or  two, 
Who  now  to  us  are  shining-sweet  as 

gods? 
Was  dying  all  thejr  had  the  skill  to  do  ? 
That  were  not  fruitless  :  but  the  Soul 

resents 
Such  short-lived  service,  as  if  blind 

events 
Ruled  without  her,  or  earth  could  so 

endure; 
She  claims  a  more  divine  investiture 
Of  longer  tenure  than  Fame's  airy 

rents; 
Whate*er  she  touches  doth  her  nature 

share; 
Her  inspiration  haunts  the  ennobled 

air. 
Gives  eyes  to  mountains  blind, 
Ears  to  the  deaf  earth,  voices  to  the 

wind, 
And   her  alear  trump  sings    succor 

evei^here 
By  lonely  bivouacs  to  the  wakeful 

mind ; 
For  soul  inherits  all  that  soul  could 

dare: 


Yea,  Manhood  hath  a  wider  spaa 
And  larger  nrivilece  of  life  than  man. 
The  single  deed,  the  private  sacrifice. 
So  radiant  now  through  proudly-hid- 
den tears, 
Is  covered  up  erelong  from  mortal  eyes 
With  thoughtless  drift  of  the  decidu- 
ous years ; 
But  that  high  privily  that  makes  all 

men  peers, 
That  leap  of  heart  whereby  a  people 
rise 
Up  to  a  noble  anger^s  height. 
And,  flamea  on  by  the  Fates,  not  slmnk, 
but  grow  more  bright. 
That  swift  validity  in  noble  veins, 
Of  choosing  danger  and  disdaining 
shame. 
Of  being  set  on  flame 
By  the  pure  nre  that  flies  all  contact 
base. 
But  wraps  its  chosen  with  angelic  might, 
These  are  imperishable  gains. 
Sure  as  the  sun,  medicinal  as  light, 
These  hold  great  futures  in  their  lusty 
reins 
And  certify  to  earth  a  new  imperial  race. 


Who  now  shall  sneer  ? 
Who  dare  again  to  say  we  trace 
Our  lines  to  a  plebeian  race? 
Roundheaa  and  Cavalier  I 
Dumb  are  those  names  erewhile  in  battle 

loud; 
Dream-footed  as  the  shadow  of  a  cloud, 

Thev  flit  across  the  ear : 
That  is  best  blood  that  hath  most  iron 

in't. 
To  edge  resolve  with,  pouring  without 
stint 
For  what  makes  manhood  dear. 
Tell  us  not  of  Plantagenets, 
Hapsbuigs,  andGnelfs,  whose  thin  bloods 

crawl 
Down  from  some  victor  in  a  border- 
brawl  ! 
How  poor  their  outworn  coronets. 
Matched  with  one  leaf  of  that  plain  civic 

wreath 
Our  brave  for  honor's  blazon  shall  be- 
queath, 
Through  whose  desert  a  rescued  Nation 
sets 
Her  heel  on  treason,  and  the  trumpet 
hears 
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Shout  victory,  tingling  Europe's  sullen 
ears 
With  Tain  resentments  and  more  vain 
regrets! 

XL 

Not  in  anger,  not  in  pride, 
Pure  from  passion's  mixture  rude 
Ever  to  base  earth  allied, 
But  with  far-heard  gratitude. 
Still  with  heart  and  voice  renewed, 
To  heroes  living  and  dear  martyrs 
dead, 
The  strain  should  close  that  consecrates 
our  brave, 
lift  the  heart  and  lift  the  head  ! 
Lofty  be  its  mood  and  grave. 
Not  without  a  martial  ring, 
Not  without  a  prouder  tread 
And  a  peal  of  exultation : 
Little  right  has  he  to  sing 
Through  whose  heart  in  such  an 

hour 
Beats   no    march   of    conscious 

power, 
Sweeps  no  tumult  of  elation  ! 
*T  is  no  Man  we  celebrate. 
By  his  country's  victories  great, 
A  hero  half,  and  half  the  w^him  of 
Fate, 
But  the  pith  and  marrow  of  a 

Nation 
Drawing  force  from  all  her  men, 
Highest,  humblest,  weakest,  all, 
For  her  time  of  need,  and  then 
Pulsing  it  again  through  them. 
Till  the  basest  can  no  longer  cower, 
Feeling  his  soul  spring  up  divinely  tall, 
Touched  but  in  passing  by  her  nuintle- 

hem. 
Come  back,  then,  noble  pride,  for  't  is 
her  dower ! 
How  could  poet  ever  tower. 
If  his  passions,  hopes,  and  fears. 
If  his  triumphs  and  his  tears. 
Kept  not  measure  with  his  peo- 
ple? 
Boom,  cannon,  boom  to  all  the  winds 

and  waves ! 
Clash  out,  glad  bells,  from  every  rock- 
ins  steeple ! 
Banners,   adance    with    triumph,  bend 
your  staves! 
And  from  every  mountain -peak 
Let  beacon-fire  to  answering  beacon 
speak, 


Katahdin  tell  Monadnock,  White- 
face  he, 
And  so  leap  on  in  light  from  sea  to  sea. 
Till  the  fflad  news  be  sent 
Across  a  Kindling  continent, 
Making  earth  feel  more  firm  and  air 

breathe  braver: 
"  Be  proud !  for  she  is  saved,  and  all 

have  helped  to  save  her ! 
She  that  lifts  up  the  manhood  of 

the  poor, 
She  of  the  open  soul  and  open  door. 
With  room  about  her  hearth  for  all 

mankind  ! 
The  lire  is  dreadful  in  her  eyes  no 

more; 
From  her  bold  front  the  helm  she 

doth  unbind. 
Sends  all  her  handmaid  armie^back 

to  spin, 
And  bids  her  navies,  that  so  lately 

hurled 
Their  crashing  battle,   hold  their 

thunders  in. 
Swimming  like  birds  of  calm  along 

the  unharmful  shore. 
No  challenge  sends  she  to  the  elder 

world, 
That  looked  askance  and  hated ;  a 

light  scorn 
Plays  o'er  her' mouth,  as  round  her 

mighty  knees 
She  calls  her  children  back,  and 

waits  the  mom 
Of  nobler  day,  enthroned  between  her 

subject 


XII. 

Bow  down,  dear  Land,  for  thou  hast 
found  release ! 
Thy  God,  in  these  distempered  days, 
Hath  taught  thee  the  sure  wisdom  of 
His  ways. 
And  through  thine  enemies  hath  wrought 
thy  peace ! 
Bow  down  in  prayer  and  praise  ! 
No  poorest  in  thy  borders  but  may  now 
Lift  to  the  juster  skies  a  man's  enfran- 
chised bi-ow, 
0  Beautiful !   my  Country  !  oun  once 

more  I 
Smoothing  thy  gold  of  war-dishevelled 

hair 
O'er  such  sweet  brows  as  never  other 
wore, 
And  letting  thy  set  lips, 
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Freed  from  wrath's  pale  eclipse, 
The  rosy  edges  of  their  smile  lay  bare. 

What    were  our    lives   without 

thee? 

What  words  divine  of  lover  or  of  poet 

What  all  our  lives  to  save  thee  ? 

Could  tell  oiir  love  and  make  thee  know 

We  reck  not  what  we  gave  thee ;          !         '  | 

it, 

We  vdll  not  dare  to  doubt  thee. 

Among  the  Nations  bright  beyond  com- 

But ask  whatever  else,   and  we   will 

pare?                                                        dare! 

L'ENVOI. 

TO  THE  MUSE. 

Whither?    Albeit  I  follow  fast, 

Thy  gathering  fugue  goes  rolling  on 

In  all  life's  circuit  I  but  find. 

From  Maine  to  utmost  Oregon  ;                       | 

Not  where  thou  art,  but  where  thou 

The  factory-wheels  in  cadence  hum, 

wast, 

From  brawling  parties  concords  come  ; 

Sweet  beckoner,  more  fleet  than  wind ! 

All  this  I  hear,  or  seem  to  hear. 

I  haunt  the  pine-dark  solitudes. 
With  soft  brown  silence  carpeted, 

But  when,  enchanted,  I  draw  near                  '         j 

To  mate  with  words  the  various  theme, 

And  plot  to  snare  thee  in  the  woods  : 

Life  seems  a  whifl*  of  kitchen  steam,                1  • 

Peace  I  o'ertake,  but  thou  art  fled  ! 

History  an  oi^n-jpinder's  thrum. 
For  thou  hast  slipt  from  it  and  mo              | 

I  find  the  rock  where  thou  didst  rest, 

The  moss  thy  skimming  foot  hath  prest ; 

And  all  thine  organ-pipes  left  dumb,               1 

All  Nature  with  thy  parting  thnlls. 
Like  branches  after  birds  new-flown  ; 

Most  mutable  Perversity ! 

1 

Thy  passage  hill  and  hollow  fills 

Not  weary  yet,  I  still  must  seek,                    | 

With  hints  of  virtue  not  their  own ; 

And  hope  for  luck  next  day,  next  week;         ■ 

In  dimples  still  the  water  slips 

I  go  to  see  the  great  man  ride. 

1 

Where  thou  hast  dipt  thy  finger-tips  ; 
Just,  just  beyond,  forever  bum 

Shiplike,  the  swelling  human  tide 

That  floods  to  bear  him  into  port. 

Gleams  of  a  grace  without  return ; 

Trophied  from  Senate-hall  and  Court ;            i         1 

Upon  thy  shade  I  plant  my  foot, 

Thy  magnetism,  I  feel  it  there,                       ' 

And  through  my  frame  strange  raptures 

Thy  rhythmic  presence  fleet  and  rare,             1 

shoot; 

Making  the  Mob  a  moment  fine                      1 

All  of  thee  but  thvself  I  grasp ; 
I  seem  to  fold  thy  luring  shape, 

With  glimpses  of  their  own  Divine, 

As  in  their  demigod  they  see                           i 

And  vague  air  to  my  bosom  clasp. 

Their  cramped  ideal  soaring  free ; 
'T  was  thou  didst  bear  the  fire  about, 

Thou  lithe,  perpetual  Escape ! 

That,  like  the  springing  of  a  mine                        1 

One  mask  and  then  another  drops. 

Sent  up  to  heaven  the  street-long  shout;                  , 

And  thou  art  secret  as  before : 

Full  well  I  know  that  thou  wast  here,            i          1 

Sometimes  with  flooded  ear  I  list. 

It  was  thy  breath  that  brushed  my  ear ; 

And  hear  thee,  wondrous  organist. 

But  vainly  in  the  stress  and  whirl 

From  mighty  continental  stops 

I  dive  for* thee,  the  moment's  pearl. 

A  thunder  of  new  music  pour ; 

1 

Through  pipes  of  earth  and  air  and  stone 

Through  every  shape  thou  well  canst 

Thy  inspiration  deep  is  blown ; 

run. 

ThTongh  mountains,  forests,  open  downs. 

Proteus,  'twixt  rise  and  set  of  sun,                           j 

Lakes,   railroads,  prairies,  stetes,   and 

Well    pleased    with    logger-camps    in 

towns. 

Maine 

TO  THE  MUSE. 
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As  where  Milan's  pale  Duoroo  lies 
A.  stranded  glacier  on  the  plain, 
Its  peaks  and  pinnacles  of  ice 
Melted  in  many  a  (juaint  device. 
And  sees,  above  the  city's  din, 
Afar  its  silent  Alpine  kin  : 
I  track  thee  over  carpets  deep 
To  wealth's  and  beauty's  inmost  keep  ; 
Across  the  sand  of  bar-room  iioors 
Mid  the  stale  reek  of  boosing  boors  ; 
Where  drowse  the  hay-field's  fragrant 

heats. 
Or  the  flail-heart  of  Antnmn  beats  ; 
I  dog  thee  through  the  market's  throngs 
To  where  the  sea  with  myriad  tongues 
Laps  the  green  edges  of  the  pier, 
And  the  tall  ships  that  eastward  steer, 
Curtsy  their  farewells  to  the  town, 
O'er  the  curved  distance  lessening  down ; 
I  follow  allwhere  for  thy  sake. 
Touch  thy  robe's  hem,  but  ne'er  o'ertake. 
Find  where,  scarce  yet  unmovin^,  lies, 
Warm  from  thy  limbs,  thy  last  disguise  ; 
But  thou  another  shape  hast  donned. 
And  lurest  still  just,  just  beyond  ) 


But  here  a  voice,  I  know  not  whence, 
Thrills  clearly  through  my  inward  sense. 
Saying  :  "  See  where  she  sits  at  home 
While  thou  in  search  of  her  dost  roam  1 
All  summer  lon^  her  ancient  wheel 

Whirls  hummmg  by  the  open  door. 
Or,  when  the  hickory's  social  zeal 

Sets  the  wide  ehimney  in  a  roar, 
Close-nestled  by  the  tinkling  hearth, 
It  modulates  the  household  mirth 
With  that  sweet  serious  undertone 
Of  duty,  music  all  her  own  ; 
Still  as  of  old  she  sits  and  spins 
Our  hopes,  our  sorrows,  and  our  sins; 
With  equal  care  she  twines  the  fates 
Of  cott£4Q;es  and  mighty  states  ; 
She  spins  the  earth,  the  air,  the  sea. 
The  maiden's  unschooled  fancy  free. 


The  boy's  first  love,  the  man's  first  grief, 
The  budding  and  the  fall  o'  the  leaf ; 
The  piping  west-wind's  snowy  care 
For  her  their  cloudy  fleeces  spare, 
Or  from  the  thorns  of  evil  times 
She  can  glean  wool  to  twist  her  rhymes ; 
Morning  and  noon  and  eve  supply 
To  her  their  fairest  tints  for  dye. 
But  ever  through  her  twirling  thread 
There  spires  one  line  of  warmest  red. 
Tinged    from    the    homestead's   genial 

heart, 
The  stamp  and  warrant  of  her  art ; 
With  this  Time's  sickle  she  outwears. 
And  blunts  the  Sisters*  baf9ed  shears. 

"  Harass  her  not :  thy  heat  and  stir 
But  greater  coyness  breed  in  her ; 
Yet  thou  mayst  find,  ere  Age's  frost, 
Thy  long  apprenticeship  not  lost. 
Learning  at  last  that  Stygian  Fate 
Unbends  to  him  that  knows  to  wait. 
The  Muse  is  womanish,  nor  deigns 
Her  love  to  him  that  pules  and  plains  ; 
With  proud,  averted  face  she  stands 
To  him  that  wooes  with  empty  hands. 
Make  thyself  free  of  Manhood  s  guild  ; 
Pull  down  thy  barns  and  greater  build  ; 
The  wood,  the  mountain,  and  the  plain 
Wave  breast-deep  with  the  poet's  grain  ; 
Pluck  thou  the  sunset's  fruit  of  gold. 
Glean  from  the  heavens  and  ocean  old  ; 
From  fireside  lone  and  trampling  street 
Let  thy  life  gamer  daily  wheat ; 
The  epic  of  a  man  rehearse, 
Be  something  better  than  thy  verse  ; 
Make  thyself  rich,  and  then  the  Muse 
iShall  court  thy  precious  interviews, 
Shall  take  thy  head  upon  her  knee. 
And  such  enchantment  lilt  to  thee. 
That  thou  shalt  hear  the  life-blood  flow 
From  farthest  stars  to  grass- blades  low. 
And  find  the  Listener's  science  still 
Transcends  the  Singer's  deepest  skill ! " 
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Far  through  the  memory  shines  a  happy 

day, 
Cloudless  of  care,  down-shod  to  every 

sense, 
And  simply  perfect  from  its  own  resource. 
As  to  a  bee  the  new  campanula's 
Illuminate  seclusion  swung  in  air. 
Such  days  are  not  the  prey  of  setting 

suns. 
Nor  ever  blurred  with  mist  of  after- 
thought ; 
Like  words  made  magical  by  poets  dead. 
Wherein  the  music  of  all  meaning  is 
The  sense  hath  garnered  or  the  soul  di- 
vined, 
They  mingle  with  our  life's  ethereal  part, 
Sweetening  and  gathering  sweetness  ever- 
more, 
By  beauty's  franchise  disenthralled  of 
time. 

I  can  recall,  nay,  they  are  present  still. 
Parts  of  myself,  tiie  perfume  of  my  mind, 
Days  that  seem  farther  off  than  Homer's 

now 
Ere  vet  the  child  had  loudened  to  the  boy. 
And  I,  recluse  from  playmates,  found 

perforce 
Companionship  in  things  that  not  denied 
Nor  granted  wholly ;    as  is    Nature's 

wont, 
Who,  safe  in  uhcontaminate  reserve. 
Lets  us  mistake  our  longing  for  her  love. 
And  mocks  with  various  echo  of  our- 
selves. 

These  first  sweet  frauds  upon  our  con- 
sciousness. 

That  blend  the  sensual  with  its  imaged 
world. 

These  virginal  co^itions,  gifts  of  mom, 

£re  life  grow  noisy,  and  slower-footed 
thought 


Can  overtake  the  rapture  of  the  sense, 
To  thrust  between  ourselves  and  what 

we  feel, 
Have  something  in  them  secretly  divine. 
Vainlv  the  eye,  once  schooled  to  serve 

the  brain, 
With  pains  deliberate  studies  to  renew 
The  ideal  vision  :  second-thoughts  are 

prose  ; 
For  beauty's  acme  hath  a  term  as  brief 
As  the  wave's  poise  before  it  break  in 

pearl. 
Our  own  breath  dims  the  mirror  of  the 

sense, 
Looking  too  long  and  closely  :  at  a  flash 
We  snatch  the  essential  grace  of  mean- 
ing out, 
And  that  first  passion  beggars  all  be- 
hind. 
Heirs  of  a  tamer  transport  prepossessed. 
Who,  seeing  once,  has  truly  seen  again 
The  gray  vague  of  unsympathizing  sea 
That  dragged  his  Fancy  from  her  moor- 

ings^u^k 
To  shores  inhospitable  of  eldest  time, 
Till  blank  foreboding  of  earth-gendered 

powers, 
Pitiless  seignories  in  the  elements, 
Omnipotences  blind  that  darkling  smite, 
Misgave     him,    and    i-epaganized    the 

world  ? 
Yet,  by  some  subtler  touch  of  sympathv. 
These     primal    apprehensions,    dimly 

stirred. 
Perplex  the  eye  with  pictures  from  with- 
in. 
This  hath  made  poets  dream  of  lives  fore- 
gone 
In  worlds  fantastical,  more  fair  than  ours ; 
So  Memor}"  cheats  us,  glimpsing  half- 
revealed. 
Even  as  I  write  she  tries  her  wonted 
spell 
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In   that    contiiiuoiis    redbreast  boding  ;  That  made  familiar  fields  seem  far  and                  , 

rain  : 

sti-ange 

1 

The  bird  I  hear  sings  not  from  yonder 

As  those  stark  wastes  that  whiten  end- 

1 

elm ; 

lessly 

J 

But  the  flown   ecstasy  my  childhood 

In  ghastly  solitude  about  the  pole. 

heard 

And  gleam  relentless  to  the  unsetting 

Is  vocal  in  my  mind,  renewed  by  him, 

sun  : 

Haply  made  sweeter  by  the  accumulate 

Instant  the  candid  chambers  of  my  brain 

'                 thrill 

Were  pttinteti  with  these  sovran  images ;                    | 

j          That  threads  my  undivided    life  and 

And  later  visions  seem  but  copies  pale 
From  those  unfading  frescos  of  the  past. 

steals 

' 

A  pathos  from  the  years  and  graves  be- 

Which I,  young  savage,  in  my  age  of 

tween. 

flint.                                                   \ 

;  Gazed  at,  and  dimly  felt  a  power  in  me    | 

I  know  not  how  it  is  with  other  men. 

Parted  from  Nature  by  the  joy  in  her     j 
That  doubtfully  revealed  me  to  myself*^ 

Whom  1  but  guess,  deciphering  myself ; 

For  me,  once  felt  is  so  felt  nevermore. 

Thencelbrwai-d  I  must  stand  outside  the 

The  fleeting  relish  at  sensation's  brim 
Had  in  it  tlie  best  fennent  of  the  wine. 

gute; 

And  ijaradise  was  paradise  the  more, 

One  spring  I  knew  as  never  any  since  : 
All  night  the  surges  of  the  warm  south- 

Known once  and  bari'ed  against  satiety. 

west 

What  we  call  Nature,  all  outside  our 

1 

Boomed  intermiitent  through  the  wal- 

selves, 

lowing  elms. 

Is  but  our  own  conceit  of  what  we  see, 

1 

And  brought  a  morning  from  the  Gulf 

Our  own  reaction  upon  what  we  feel ; 

i 

adrift. 

The  world  *s  a  woman  to  our  shifting                   1 1 

Omnipotent  with  sunshine,  whose  quick 
cnarm 

mood. 

Feeling  with  us,  or  making  due  pretence ; 

Startled  with  crocuses  the  sullen  turf 

And  therefore  we  the  more  persuade  our- 

And wiled  the  bluebird  to  his  whiff  of 

selves 

1 

song: 

To  make  all  things  our  thought's  con* 

One  summer  hour  abides,  what  time  I 

federates, 

perched, 

Conniving  with  us  in  whatever  we  dream. 

1 

Dappled  with  noonday,  under  simmer- 

So when  our  Fancy  seeks  analogies. 

1 

1 

ing  leaves. 

Though  she  have  hidden  what  she  aftet                    1 1 

And  nulled  the  pulpy  oxhearts,  while 

finds,                                                                   '  1 

She  loves  to  cheat  herself  with  feigned 

An    oriole    clattered    and    the   robins 

surprise. 

shrilled. 

1  find  my  Q\\Xi  complexion  everywhere  : 

Denouncing  me  an  alien  and  a  thief: 

No  rose,  I  doubt,  was  ever,  like  the 

One  mom  of  autumn  lords  it  o'er  the 

first, 

rest, 

A  marvel  to  the  bush  it  dawned  upon. 

When  in  the  lase  I  watched  the  ash- 

The  rapture  of  its  life  made  visible. 

I 

leaves  fall, 

The  mystery  of  its  yearning  realized, 

1 

Balancing    softly    earthward    without 
wind. 

As  the  first  babe  to  the  firat  woman 

bom; 

Or  twirling  with  directer  impulse  down 

No  falcon  ever  felt  delight  of  wings 
As  when,  an  eyas,  from  the  stolid  cliff 

On  those  fallen  yesterday,  now  barbed 

with  frost. 

Loosing  himself,  he  followed  his  high 

While  1  grew  pensive  with  the  pensive 

heart 

;                 year; 

To  swim   on    sunsliine,   masterless    us 

j         And    once  I   learned    how  marvellous 

wind  ;                                                            i           !  1 

;                winter  was. 

And  I   Iwlieve  the  brown  earth  takes 

When  jiast  the  fence-rails,  downy-gray 

delight 

1 

with  rime. 

In  the  new  snowdrop  looking  back  at 

I  creaked  adventurous  o'er  the  spangled 

her. 

crust 

To  think  that  by  some  vernal  alchemy 

1 
I  _ 
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It  could  transmnte  her  darkness  into 

pearl ; 
What  is  the  buxom  peony  after  that, 
With  its  coarse  constancy  of  hoyden 

blush  ? 
What  the  full  summer  to  that  wonder 

new? 

But,  if  in  nothing  else,  in  us  there  is 
A  sense  fastidious  harclly  reconciled 
To  the  poor  makeshifts  of  life's  sceneiy, 
Where  the  same  slide  must  double  all  its 

parts. 
Shoved  in  for  Tarsus  and  hitched  back 

for  Tyre. 
I  blame  not  in  the  soul  this  daintiness. 
Rasher  of  surfeit  than  a  humming-bird, 
In  things  indifferent  by  sense  purveyed  ; 
It  argues  her  an  immortality 
And  dateless  incomes  of  experience, 
This  un thrift  housekeeping  that  will  not 

brook 
A  dish  warmed-over  at  the  feast  of  life. 
And  finds  Twice  stale,  served  with  wliat- 

ever  sauce. 
Nor  matters  much  how  it  may  go  with 

me 
Who  dwell  in  Grub  Street  and  am  proud 

to  drudge 
Where  men,  my  betters,  wet  their  crast 

with  tears : 
Use  can  make  sweet  the  peach's  shady 

side. 
That  only  by  reflection  tastes  of  sun. 

But  she,  my  Princess,  who  will  some- 
times deign 

My  garret  to  illumine  till  the  walls. 

Narrow  and  dingy,  scrawled  with  hack- 
neyed thought 

(Poor  Richard  slowly  elbowing  Plato 
out), 

Dilate  and  drape  themselves  with  tapes- 
tries 

Nausikaa  might  have  stooped  o'er,  while, 
between. 

Mirrors,  effaced  in  their  own  clearness, 
send 

Her.  only  image  on  through  deepening 
deeps 

With  endless  repercussion  of  delight,  — 

Bringer  of  life,  witching  each  sense  to 
soul. 

That  sometimes  almost  gives  me  to 
believe 

I  might  have  been  a  poet,  gives  at  least 

A  brain  desaxonized,  an  ear  that  makes 


Music  where  none  is,  and  a  keener  pang 
Of      exquisite       surmise      outleaping 

thouffht,  — 
Her  will  I  pamper  in  her  luxury  : 
No  crumpled  rose-leaf  of  too  careless 

choice 
Shall  bring  a  northern  nightmare  to  her 

dreams. 
Vexing  with  sense  of  exile  ;  hers  shall 

be 
The  invitiate  firstlings  of  experience. 
Vibrations  felt  but  once  and  felt  life- 

long: 
0,  more  than  half-way  turn  that  Grecian 

front 
Upon  me,  while  with  self-rebuke  I  spell. 
On  the  plain  fillet  that  confines  thy  nair 
In  conscious  bounds  of  seeming  uncon- 

straint, 
The    Naught   in   overplus,   thy   race's 

badge! 

One  feast  for  her  I  secretly  desiffned 
In  that  Old  World  so  strangely  beautiful 
To  us  the  disinherited  of  eld,  — 
A  day  at  Chartres,  with  no  soul  beside 
To  roil  with  pedant  prate  my  joy  serene 
And  make  the  minster  shy  of  confidence. 
I  went,  and,  with  the  Saxon's  pious  care. 
First  ordered  dinner  at  the  pea-green 

inn. 
The  flies  and  I  its  only  customers. 
Eluding  these,  I  loitered  through  the 

town. 
With  hope  to  take  my  minster  unawares 
In  its  grave  solitude  of  memory. 
A  pretty  burgh,  and  such  as  Fancy  loves 
For  bygone  grandeurs,  faintly  rumorous 

now 
UiK)n  the  mind's  horizon,  as  of  storm 
Brooding  its  dreamy  thunders  far  aloof. 
That  mtncle  with  our  mood,  but  not 

disturb. 
Its  once  grim  bulwarks,  tamed  to  lovers' 

walks, 
Look  down  unwatchful  on  the  sliding 

Eure, 
Whose  listless  leisure  suits  the  quiet 

place. 
Lisping  among  his  shallows  homelike 

sounds 
At  Concord  and  by  Bankside  heard  be- 
,       fore. 

Chance  led  me  to  a  public  pleasure- 
ground. 
Where  I  grew  kindly  with  the  merry 

groups, 
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And  1)16886(1  the  Frenchman  for  hin  sim- 
ple art 

Of  being  domestic  in  the  light  of  day. 

His  language  has  no  word,  we  growl,  for 
Home  ; 

Bnt  he  can  find  a  fireside  in  the  sun, 

Play  with  his  child,  make  love,  and 
shriek  his  mind, 

By  throngs  of  strangers  undisprivacied. 

He  makes  his  life  a  public  gallery, 

Nor  feels  himself  till  what  he  feels  comes 
back 

In  manifold  reflection  from  without ; 

While  we,  each  pore  alert  with  con- 
sciousness. 

Hide  our  best  selves  as  we  had  stolen 
them. 

And  each  bystander  a  detective  were, 

Keen-eyed  for  every  chink  of  undisguise. 


So,  musing  o'er  the  problem  which  was 

best, — 
A  life  wide- windowed,  shining  all  abroad, 
Or  curtains  drawn  to  shield  from  sight 

profane 
The  rites  we  pay  to  the  mysterious  I,  — 
With  outward  senses  furlonghed  and 

head  bowed 
I  followed  some  fine  instinct  in  my  feet, 
Till,  to  unbend  me  from  the  loom  of 

thought, 
Looking  up  suddenly,  I  found  mine  eyes 
Confronted  with  the  minster's  vast  re- 
pose. 
Silent  and  gray  as  forest- leaguered  cUtf 
Left  inland  by  the  ocean's  slow  retreat. 
That  hears  afar  the   breeze-borne    rote 

and  longs, 
Remembering  shocks  of  surf  that  clomb 

and  fell, 
Spume-slidingdown  the  baffled  decuman, 
It  rose  before  me,  patiently  remote 
From  the  great  tides  of  life  it  breasted 

once, 
Hearing  the  noise  of  men  as  in  a  dream. 
I  stood  before  the  triple  northern  poit. 
Where  dedicated  shapes  of  saints  and 

kings. 
Stem  faces    bleared  with   immemorial 

watch, 
Looked  down  benignly  grave  and  seemed 

to  say,  • 

Ve  come  and  go  inceaaarU  ;  toe  re^nain 
Safe  in  the  hallowed  quiets  of  the  past  ; 
Be  rcvererU,  ye  who  flit  and  are  forgot^ 
Of  faith  so  nobly  realized  aa  this. 


I  seem  to  have  heard  it  said  by  learned 

folk 
Who  drench  you  with  uesthetics  till  you 

feel 
As  if  all  beauty  were  a  ghastly  bore. 
The  faucet  to  let  loose  a  wash  of  words. 
That  Gothic  is  not  Grecian,  therefore 

worse  ; 
But,  being  convinced  by  much  experi- 
ment 
How  little  inventiveness  there  is  in  man, 
Grave  copier  of  copies,  I  give  thanks 
For  a  new  relish,  careless  to  inquire 
My  pleasure's  pedigree,  if  so  it  please, 
Nobly,  I  mean,  nor  renegade  to  art. 
The  Grecian  gluts  me  with  its  perfect- 

ness, 
Unanswerable  as  Euclid,  self-contained. 
The  one  thing  finished  in  this  hasty 

world, 
Forever  finished,  though  the  barbarous 

pit. 
Fanatical  on  hearsay,  stamp  and  shout 
As  if  a  miracle  could  be  encored. 
But  ah  !  this  other,  this  that  never  ends, 
Still  climbing,  luring  fancy  still  to  climb. 
As  full  of  morals  half-divined  as  life. 
Graceful,  grotesque,  with  ever  new  sur- 
prise 
Of  hazardous  caprices  sure  to  please, 
Heavy  as  nightmare,  airy-light  as  fern. 
Imagination  s  very  self  in  stone  ! 
With  one  long  sigh  of  infinite  release 
From  pedantries  past,   present,    or  to 

come, 
I  looked,  and  owned  myself  a  happy 

Goth. 
Your  blood  is  mine,  ye  architects  of 

dream, 
Buildei-s  of  aspiration  incomplete, 
So  more  consummate,  souls  self-confi- 
dent. 
Who  felt  your  own  thought  worthy  of 

record 
In  monumental  pomp !  No  Grecian  drop 
Rebukes  these  veins  that  leap  with  kin- 
dred thrill. 
After  long  exile,  to  the  mother-tongue. 

Ovid  in  Pontus,  puling  for  his  Rome 
Of  men  invirile  and  disnatured  dames 
That   poison   sucked   from   the   Attic 

bloom  decayed. 
Shrank  with  a  shudder  from  the  blue- 
eyed  race 
Whose  force  rough-handed  should  re- 
new the  world. 


1 

1 
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And  from  the  dregs  of  Romulus  express 

And  shared  decorous  in  the  ancient  rite 

' 

Such  wine  as  Dante  poured*  or  he  who 

My  sterner  fathers  held  idolatrous. 

1 

blew 

The   service   over,   I    was   tranced  in 

i 

Rohuid's  vain  blast,  or  sang  the  Cam- 

thought :              , 
Solemn  the  deepening  vaults,  and  most 

peador 

to  me. 

1 

charse, 

Fresh  from  the  fragile  realm  of  deal  and 

1 

Homeric  juice,  chough  brimmed  in  Odin's 

paint. 
Or  brick    mock->piou8   with  a  marble 

1 

horn. 

And  they  could  buUd,  if  not  the  col- 

front; 

umned  fane 

Solemn  the  lift  of  high-embowered  roof. 

That  from  the  height  gleamed  seaward 

The  clustered    stems    that    spread    in 

many-hued, 

boughs  disleaved. 

Something    more    friendly  with    their 

Through  which  the  oigan  blew  a  dream 
ofstorm, 

ruder  skies : 

The  gray  spire,  molten  now  in  driving 

Though  not  more    potent  to   sublime 

mist. 

with  awe 

Now  lulled  with  the  incommunicable 
blue; 

And  shut  the  heart  up  in  tranquillity. 
Than  aisles  to  me  familiar  that  o'eN 

The  carvings  touched  to  meaning  new 

arch 

with  snow, 

The    conscious    silences    of    brooding 

Or  commented  with  fleeting  grace  of 

woods. 

shade; 

Centurial  shadows,  cloistere  of  the  elk  : 

1 

Tlie  statues,  motley  as  man's  memory. 

Yet  here  was  sense  of  undefined  regret. 

1 

Partial  as  that,  so  mixed  of  true  and 

Irreparable  loss,  uncertain  what : 

false, 

Was    all    this    grandeur  but  anachro- 

History and  legend  meeting  with  a  kiss 

nism, — 

Across    this    bound-mark    where  their 

A  shell  divorced  of  its  infonning  life, 

1 

realms  confine; 

Where  the  priest  housed  him  like  a 

1 
1 

The  painted  windows,  freaking  gloom 

hermit-crab. 

1 

with  slow, 
Dusking  the  sunshine  which  they  seem 

An  alien  to  that  faith  of  elder  days 

That  gathered  round  it  this  fair  shape 
of  stone? 

to  cheer. 

Meet  symbol  of  the  senses  and  the  soul, 
And  the  whole   pile,   grim  with    the 
Northman's  tnought 

Is  old  Religion  but  a  spectre  now, 
Hauntine   the    solitude    of    darkened 
minds. 

i 

i 

1        Of  life  and  death,  and  doom,  life's  equal 

Mocked  out  of  memory  by  the  sceptic 

1 

fee,- 

day? 

1 

These  were  before  me:    and  I  gazed 

Is  there  no  comer  safe  from  peeping 

1 

abashed. 

Doubt, 

1         Child  of  an  age  that  lectures,  not  creates. 

Since  Gutenberg  made  thought  cosmop- 

'.                 Plastering  our  swallow-nests  on  the  aw- 
'                          fill  Past, 

olite 

And    stretched    electric   threads    from 

1          1        And  twittering  round  the  work  of  larger 

mind  to  mind? 

1          j                men. 

Nay,  did  Faith  build  this  wonder?  or 

,                   As  we  had  builded  what  we  but  deface. 

did  Fear, 

Far  up  the  great  bells*  wallowed  in  de- 

That  makes  a  fetish  and  misnames  it 

1                         light, 

God 

1         Tossing  their  clangors  o'er  the  heedless 

(Blockish  or  metaphysic,  mattera  not), ' 
Contrive  this  coop  to  shut  its  tyrant  in, 

'                          town, 

1          '         To  call  the  worshippers  who  never  came, 

Appeased  with  playthings,  that  he  might 

Or  women  mostly,  in  loath  twos  and 
threes. 
1          1         I  entered,  reverent  of  whatever  shrine 

not  harm? 

I   turned   and  saw  a  beldame  on  her 

1          1         Guards  piety  and  solace  for  my  kind 

knees ; 

1                  .Or  Ki^es  the  soul  a  moment's  truce  of 

With  eyes  astray,   she  told  mechanic 

God, 

beads 

1 
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Before  some  shrine  of   saintly  woman- 
hood, 
Bribed  intercessor  with  the  far-off  Judge : 
Such  my  first  thought,  by  kindlier  soon 

rebuked. 
Pleading  for  whatsoever  touches  life 
With  upward  impulse:  be  He  nowhere 

else, 
God  is  in  all  that  liberates  and  lifts, 
In  all  that  humbles,  sweetens,  and  con- 
soles: 
Blessed  the  natures  shored  on  every  side 
With  landmarks  of  hereditary  thought  I 
Thrice  happy  they  that  wander  not  life- 
long 
Beyond  near  saccor  of  the  household 

faith. 
The  guarded  fold  that  shelters,  not  con- 
fines I 
Their  steps  find  patience  in  familiar 

paths. 
Printed  with  hope  by  loved  feet  gone 

before 
Of  parent,  child,  or  lover,  glorified 
By  simple  magic  of  dividing  Time. 
My  lids  were  moistened  as  the  woman 

knelt, 
And  —  was  it  will,  or  some  vibration 

fidnt 
Of  sacred    Nature,    deeper    than    the 

will?— 
My  heart  occultlv  felt  itself  in  hers. 
Through    mutual     intercession    gently 
leagued. 

Or  was  it  not  mere  sympathy  of  brain  ? 
A  sweetness  intellectually  conceived 
In  simpler  creeds  to  me  impossible? 
A  juggle  of  that  pity  for  ourselves 
In  others,  which  puts  on  such  pretty 

masl^ 
And  snares  self-love  with  bait  of  charity  ? 
Something  of  all  it  might  be,  or  of  none : 
Yet  for  a  moment  I  was  snatched  away 
And  had  the  evidence  of  thinf|[s  not  seen ; 
For  one  rapt  moment ;  then  it  all  came 

back. 
This  age  that  blots  out  life  with  question- 
marks, 
This  nineteenth  centuiy  with  its  knife 

and  glass 
That  make  thought  physical,  and  thrust 

far  off 
The  Heaven,  so  neighborly  with  man  of 

old, 
To  voids   sparse-sown    with  alienated 

stars. 


'T  is  irrecoverable,  that  ancient  faith. 
Homely  and  wholesome,  suited  to  the 

time. 
With  rod  or  candy  for  child-minded 

men : 
No  theolo^c  tube,  with  lens  on  lens 
Of    syllogism    transparent,    brings    it 

near,  — 
At  best  resolving  some  new  nebula, 
Or  blurring  some  fixed-star  of  hope  to 

mist 
Science  was  Faith  once;    Faith  were  ; 

Science  now,    —  '^ 

Would  she  but  lay  her  bow  and  arrows  by    \ 
And  arm  her  with  the  weapons  of  the 

time. 
Nothing  that  keeps  thought  out  is  safe 

from  thought. 
For    there 's    no  vii^n-fort    but   self- 
respect. 
And  Truth  defensive  hath  lost  hold  on 

God. 
Shall  we  treat  Him  as  if  He  were  a  child 
That  knew  not  His  own  purpose?  nor 

dare  trust 
The  Rock  of  Ages  to  their  chemic  tests. 
Lest  some  day  the  all-sustaining  bate 

divina 
Should  fail  from  under  us,  dissolved  in 

gas? 
The  armed  eye  that  with  a  glance  dis- 
cerns 
In  a  dry  blood-speck  between  ox  and 

man. 
Stares  helpless  at  this  miracle  called  life. 
This  shaping  potencv  behind  the  egg. 
This  circulation  swift  of  deity. 
Where  suns  and  systems  inconspicuous 

float 
As  the  poor  blood-disks  in  our  mortal 

veins. 
Each  age  most  worship  its  own  thought 

of  God, 
More  or  less  earthy,  clarifying  still 
With  subsidence  continuous  of  the  dregs ; 
Nor  saint  nor  sage  could  fix  immutably 
The  fluent  ima^  of  the  unstable  Best, 
Still  channng  in  their  very  hands  that 

wrougnt : 
To-day's  eternal  truth  To-morrow  proved 
Frail  as  frost-landscapes  on  a  window- 
pane. 
Meanwhile  Thou  smiledst,  inaccessible. 
At  Thought's  own  sabstance  made  a  cage 

for  Thought, 
And  Truth  locked  fast  with  her  own 

master-key ; 
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Nor  didst  Thon  reck  what  image  man 
might  make 

Of  his  own  shadow  on  the  flowing  world ; 

The  climbing  instinct  was  enough  for 
Thee. 

Or  wast  Thou,  then,  an  ebbing  tide  that 
left 

Strewn  with  dead  miracle  those  eldest 
shores, 

For  men  to  dry,  and  dryly  lecture  on, 

Thyself  thenceforth  incapable  of  flood  ? 

Idle  who  hopes  with  prophets  to  be 
snatched 

By  virtue  in  their  mantles  left  below  ; 

Shall  the  soul  live  on  other  men's  report, 

Herself  a  pleasing  fable  of  herself  ? 

Man  cannot  be  God's  outlaw  if  he  would, 

Nor  so  abscond  him  in  the  caves  of 
sense 

But  Nature  still  shall  search  some  crev- 
ice out 

With  messages  of  splendor  from  that 
Source 

Which,  dive  he,  soar  he,  baffles  still  and 
lures. 

This  life  were  bnitish  did  we  not  some- 
times 

Have  intimation  clear  of  wider  scope, 

Hints  of  occasion  infinite,  to  keep 

The  soul  alert  with  noble  discontent 

And  onward  yearnings  of  unstilled  de- 
sire ; 

Fruitless,  except  we  now  and  then  di- 
vined 

A  mystery  of  Purpose,  gleaming  through 

The  secular  confusions  of  the  world, 

Whose  will  we  darkly  accomplish,  doing 
ours. 

No  man  can  think  nor  in  himself  per- 
ceive. 

Sometimes  at  waking,  in  the  street 
sometimes. 

Or  on  the  hillside,  always  un forewarned, 

A  grace  of  being,  finer  than  himself. 

That  beckons  and  is  gone,  —  a  larger 
life 

Upon  his  own  impinging,  with  swift 
glimpse 

Of  spacious  circles  luminous  with  mind. 

To  which  the  ethereal  substance  of  his 
own 

Seems  but  gross  cloud  to  make  that 
visible. 

Touched  to  a  sudden  glory  round  the 
edge. 

Who  that  hath  known  these  visitations 
fleet 


Would  strive  to  make  them  trite  and 

ritual? 
I,  that  still  pray  at  morning  and  at  eve. 
Loving  those  roots  that  feed  us  from  the 

past. 
And  prizing  more  than  Plato  things  I 

learned 
At  that  best  academe,  a  mother's  knee, 
Thrice  in  my  life  perhaps  have  truly 

prayed, 
Thiice,  stirred  below  my  conscious  self, 

have  felt 
That  perfect  disenthral ment  which  is 

God; 
Nor    know    I    which    to    hold    worst 

enemy,  — 
Him  who  on  speculation's  windy  waste 
Would  turn  me  loose,  stript  of  the  rai- 
ment warm 
By  Faith  contrived  against  our  naked- 
ness. 
Or  him   who,    cruel-kind,    would  fain 

obscure. 
With  paintai  saints  and  paraphrase  of 

God, 
The  soul's  east-window  of  divine  sur- 
prise. 
Where  others  worship  I  but  look  and 

long; 
For,  though  not  recreant  to  my  fathers* 

faith. 
Its  forms  to  me  are  weariness,  and  most 
That    drony    vacuum    of    compulsory 

prayer, 
Still  pumping  phrases  for  the  Ineffable, 
Though  all  the  valves  of  memory  gasp 

and  wheeze. 
Words  that  have  drawn  transcendent 

meanings  up 
From  the  best  passion  of  all  bygone 

time. 
Steeped  through  with  tears  of  triumph 

and  remorse. 
Sweet  with  all  sainthood,  cleansed  in 

martyr-fires, 
Can  they,  so  consecrate  and  so  inspired, 
Bv  repetition  wane  to  vexing  wind  ? 
Alas  !  we  cannot  draw  habitual  breath 
In  the  thin  air  of  life's  supremer  heights. 
We  cannot  make  each  meal  a  sacrament. 
Nor  with  our  tailore  be  disbodied  souls,  — 
We  men,  too  conscious  of  earth's  comedy. 
Who  see  two  sides,  with  our  posed  selves 

debate. 
And  only  for  great  stakes  can  be  sub- ' 

lime! 
Let  us  be  thankful  when,  as  I  do  here, 
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We  can  read  Bethel  on  a  pile  of  stones. 
And,  seeing  where  God  ?ia3  been,  trust 
in  Him. 

Brave  Peter  Fischer  there  in  Nuremberg, 
Moulding    Saint  Sebald's  miracles    in 

bronze, 
Put  saint  and  stander-by  in  that  quaint 

garb 
Familiar  to  him  in  his  daily  walk, 
Not  doubting  God  could  grant  a  miracle 
Then  and  in  Nuremberg,  if  so  He  would  ; 
But  never  artist  for  three  hundred  years 
Hath  dared  the  contradiction  ludicrous 
Of  supernatural  in  modem  clothes. 
Perhaps  the  deeper  faith  that  is  to  come 
Will  see  God  rather  in  the  strenuous 

doubt, 
Than  in  the  creed  held  as  an  infant's 

hand 
Holds  puiposeless  whatsois  placed  there- 


Say  it  is  drift,  not  progress,  none  the 

less, 
With  the  old  sextant  of  the  fathers' 

cre«d, 
^  We  shape  our  courses  by  new-risen  stars. 
And,  still  lip-loyal  to  what  once  was 

truth, 
Smuggle  new  meanings  under  ancient 

names, 
Unconscious  perverts  of  the  Jesuit,  Time. 
Change  is  the  mask  that  all  Continuance 

wears 
To     keep    us    youngsters    harmlessly 

amused ; 
Meanwhile  some  ailing  or  more  watchful 

child. 
Sitting  apart,  sees  the  old  eyes  gleam 

out. 
Stem,  and  yet  soft  with  humorous  pity 

too. 
Whilere,  men  burnt  men  for  a  doubtful 

point. 
As  if  the  mind  were  quenchable  with 

fire, 
And  Faith  danced  round  them  with  her 

war-paint  on, 
Devoutly  savage  as  an  Iroquois  ; 
Now  Calvin  and  Servetus  at  one  board 
Snuff  in  grave  s}Tnpathy  a  milder  roast. 
And  o'er  tneir  claret  settle  Comte  unread. 
Fagot  and  stake  were  desperately  sin- 
cere : 
Our  cooler  martyrdoms  are  done  in  types ; 


And  flames  that  shine  in  controversial 

eyes 
Bum  out  no  brains  but  his  who  kindles 

them. 
This  is  no  age  to  get  cathedrals  built : 
Did  God,  then,  wait  for  one  in  Bethle- 
hem ? 
Worst  is  not  yet :  lo,  where  his  coming 

looms. 
Of  Earth's  anarchic  children  latest  bora. 
Democracy,  a  Titan  who  hath  learned 
To  laugh  at  Jove's  old-fashioned  thun- 
derbolts, — 
Could  he  not  also  foi^  them,   if  he 

would  f 
He,  better  skilled,  with  solyents  merci- 
less, 
Loosened  in  air  and  borne  on  every  wind. 
Saps  un  perceived :  the  calm  Olympian 

height 
Of  ancient  order  feels  its  bases  yield, 
And  pale  gods  glance  for  help  to  gods  as 

pale. 
What  will  be  left  of  good  or  worshipful, 
Of  spiritual  secrets,  mysteries, 
Of  fair  religion's  gusuxled  ht^ritage. 
Heirlooms  of  soul,  passed  downward  on- 
profaned 
From  eldest  Ind?    This  Western  giant 

coarse. 
Scorning  refinements  which   he   lacks 

himself. 
Lores  not  nor  heeds  the  ancestral  hie- 

i-archies, 
Each  rank  dependent  on  the  next  above 
In  orderly  gradation  fixed  as  fate. 
King  by  mere  manhood,  nor  allowing 

aught 
Of  holier  unction  than  the  sweat  of  toil ; 
In  his  own  strength  sufficient ;  called  to 

solve. 
On  the  rough  edges  of  society, 
Problems  long  sacred  to  the  choicer  few. 
And  improvise  what  elsewhere  men  re- 
ceive 
As  gifts  of  deity ;  tough  foundling  reared 
Where  every  man 's  nis  own  Melchise- 

dek. 
How  make  him  reverent  of  a  King  of 

kings  ? 
Or  Judge  self-made,  executor  of  laws 
By  him  not  first  discussed  and  voted  on  ? 
For  him  no  tree  of  knowledge  is  forbid, 
Or  sweeter  if  forbid.     How  save  the 

ark, 
Or  holy  of  holies,  unprofaned  a  day 
From  his  unscrapulous  curiosity 
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That  handles  eTerythin^  as  if  to  bay, 

Tossing  aside  what  fabncs  delicate 

Suit  not  the  rongh-and-tumble  of  his 
ways? 

What  hope  for  those  fine-nerved  humani- 
ties 

That  made  earth  gracious  once  with 
gentler  arts, 

Kow  the  rude  hands  have  caught  the 
trick  of  thought 

And  claim  an  equal  suffrage  with  the 
brain? 

The  bom  disciple  of  an  elder  time, 
(To  me  sufficient,  friendlier  than  the 

new,) 
Who  in  my  blood  feel  motions  of  the 

Past, 
I    thank    benignant    nature    most   for 

this, — 
A  force  of  sympathy,  or  call  it  lack 
Of  character  firm-planted,  loosing  me 
From  the  pent  chamber  of  habitual 

self 
To  dwell  enlarged  in  alien  modes  of 

thought, 
Haply  distasteful,  wholesomer  for  that, 
And  through  imagination  to  possess, 
As  they  were  mine,  the  lives  of  other 

men. 
This  growth  original  of  virgin  soil, 
Bv  fa-scination  felt  in  oppoiiites, 
Pleases    and    shocks,  entices  and   per- 
turbs. 
In  this  brown-fisted  rough,  this  shirt- 
sleeved  Cid, 
This  backwoods  Charlemagne  of  empires 

new. 
Whose    blundering   heel    instinctively 

finds  out 
The  goutier  foot  of  speechless  dignities. 
Who,  meeting  Caesar's  self,  would  slap 

his  back, 
Call  him  "  Old  Horse,"  and  challenge  to 

a  drink. 
My  lungs  draw  braver  air,  my  breast 

dilates 
With  ampler  manhood,  and  I  front  both 

worlds, 
Of  sense  and  spirit,  as  my  natural  fiefs. 
To  shane  and  then  reshape  them  as  1 

It  was  the  first  man*s  charter ;  why  not 

mine? 
How  forfeit?   when  deposed  in  other 

hands? 


Thou  shudder'st,  Ovid?    Dost  in  him 

forebode 
A  new  avatar  of  the  large-limbed  Goth, 
To  break,  or  seem  to  break,  tradition's 

clew. 
And  chase  to  dreamland  back  thy  gods 

dethroned? 
I  think  man's  soul  dwells  nearer  to  the 

east, 
Nearer  to  morning's  fountains  than  the 

sun; 
Herself  the  source  whence  all  tradition 

sprang. 
Herself  at  once  both  labyrinth  and  clew. 
The  miracle  fades  out  of  history. 
But  faith  and  wonder  and  the  primal 

earth 
Are  born  into  the  world  with  every  child. 
Shall  this  self-maker  with   the  prying 

eyes, 
This  creature  disenchanted  of  respect 
Bvthe  New  World's  new  fiend,  Pumioitv. 
Whose  testing  thumb  leaves  everywhere 

its  smutch. 
Not  one  day  feel  within  himself  the  need 
Of  loyalty  to  better  than  himself, 
That  shall  ennoble  him  with  the  upward 

look? 
Shall  he  not  catch  the  Voice  that  wan- 
ders earth, 
With  spiritual   summons,   dreamed  or 

heard, 
As  sometimes,  just  ere  sleep  seals  up  the 

sense. 
We  hear  our  mother  call  from  deeps  of 

Time, 
And,  waking,  find  it  vision,  —  none  the 

less 
The  benediction  bides,  old  skies  return. 
And  that  unreal  thing,  pre-eminent, 
Makes  air  and  dream  of  all  we  see  and 

feel? 
Shall  he  divine  no  strength  unmade  of 

votes,    • 
Inward,   impregnable,    found   soon   as 

sought. 
Not  cognizable  of  sense,  o'er  sense  su- 
preme? 
Else  were  he  desolate  as  none  before. 
His  holy  places  may  not  be  of  stone. 
Nor  made  with  hands,  yet  fairer  far  than 

aught 
By  artist  feigned  or  pious  ardor  reared, 
Fit  altars  for  who  guards  inviolate 
God's  chosen  seat,  the  sacred  form  of 

man. 
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Dotibtlpss  his  church  will  be  no  hospital 
For  superannuate  forms  and  mumping 

shanjs, 
No  parlor  where  men  issue  policies 
Of  life-assurance  on  the  Eternal  Mind, 
Nor  his  religion  but  an  ambulance 
To  fetch  life's  wounded  and  malinger- 
ers in. 
Scorned  by  the  strong;  yet  he,  uncon- 
scious heir 
To  the  influence  sweet  of  Athens  and  of 

Rome, 
And  old  Judaea's  gift  of  secret  fire, 
Spite  of  himself  shall  surely  learn  to 

know 
And  worship  some  ideal  of  himself. 
Some  divine  thing,  large-hearted,  broth- 
erly, 
Not  nice  in  trifles,  a  soft  creditor, 
Pleased  with  his  world,  and  hating  only 

cant. 
And,  if  his  Church  be  doubtful,  it  Is 

sure 
That,  in  a  world,  made  for  whatever  else, 
Not  made   for   mere   enjoyment,  in   a 

world 
Of  toil  but  half-requited,  or,  at  best, 
Paid  in  some  futile  currency  of  breath, 
A  world  of  incompleteness,  sorrow  swift 
And  consolation  laggard,  whatsoe'er 
The  form  of  building  or  the  creed  pro- 
fessed. 
The  Cross,  bold  type  of  shame  to  hom- 
age turned, 
Of  an  unfinished  life  that  sways  the 

world,  ' 
Shall  tower  as  sovereign  emblem  over 
all. 

The   kobold   Thought  nx>ves   with   us 

when  we  shift 
Our  dwelling  to  escape  him;   perched 

aloft 
On  the  first  load  of  household-stuff  he 

went; 
For,  where  the  mind  goes,  goee  old  fur- 
niture. 
I,  who  to  Chartres  came  to  feed  my  eye 
And  give  to  Fancy  one  clear  holiday. 
Scarce  saw  the  minster  for  the  thoughts 

it  stirred 
Buzzing  o'er  past  and  future  with  vain 

quest. 
Here  once  there  stood  a  homely  wooden 

church. 
Which  slow  devotion  nobly  changed  for 

this 


That   echoes   vaguely    to    my  modem 

steps. 
By  suffra^  universal  it  was  built, 
As  practised  then,  for  all  the  country 

came 
From  far  as  Rouen,  to  give  votes  for 

God, 
Each  vote  a  block  of  stone  securely  laid 
Obedient  to  the   master's   deep-mused 

plan. 
Will  what  our  ballots  rear,  responsible 
To  no  grave  forethought,  stand  so  long 

as  this  I 
Delight  like  this  the  eye  of  after  days 
Brightening  with  pride   that   here,  at 

least,  were  men 
Who  meant  and  did  the  noblest  thing 

they  knew? 
Can  our  religion  cope  with  deeds  like 

this? 
We,  too,  build  Gothic  contract-shams, 

l)ecause 
Our  deacons  have  discovered  that  it  pays, 
And  jx^ws  sell  better  unilcr  vaulted  roofs 
Of  plaster  painted  like  an  Indian  squaw. 
Shall  not  that  Western  Goth,  of  whom 

we  spoke, 
So  fiercely  practical,  so  keen  of  eye. 
Find  out,  some  day,  thut  nothing  pays 

but  God, 
Served  whether  on  the  smoke-shut  bat- 
tle-field. 
In  work  obscure  done  honestly,  or  vote 
For  truth  unpopular,  or  faith  maintained 
To  ruinous  convictions,  or  good  deeds 
Wrought  for  eood's  sake,  mindless  of 

heaven  or  nell  ? 
Shall  he  not  learn  that  all  prosperity, 
Whose  bases  stretch  not  dee|>er  than  the 

sense. 
Is  but  a  trick  of  this  world's  atmosphere, 
A  desert-bom  mirage  of  spire  and  dome. 
Or  find  too  late,  tne  Past's  long  lesson 

missed. 
That  dust  the  prophets  shake  from  off 

their  feet 
Grows  heavy  to  drag  down  both  tower 

and  wall? 
I  know  not ;  but,  sustained  by  sure 

belief 
That  man  still  rises  level  with  the  height 
Of  noblest  opportunities,  or  makes 
Such,  if  the  time  supply  not,  I  can  wait. 
1  gaze  round  on  the  windows,  pride  of 

France, 
Each  the  bright  gift  of  some  mechanic 

guild 
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Who  loved  their  city  and  thought  gold 

well  spent 
To  make  her  beautiful  with  piety ; 
1  pause,  transfigured  by  some  stripe  of 

bloom. 
And  my  mind   throngs  with  shining 

auguries, 
Circle  on  circle,  bright  as  seraphim. 
With  golden  trumpets,  silent,  that  await 
The  signal  to  blow  news  of  good  to  men. 

Then  the  revulsion  came  that  always 

conies 
After  these  dizzy  elations  of  the  mind : 
And  with  a  passionate  pang  of  doubt  I 

cried, 
**0  mountain -bom,  sweet  with  snow- 
filtered  air 
From  uncontaminate  wells  of  ether  drawn 
And  never-broken  secrecies  of  sk^, 
Freedom,  with  anguish  won,  misprized 

tUl  lost. 
They  keep  thee  not  who  from  thy  sacred 

eyes 
Catch  the  consuming  lust  of   sensual 

good 
And  the  brute's  license  of  unfettered 

will. 
Far  from  the  popular  shout  and  venal 

breath 
Of  Cleon  blowing;  the  moVs  baser  mind 
To  bubbles  of  wind-piloted  conceit. 
Thou  shrinkest,  gathering  up  thy  skirts, 

to  hide 
In  fortresses  of  solitary  thought 
And  private  virtue  strong  in  self-re- 
straint 
Must  we  too  forfeit  thee  misunderstood. 
Content  with  names,  nor  inly  wise  to 

know 
That  best  things  perish  of  their  own  ex- 


And  quality  o'er-driven  becomes  defect? 
Nay,  is  it  thou  indeed  that  we  have 

glimpsed, 
Or  rather  such  illusion  as  of  old 
Through  Athens  glided  menadlike  and 

B^me, 
A  shape  of  vapor,  mother  of  vain  dreams 
And  mutinous  traditions,  specious  plea 
Of  the  gLuved  tyrant  and  long-memoried 

priest?" 

I  walked  forth  saddened ;  for  all  thought 

is  sad. 
And   leaves  a  bitterish    savor  in  the 

brain, 


Tonic,  it  may  be,  not  delectable. 

And  turned,  reluctant,  for  a  parting  look 

At  those  old  weather-pitted  images 

Of  bygone  struggle,  now  so  sternly  calm. 

Aliont    their   shoulders   sparrows   had 

built  nests. 
And  fluttered,  chirping,  from  gray  perch 

to  perch. 
Now  on  a  mitre  poislnff,  now  a  crown, 
Irreverentlv  happy.     While  I  thought 
How  confident  they  were,  what,  careless 

hearts 
Flew    on  those  lightsome  wings   and 

shared  the  sun, 
A  larger  shadow  crossed ;  and  looking 

up, 
I  saw  where,  nesting  in  the  hoary  towers. 
The  sparrow-hawk  slid  forth  on  noise- 
less air. 
With  sidelong  head  that  watched  the 

joy  below, 
Grim  Norman  baron  o'er  this  clan  of 

Kelts. 
Enduring  Nature,  force  conservative, 
Indifferent  to  our  noisy  whims!    Men 

prate 
Of  all  heads  to  an  equal  grade  cashiered 
On  level  with  the  dullest,  and  expect 
(Sick  of  no  worse  distemper  than  them- 
selves) 
A  wondrous  cure-all  in  equality  ; 
They  reason  that  To-morrow  must  be 

wise 
Because  To-day  was  not,  nor  Yesterday, 
As  if  flood  days  were  shapen  of  them- 
selves, 
Not  of  the  very  lifeblood  of  men's  souls ; 
Meanwhile,    long-suffering,    imperturb- 
able, 
Thou  quietly  comj^let'st  thy  svllogism. 
And  from  the  premise  sparrow  here  below 
Draw'st  sure  conclusion  of   the  hawk 

above. 
Pleased  with  the  soft-billed  songster, 

pleased  no  less 
With  the  fierce  beak  of  natures  aquiline. 

Thou  beautiful  Old  Time,  now  hid  away 

In  the  Past's  valley  of  Avilion, 

Haply,  like  Arthur,  till  thy  wound  be 

healed, 
Then  to  reclaim  the  sword  and  crown 

again ! 
Thrice  beautiful  to  us ;  perchance  less 

fair 
To  who  possessed  thee,  as  a  mountain 

seems 
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To  dwellers  round  its  bases  but  a  heap 
Of  barren  obstacle  that  lairs  the  storm 
And  the  avalanche's  silent  bolt  holds 

back 
licashed  with  a  hair,  —  meanwhile  some 

far-oif  clown, 
Hereditary  delver  of  the  plain. 
Sees  it  an  unmoved  vision  of  repose, 
Nest  of  the  morning,  and  coiyectures 

there 
The  dance  of  streams  to  Idle  shepherds* 

pipes, 
And  fairer  habitations  softly  hnng 
On  breezy  slopes,  or  hi«l  in  valleys  cool. 
For    happier    men.      No    moi-tal    ever 

dreams 
That  the  scnot  isthmns  he  encamps  upon 
Between  two  oceans,  one,  the  Stormy, 


And  one,  the  Peaceful,  yet  to  venture  on. 
Has  been  that  future  whereto  prophets 

yearned 
For  the  fulfilment  of  Earth's  cheated 

hope. 
Shall  be  that  post  which  nerveless  poets 

moan 
As  the  lost  opportunity  of  song. 

0  Power,  more  near  my  life  than  life 
itself 

(Or  what  seems  life  to  xis  in  sense  im- 
mured), 

Even  as  the  roots,  shut  in  the  darksome 
earth, 


Share  in  the   tree-top*s  joyance,   and 

conceive 
Of  sunshine  and  wide  air  and  winged 

things 
By  sympathy  of  nature,  so  do  I 
Have  evidence  of  Thee  so  far  above. 
Yet  in  and  of  me !    Rather  Thou  the 

root 
Invisibly  sustaining,  hid  in  light. 
Not  darkness,  or  in  darkness  made  by 

us. 
If  sometimes  I  must  hear  good   men 

debate 
Of  other  witness  of  Thyself  than  Thou, 
As  if  there  needed  any  help  of  ours 
To  nurse  Thy  flickering  hfe,  that  else 

must  cease, 
Blown  out,  as  't  were  a  candle,  by  men's 

breath. 
My  soul  shall  not  be  taken  in  their  snare, 
To  change  her  inward  surety  for  their 

doubt 
Muffled  from  sight  in  formal  robes  of 

proof: 
While  she  can  only  feel  herself  through 

Thee, 
I  fear  not  Thy  withdrawal ;  more  I  fear. 
Seeing,  to  know  Thee  not,  hoodwinked 

with  dreams 
Of  signs  and  wonders,  while,  unnoticed. 

Thou, 
Walking  Thy  garden  still,  communist 

with  men. 
Missed  in  the  commonplace  of  miracle. 


^     ,  "  Cosdenza  ftisca 

O  delk  propria  o  dell'  altnii  vereogiui 
Pur  senliri  la  tua  parola  bruaca/* 

If  I  let  fall  a  word  of  bitter  mirth 

When  public  shames  more  shamefiil  pardon  won. 

Some  have  mi^udged  me,  and  my  service  done, 

If  small,  yet  faithful,  deemed  of  little  worth  : 

Through  veins  that  drew  their  life  from  Western  evth 

Two  hundred  years  and  more  my  blood  lialh  nm 

In  no  polluted  course  from  sire  to  son  ; 

And  thus  was  I  predestined  ere  my  birth 

To  love  the  soil  wherewith  mv  fibres  own 

Instinctive  S3nnpathies  ;  yet  love  it  so 

As  honor  would,  nor  lightly  to  dethrone 

Judgment,  the  stamp  of  manhood,  nor  forego 

The  son's  right  to  a  mother  dearer  grown 

With  growing  knowledge  and  more  chaste  than  snow« 
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*«*  Headers,  it  is  hoped,  will  remember  that,  bj  his  Ode  at  the  Harvard  Com- 
memoration, the  author  had  precluded  himself  from  manj  of  the  natural  outlets 
of  thought  and  feeling  common  to  such  occasions  as  are  celebrated  in  these 
poems.  


ODE 

BEAD  AT  THE  ONE  HTTNDBEDTH  ANNI- 
YEB8ARY  OF  THE  FIGHT  AT  OONOOBD 
BBIDGE. 

19rH  Apbil,  1876i 

L 

Who  cometh  over  the  hOls, 
Her  flarments  with  mominff  sweet. 
The  dance  of  a  thousand  rills 
Making  music  before  her  feet  t 
Her  presence  freshens  the  air ; 
Sunsnine  steals  light  from  her  face ; 
The  leaden  footstep  of  Care 
L«&pe  to  the  tune  of  her  pace. 
Fairness  of  all  that  is  fair, 
Grace  at  the  heart  of  all  grace, 
Sweetener  of  hut  and  of  hall, 
Brinser  of  life  out  of  naught. 
Freedom,  O,  fairest  of  all 
The  daughters  of  Time  and  Thought  t 

IL 

She  cometh,  cometh  to-day  : 
Hark  1  hear  ye  not  her  tread, 
Sending  a  thnll  through  your  clay, 
Under  the  sod  there,  ye  dead. 
Her  nurslings  and  champions ! 
Do  ye  not  hear,  as  she  comes, 
The  bay  of  the  deep-mouthed  gona. 


The  gathering  buzz  of  the  drums  t 
The  bells  that  called  ye  to  prayer. 
How  wildly  they  clamor  on  her. 
Crying,  ''She  cometh  !  prepftre 
Her  to  praise  and  her  to  honor. 
That  a  nundred  years  ngo 
Scattered  here  in  blood  and  tears 
Potent  seeds  wherefrom  should  now 
Gladness  for  s.  hundred  years  1 

III. 
Tell  me,  young  men,  haye  ye  seen. 
Creature  of  diyiner  mien 
For  true  hearts  to  long  and  cry  for. 
Manly  hearts  to  live  and  die  for  f 
What  hath  she  that  others  want  f 
Brows  that  all  endearments  haunt. 
Eyes  that  make  it  sweet  to  dare. 
Smiles  that  cheer  untimely  death 
Looks  that  fortify  despair. 
Tones  more  braye  than  trumpet's  breath ; 
Tell  me,  maidens,  haye  ye  known 
Household  charm  more  sweetly  rare, 
Grace  of  woman  ampler  blown. 
Modesty  more  debonair. 
Younger  heart  with  wit  full  grown  f 
O  for  an  hour  of  my  prime. 
The  pulse  of  my  hotter  years, 
That  I  might  praise  her  in  rhyme 
Would  tingle  your  eyelids  to  tears. 
Our  sweetness,  our  strength,  and  our  star, 
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Our  hope,  onr  joy,  and  our  trust, 
Who  lifted  us  out  of  the  dust, 
And  made  us  whatever  we  are  I 


Whiter  than  moonshine  upon  snow 
Her  raiment  is,  but  round  the  hem 
Crimson  stained  ;  and,  as  to  and  fro 
Her  sandals  flash,  we  see  on  them. 
And  on  her  instep  veined  with  blue, 
Flecks  of  crimson,  on  those  fair  feet^ 
High-arched,  Diana-like,  and  fleet. 
Fit  for  no  grosser  stain  than  dew  : 
0,  call  them  rather  chrisms  than  stains, 
Sacred  and  from  heroic  veins  I 
For,  in  the  glory-guarded  pass, 
Her  haughty  and  far-shining  head 
She  bowed  to  shrive  Leonidas 
With  his  imperishable  dead  ; 
Her,  too,  Morgarten  saw, 
Where  the  Swiss  lion  fleshed  his  icy  paw; 
She  followed  Cromwell's  quenchless  star 
Where  the  grim  Puritan  tread 
Shook  Mai-ston,  Naseby,  and  Dunbar : 
Yea,  on  her  feet  are  dearer«dyes 
Tet  fresh,  nor  looked  on  with  unteazful 
eyes. 

V. 

Our  fathers  found  her  in  the  woods 
Where  Nature  meditates  and  broods, 
The  deeds  of  unexampled  things 
Which  Time  to  consummation  brings 
Through  life  and  death  and  man*s  un- 
stable moods ; 
They  met  her  here,  not  recognized, 
A  sylvan  huntress  clothed  in  furs. 
To  whose  chaste  wants  her  bow  sufficed. 
Nor  dreamed  what  destinies  were  hers  : 
She  taught  them  bee-like  to  create 
Their  simpler  forms  of  Church  and  State; 
She  taught  them  to  endue 
The  past  with  other  functions  than  it 

Knew, 
And  turn  in  channels  strange  the  uncer- 
tain stream  of  Fate ; 
Better  than  all,  she  fenced  them  in  their 

need 
With  iron-handed  Duty's  sternest  creed, 
'Gainst  Selfs  lean  wolf  that  ravens  word 
and  deed. 

VT. 

Why  Cometh  she  hither  to-day 
To  this  low  village  of  the  plain 
Far  from  the  Present's  loud  highwav, 
From  Trade's  cool  heart  and  seething 
brain? 


Why  Cometh  she  ?  She  was  not  far  away. 
Since  the  soul  touched  it,  not  in  vain, 
W^ith  pathos  of  immortal  gain, 
'T  is  here  her  fondest  memories  stay. 
She  loves  yon  pine-bemunnured  ridge 
Where  now ourbroad-browed poet  sleeps 
Dear  to  both  Englands ;  near  him  he 
Who  wore  the  ring  of  Canace  ; 
But  most  her  heart  to  rapture  leaps 
Where  stood  that  era-parting  brio^, 
O'er  which,  with  footfall  still  as  dew. 
The  Old  Time  passed  into  the  New ; 
Where,  as  your  stealthy  river  creeps. 
He  whispers  to  his  listening  weeds 
Tales  of  sublimest  homespun  deeds. 
Here  English  law  and  English  thought 
'Gainst  the  self-will  of  England  fou^t ; 
And  here  were  men  (coequal  with  their 

fate), 
Who  did  great  thmgs,  unconscious  they 

were  great. 
They  dreamed  not  what  a  die  was  cast 
Witn  that  first  answering  shot ;  what 

then! 
There  was  their  duty ;  they  were  men 
Schooled  the  soul's  inward  gospel  to  obey, 
Though  leading  to  the  lion's  den. 
They  felt  the  habit-hallowed  world  give 

way 
Beneath  their  lives,  and  on  went  they, 
Unhap^  who  was  last. 
When  Buttrick  gave  the  word. 
That  awful  idol  of  the  unchallenged  Past, 
Strong  in  their  love,  and  in  their  lineago 

strong. 
Fell  crashing :  if  they  heard  it  not. 
Yet  the  earth  heard. 
Nor  ever  hath  foigot, 
As  on  from  startled  throne  to  throne. 
Where  Superstition  sate  or  oonscions 

Wrong, 
A  shudder  ran  of  some  dread  birth  un- 
known. 
Thrice  venerable  spot  I 
River  more  fateful  than  the  Rubicon  t 
O'er  those  red  planks,  to  snatch  her  dia- 
dem, 
Man's  Hope,  star-girdled,  sprang  with 

them, 
And  over  ways  untried  the  feet  of  Doom 
strode  on. 

VTI. 

Think  you  these  felt  no  charms 

In  their  gray  homesteads  and  embowered 

fums? 
In  household  faces  waiting  at  the  door 
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Their  evening  step  should  lighten  up  no 

more  f 
In  fields  their  boyish  feet  had  known  ? 
In  trees  their  fathers'  hands  had  aet, 
And  which  with  them  had  grown. 
Widening  each  year  their  l^y  coronet  ? 
Felt  they  no  pang  of  passionate  regret 
For  those  uusolid  goods  that  seem  so 

much  our  own  ? 
These  things  are  dear  to  every  man  that 

lives, 
And  life  prized  more  for  what  it  lends 

than  gives. 
Yea,  many  a  tie,  through  iteration  sweet, 
Strove  to  detain  their  fatal  feet ; 
And  yet  the  enduring  half  the^  chose, 
Whose  choice  decides  a  man  life's  slave 

or  king. 
The  invisime  things  of  God  before  the 

seen  and  known  : 
Therefore  their  memory  inspiration  blows 
With  echoes  gathering  on  from  zone  to 

zone; 
For  manhood  is  the  one  immortal  thing 
Beneath  Time's  changeful  sky, 
And,  where  it  lightened  once,  from  age 

to  age. 
Men  come  to  learn,  in  grateful  pilgrim- 
age. 
That  length  of  days  is  knowing  when  to 

die. 

vm. 
What  marvellous  change  of  things  and 

men  ! 
She,  a  world-wandering  orphan  then. 
So  mighty  now  I    Those  are  her  streams 
That  whirl  the  myriad,  myriad  wheels 
Of  all  that  does,  and  all  that  dreams, 
Of  all  that  thinks,  and  all  that  feels, 
Through  spaces  stretched  from  sea  to  sea ; 
By  idle  tongues  and  busy  brains. 
By  who  doth  right,  and  who  refrains, 
Hers  are  our  losses  and  our  gains  ; 
Our  maker  and  our  victim  she. 

IX. 

Maiden  half  mortal,  half  divine. 

We  triumphed  in  thy  coming;  to  the 
brinks 

Our  hearts  were  filled  with  pride's  tu- 
multuous wine ; 

Better  to-day  who  rather  feels  than 
thinks. 

Yet  will  some  graver  thoughts  intnide, 

And  cares  of  sterner  mood  ; 

They  won  thee  :  who  shall  keep  thee  ? 
From  the  deeps 


Where  discrowned  empires  o'er  their 
ruins  brood. 

And  many  a  thwarted  hope  wrings  its 
weak  hands  and  weeps, 

I  hear  the  voice  as  of  a  mighty  wind 

From  all  heaven's  caverns  rushing  un- 
confined, 

"  I,  Freedom,  dwell  with  {knowledge  : 
I  abide 

With  men  whom  dust  of  faction  cannot 
bUnd 

To  the  slow  tracings  of  the  Eternal 
Mind; 

With  men  by  culture  trained  and  for- 
tified, , 

WTio  bitter  duty  to  sweet  lusts  prefer, 

Fearless  to  counsel  and  obey. 

Conscience  my  sceptre  is,  and  law  my 
sword, 

Not  to  be  drawn  in  passion  or  in  play, 

But  terrible  to  punish  and  deter ; 

Implacable  as  God's  word, 

Like  it,  a  shepherd's  crook  to  them  that 
blindly  err. 

Your  firm-pulsed  sires,  my  martyrs  and 
my  saints, 

Ofishoots  of  that  one  stock  whose  patient 
sense 

Hath  known  to  mingle  flux  with  per- 
manence, 

Rated  mv  chaste  denials  and  restraints 

Above  tne  moment's  dear-paid  para- 
dise : 

Beware  lest,  shifting  with  Time's  gradual 
creep. 

The  light  that  guided  shine  into  your 
eyes. 

The  envious  Powers  of  ill  nor  wink  nor 


Be  therefore  timely  wise. 

Nor  laugh  when  this  one  steals,  and  that 

one  lies, 
As  if  your  luck  could  cheat  those  sleep- 
less spies, 
Till  the  deaf  Fury  comes  your  house  to 

sweep ! " 
I  hear  the  voice,  and  unaffrighted  bow  ; 
Ye  shall  not  be  prophetic  now, 
Heralds  of  ill,  that  darkening  fly 
Between  my  vision  and  the  rainbowed 

sky, 
Or  on  the  left  your  hoarse  forebodings 

croak 
From  many  a  blasted  bough 
On  Yggdrasil's  storm-sinewed  oak. 
That  once  was  green,  Hope  of  the  Wes^ 
as  thou : 
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Tet  pardon  if  I  tremble  while  I  boast ; 
For  1  hare  loved  as  those  who  pardon 
most. 


Away,  ungrateful  doubt,  away  t 
At  least  she  is  our  own  to-day. 
Break  into  rapture,  my  song, 
Verses,  leap  forth  in  the  sun, 
Bearing  the  jovance  along 
Like  a  train  of  fire  as  ye  run  I 
Pause  not  for  choosing  of  words, 
Let  them  but  blossom  and  sing 
Blithe  as  the  orchards  and  biras 
With  the  new  coming  of  spring ! 
Dance  in  your  jollity,  bells  ; 
Shout,  cannon ;  cease  not,  ye  drums  ; 
Answer,  ye  hillside  and  dells  ; 
Bow,  all  ye  people  !    She  comes. 
Radiant,  calm-fronted,  as  when 
She  hallowed  that  April  day. 
Stay  with  us  !    Yes,  thou  shalt  stay, 
Softener  and  strenffthener  of  men. 
Freedom,  not  won  oy  the  vain, 
Not  to  be  courted  in  play, 
Not  to  be  kept  without  pain. 
Stay  with  us  1    Yes,  thou  wilt  stay, 
Handmaid  and  mistress  of  all, 
Kindler  of  deed  and  of  thought, 
Thou  that  to  hut  and  to  hall 
Equal  deliverance  brought  I 
Souls  of  her  martyrs,  draw  near. 
Touch  our  dull  lips  with  your  fire. 
That  we  may  praise  without  fear 
Her  our  delight,  our  desire, 
Our  faith's  inextinguishable  star. 
Our  hope,  our  remembrance,  our  trust. 
Our  present^  our  past,  our  to  be, 
Who  will  mingle  her  life  with  our  dust 
And  makes  us  deserve  to  be  free  1 


tTKDEB  THE  OLD  ELM. 

POEM  READ  AT  CAMBRIDGE  ON  THE 
HUNDREDTH  ANNITERSARY  OP  WASH- 
INGTON'S TAKING  COMMAND  OF  THE 
AMERICAN  ARMY,  8D  JULY,  1776. 

L 
1. 

Words  pass  as  wind,  but  where  great 

deeds  were  done 
A  power  abides  transfused  from  sire  to 

son  : 
The  boy  feels  deeper  meanings  thrill  his 


That  tingling  through  his  pulse  lifelong 

shall  run. 
With  sure  impulsion  to  keep  honor  clear. 
When,  pointing  down,  his  father  whis- 
pers, **  Here, 
Here,  where  we   stand,  stood  he,  the 

purely  Great, 
Whose  soul  no  siren  passion  could  un- 

sphere. 
Then  nameless,  now  a  power  and  mixed 

with  fate." 
Historic  town,  thou  boldest  sacred  dust. 
Once  known  to  men  as  pious,  learned, 

just. 
And  one  memorial  pile  that  dares  to  last ; 
But  Memory  greets  with  reverential  kiss 
No  spot  in  all  thy  circuit  sweet  as  this, 
Toucned  by  that  modest  glory  as  it  past. 
O'er  which  yon  elm  hath  piously  dis- 
played 
These  hundred  years  its  monumental 
shade. 

2. 
Of  our  swift  passage  through  this  scenery 
Of  life  and  death,  more  durable  than  we. 
What  landmark  so  congenial  as  a  tree 
Repeating  its  green  legend  every  spring, 
And,  with  a  yearly  ring, 
Recording  the  fair  seasons  as  they  flee. 
Type    of   our  brief  but    still-renewed 

mortality  ? 
We  fall  as  leaves  :  the  immortal  trunk 

remains, 
Builded  with  costly  Juice  of  hearts  and 

brains 
Gone  to  the  mould  now,  whither  all  that 

be 
Vanish  retumless,  yetarcprocreant  still 
In  human  lives  to  come  of  good  or  ill, 
And  feed  unseen  the  roots  of  Destiny. 


II. 


Men's  monuments,  grown  old,  foiget 

their  names 
They  should  eternize,  but  the  place 
Where  shining  souls  have  passed  imbibes 

a  srace 
Beyond  mere  earth  ;  some  sweetness  of 

their  fames 
Leaves  in  the  soil  its  unextinguished 

trace. 
Pungent,  pathetic,  sad  with  nobler  aims. 
That  penetrates  our  lives  and  heightens 

tnem  or  shames. 
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This  inBubstantial  world  aod  fleet 
Seems  solid  for  a  moment  when  we  stand 
On  dust  ennobled  by  heroic  feet 
Once  mighty  to  sustain  a  tottering  land, 
And  mighty  still  such  burthen  to  upbear. 
Nor  doomed  to  tread  the  jMith  of  things 

that  merely  were : 
Our  sense,  refined  with  virtue  of  the  spot, 
Across  the  mists  of  Lethe's  sleepy  stream 
Recalls  him,  the  sole  chief  without  a 

blot, 
Ko  more  a  pallid  image  and  a  dream, 
But  as  he  dwelt  with  men  decorously 

supreme. 

2. 
Our  erosser  minds  need  this  terrestrial 

hint 
To  raise  long-buiied  days  from  tombs  of 

print: 
"Here  stood  he,"  softly  we  repeat. 
And  lo,  the  statue  shrined  and  still 
In  that  gray  minster-front  we  call  the 

Past, 
Feels  in  its  frozen  veins  our  pulses  thrill. 
Breathes  living  air  and  mocks  at  Death's 

deceit. 
It  warms,  it  stirs,  comes  down  to  us  at 

last. 
Its  features  human  with  familiar  light, 
A  man,  beyond  the  historian's  art  to  Kill, 
Or  sculptor's  to  efface  with  patient  chisel- 
blight. 

3. 
Sure  the  dumb  earth  hath  memory,  nor 

for  naught 
Was  Fancy  given,  on  whose  enchanted 

loom 
Present  and  Past  commingle,  fruit  and 

bloom 
Of  one  fair  bough,  inseparably  wrought 
Into  the  seamless  tapestry  of  thought. 
So  charmed,  with  undeluded  eye  we  see 
In  history's  fragmentary  tale 
Bright  clews  of  continuity, 
Learn  that  high  natures  over  Time  pre- 
vail, 
And  feel  ourselves  a  link  in  that  entail 
That  binds  all  ages  past  with  all  that 

are  to  be. 

IIL 

1. 
Beneath  our  consecrated  elm 
A  century  ago  he  stood. 
Famed  vaguely  for  that  old  fight  in  the 
wood 


Whose  red  suxge  sought,  but  could  not 

overwhelm 
The  life  foredoomed  to  wield  our  rough- 
hewn  helm :  — 
From  colleges,  where  now  the  gown 
To  arms  h^  yielded,  from  the  town. 
Our  rude  self-summoned  levies  flocked 

to  see 
The  new-come  chiefs  and  wonder  which 

was  he. 
No  need  to  question  long  ;  close-lipped 

and  tall. 
Long  trained  in  murder-brooding  forests 

lone 
To  bridle  others'  clamors  and  his  own. 
Firmly  erect,  he  towered  above  them 

all. 
The  incarnate  discipline  that  was  to 

free 
With  iron  curb  that  armed  democracy. 

2. 
A  motley  rout  was  that  which  came  to 

stare. 
In  raiment  tanned  by  years  of  sun  and 

storm. 
Of  every  shape  that  was  not  uniform. 
Dotted  with  regimentals  here  and  there ; 
An  army  all  of  captains,  used  to  pra^ 
And  stiff  in  fight>   but  serious  drill's 

despair. 
Skilled   to    debate   their    orders,    not 

obey; 
Deacons  were  there,  selectmen,  men  of 

note 
In  half-tamed  hamlets  ambushed  round 

with  woods. 
Ready  to  settle  Freewill  by  a  vote. 
But  largely  liberal  to  its  private  moods ; 
Prompt  to  assert  by  manners,  voice,  or 

pen, 
Or  ruder  arms,  their  rights  as  English- 
men, 
Nor  much  fastidious  as  to  how  and 

when  : 
Yet  seasoned  stuff  and  fittest  to  create 
A    thought-staid    army    or   a   lasting 

state: 
Haughty  they  said  he  was,  at  first; 

severe  ; 
But  owned,  as  all  men  own,  the  steady 

hand 
U^n  the  bridle,  patient  to  command, 
Prized,  as  all  prize,  the  justice  pure 

from  fear, 
And  learned  to  honor  first,  then  love 

him,  then  revere. 


426 


THREE  MEMORIAL  POEMS. 


Such  power  there  ia  in  clear-eyed  self- 
restraint 

And  purpoee  clean  as  light  from  every 
selfish  taint. 

8. 

Musing  beneath  the  le^ndary  tree, 

The  years  between  fun  off :  I  seem  to 
see 

.  The  sun-flecks,  shaken  the  stirred  foliage 
through, 

Dapple  with  gold  his  sober  buff  and 

And  weave  prophetic  aureoles  round  the 

head 
That  shines  our  beacon  now  nor  darkens 

with  the  dead. 
0,  man  of  silent  mood, 
A  stranger  among  strangers  then, 
How  art  thou  since  renowned  the  Great, 

the  Good, 
Familiar  as  the  day  in  all  the  homes  of 

men  ! 
The  winded  years,  that  winnow  praise 

and  blame, 
Blow  many  names  out :  they  but  fan  to> 

flame 
The  self-renewing  splendors  of  thy  fame. 


IV. 


How  many  subtlest  influences  unite, 
With  spiritual  touch  of  joy  or  pain, 
Invisible  as  air  and  soft  as  light, 
To  bodv  forth  that  ima^  of  the  brain 
We  call  our  (Country,  visionary  shape. 
Loved  more  than  woman,  fuller  of  flre 

than  wine, 
Whose  charm  can  none  define, 
'Not  any,  though  he  flee  it,  can  escape  ! 
All  party-colored   threads  the  weaver 

Time 
Sets  in  his  web,  now  trivial,  now  sub- 
lime, 
All  memories,  all  forebodings,  hopes  and 

fears. 
Mountain  and  river,  forest,  prairie,  sea, 
A  hill,  a  rock,  a  homestead,  field,  or  tree. 
The  casual    gleanings    of   unreckoned 

years,  • 

Take  goddess-shape  at  last  and  there  is 

She, 
Old  at  our  birth,  new  as  the  springing 

hours. 
Shrine  of  our  weakness,  fortress  of  our 

powers. 


Consoler,  kindler,  peerless  mid  her  neen^ 
A  force  that  'neath  our  conscious  oeing 

stirs, 
A  life  to  give  ours  permanence,  when  we 
Are  borne  to  miDgte  our  poor  earth  with 

hers. 
And  all  this  flowing  world  goes  with  us 

on  our  biers. 

2. 

Nations  are  long  results,  by  ruder  ways 

Gathering  the  might  that  warrants 
length  of  days ; 

They  may  be  pieced  of  half-reluctant 
shares 

Welded  by  hammer-strokes  of  broad- 
brained  kings. 

Or  from  a  doughty  people  grow,  the 
heirs 

Of  wise  traditions  widening  cautious 
rings; 

At  best  they  are  computable  things, 

A  strength  behind  us  making  us  feel 
bold 

In  right,  or,  as  may  chance,  in  wrong ; 

Whose  force  by  figures  may  be  summed 
and  told, 

So  many  soldiers,  ships,  and  dollais 
strong. 

And  we  but  drops  that  bear  compulsory 
part 

In  the  dumb  throb  of  a  mechanic  heart ; 

But  Country  is  a  shape  of  each  man's 
mind 

Sacred  from  definition,  unoonfined 

By  the  cramped  walls  where  daily  drudg- 
eries ffnnd ; 

An  inwara  vision,  yet  an  outward  birth 

Of  sweet  familiar  heaven  and  earth  ; 

A  brooding  Presence  that  stirs  motions 
blind 

Of  wings  ¥rithin  our  embryo  being's  shell 

That  wait  but  her  completer  speU 

To  make  us  eagle-natured,  fit  to  dare 

Life's  nobler  spaces  and  untarnished  air. 

8. 

You,  who  hold  dear  this  self-conceived 

ideal, 
Whose  faith  and  works  alone  can  make 

it  real, 
Bring  all  your  fairest  gifts  to  deck  her 

shrine 
Who  lifts  our  lives  away  from  Thine  and 

Mine 
And  feeds  the  lamp  of  manhood  more 

divine 
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With  fragrant  oils  of  queuchlees  con- 
stancy. 
Wlien  all  haye  done  their  utmost,  snrely 

he 
Hath  given  the  best  who  gives  a  charac- 
ter 
Erect  and  constant^  which  nor  any  shock 
Of  loosened  elements,  nor  the  forceful 

'  sea 
Of  flowinff  or  of  ebbing  fates,  can  stir 
From  its  deep  bases  in  the  living  rock 
Of  ancient  manhood's  sweet  security  : 
And  this  he  gave,  serenely  far  from  pride 
As    baseness,    boon    with     prosperous 

stars  allied, 
Part  of  what  nobler  seed  shall  in  our 
loins  abide. 

i. 

No  bond  of  men  as  common  pride  so 
strong, 

In  names  time-filtered  for  the  lips  of 
song, 

Still  operant,  with  the  primal  Forces 
bound 

Whose  currents,  on  their  spiritual  round. 

Transfuse  our  mortal  wiU  nor  are  gain- 
said : 

These  are  their  arsenals,  these  the  ex- 
haustless  mines 

That  ^ve  a  constant  heart  in  great  de- 
signs ; 

These  are  the  stuff  whereof  such  dreams 
are  made 

As  make  heroic  men  :  thus  surely  he 

Still  holds  in  place  the  massy  blocks  he 
laid 

'Neath  our  new  frame,  enforcing  soberly 

The  self-control  that  makes  and  keeps  a 
people  free. 


1. 

0,  FOR  a  drop  of  that  Cornelian  ink 
Which  gave  Agricola   dateless  length 

of  days, 
To  celebrate  him  fitly,  neither  swerve 
To  phrase  unkempt,  nor  pass  discretion's 

brink. 
With  him  so  statue-like  in  sad  reserve, 
So  diffident  to  claim,  so  forward  to  de- 
serve ! 
Nor  need  I  shun  due  influence  of  his 

£une 
Who,  mortal  among  mortals,  seeioed  as 
now 


The  equestrian  shape  with  unimpassioned 

brow. 
That  paces  silent  on  through  vistas  of 

acclaim. 

2. 

What  figure  more  immovably  august 
Than  that  grave  strength  so  patient  and 

so  pure. 
Calm  in  good  fortune,  when  it  wavered, 

sure. 
That  mind  serene,  impenetrably  iust, 
Modelled  on  classic  lines  so  simple  they 

endure? 
That  soul  so  softly  radiant  and  so  white 
The  track  it  left  seems  less  of  fire  than 

light. 
Cold  but  to  such  as  love  distemperature  ? 
And  if  pure  light,  as  some  deem,  be  the 

foree 
That  drives  rejoicing  planets  on  their 

courae. 
Why  for  his  power  benign  seek  an  im- 

purer  source  ? 
His  was  the  true  enthusiasm  that  bums 

long, 
Domestically  bright. 
Fed  from  itself  and  shy  of  human  sight, 
The  hidden  force  that  makes  a  lifetime 

strong. 
And  not  the  short-lived  fuel  of  a  song. 
Passionless,  say  you  I    What  is  passioii 

for 
But  to  sublime  onr  natures  and  control 
To  front  heroic  toils  with  late  return. 
Or  none,  or  such  as  shames  the  con* 

queror  ? 
That  fire  was  fed  with  substance  of  ths 

soul 
And  not  with  holiday  stubble,  that  could 

bum, 
Unpraised  of  men  who  after  bonfires  ran, 
Through  seven  slow  yeara  of  unadvancing 

war, 
Equal  when  fields  were  lost  or  fields  wen 

won, 
With  breath  of  popular   applause   oi 

blame. 
Nor  fanned  nor  damped,  unquenchabl]f 

the  same,' 
Too  inward  to  be  reached  by  flaws  of  idl< 

fame. 

8. 
Soldier  and  statesman,  rarest  unison  ; 
High-poised  example  of  great  duties  don^ 
Simply  as  breathing,  a  world's  honors 
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As  life's  indifferent  gifts  to  all  men  bom  ; 
Dumb  for  himself,  unless  it  were  to  God, 
But  for  his  barefoot  soldiers  eloquent, 
Tramping  the  snow  to  coral  where  they 

ti-od, 
Held  by  his  awe  in  hollow-eyed  content ; 
Modest,  yet  firm  as  Nature's  self ;  un- 

blamed 
Save  by  the  men  his    nobler  temper 

shamed ; 
Never  seduced  through  show  of  present 

good 
By  other  than  unsetting  lights  to  steer 
New-trimmed  in  Heaven,  nor  than  his 

steadfast  mood 
More  steadfast,  far  from  rashness  as  from 

fear ; 
Rigid,  but  with  himself  first,  grasping 

still 
In  swerveless  poise  the  wave-beat  helm 

of  will ; 
Not  honored  then  or  now  because  he 

wooed 
The  popular  voice,  but  that  he  still  with- 
stood ; 
Broad-minded,  higher-souled,   there  is 

but  one 
Who  was  all  this  and  ours,  and  all  men's, 

—  Washington. 

4. 

Minds  strong  by  fits,  irregularly  great. 
That  flash  and  darken  like  revolving 

lights. 
Catch  more  the  vulgar  eye  unschooled 

to  wait 
On  the  long  curve  of  patient  days  and 

nights 
Rounding  a  whole  life  to  the  circle  fair 
Of  orbed  fulfilment ;  and  this  balanced 

soul, 
So  simple  in  its  grandeur,  coldly  bare 
Of  draperies  theatric,  standing  there 
In  perfect  symmetry  of  self-control, 
Seems  not  so  gi*eat  at  first,  but  greater 

grows 
Still  as  we  look,  and  by  experience  learn 
How  grand  this  quiet  is,  how  nobly 

stem 
The  discipline  that  wrought  through 

lifelong  throes 
That  energetic  passion  of  repose. 

6. 

A  nature  too  decorous  and  severe, 

Too  self-respectful  in  its  griefs  and  joys, 


For  ardent  girls  and  boys 

Who  find  no  genius*  in  a  mind  so  clear 

That  its  grave  depths  6«em  obvious  and 

near. 
Nor  a  soul  great  that  made  so  little 

noise. 
They  feel  no  force  in  that  calm-cadenoed 

phrase, 
The  habitual  full-dress  of  his  well-bred 

mind. 
That  seems  to  pace  the  minuet's  coui-tly 

maze 
And  tell  of  ampler  leisures,   roomier 

length  of  days.  - 
His  firm-based  brain,  to  self  so  little 

kind 
That  no  tumultuary  blood  could  blind. 
Formed  to  control  men,  not  amaze. 
Looms  not  like  those  that  borrow  height 

of  haze : 
It  was  a  world  of  statelier  movement 

then 
Than  this  we  fret  in,  he  a  denizen 
Of  that  ideal  Rome  that  made  a  man  for 

men. 

VI. 


The  longer  on  this  earth  we  live 

And  weigh  the  various  (qualities  of  men, 

Seeing  how  most  are  fugitive. 

Or  fitful  gifts,  at  best,  of  now  and  then, 

Wind-wavered  corpse-lights,  daughters 

of  the  fen. 
The  more  we  feel  the  high  stem-featured 

beauty 
Of  plain  devotedness  to  duty. 
Steadfast  and  still,  nor  paid  with  mortal 

praise. 
But  finding  amplest  recompense 
For  life's  ungarlauded  expense 
In  work  done  squarely  and  unwasted 

da^s. 
For  this  we  honor  him,  that  he  could 

know 
How  sweet  the  service  and  how  free       < 
Of  her,  God's  eldest  daughter  here  be- 
low. 
And  choose  in  meanest  raiment  which 

was  she. 

2. 

Placid  completeness,  life  without  a  fall 
From  faith    or   highest  aims,   troth's 

breachless  wall, 
Surely  if  any  fame  can  bear  the  touch. 
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His  will  say  "  Here  I  "  at  the  last  trum- 
pet's call. 

The  uuezpressive  man  whose  life  ex- 
pressed 80  much. 

VIL 


Never  to  see  a  nation  bom 
Hath  been  ffiven  to  mortal  man, 
Unless  to  uiose  who,  on  that  summer 

mom. 
Gazed  silent  when  the  great  Virginian 
Unsheathed  the  sword  whose  fatal  flash 
Shot  union  through  the  incoherent  clash 
Of  our  loose  atoms,  crystallizing  them 
Around  a  single  will's  unpliant  stem, 
And  making  purpose  of  emotion  rash. 
Out  of  that  scabbard  sprang,  as  from  its 

womb, 
Nebulous  at  first  but  hardening  to  a 

star, 
Through  mutual  share  of  sunburst  and 

of  gloom. 
The  common  faith  that  made  us  what 

we  are. 

2. 
That  lifted  blade  transformed  our  jan- 
gling clans, 
Till  uien  provincial,  to  Americans, 
And  made  a  unity  of  wildering  phuis  ; 
Here  was  the  doom  fixed :  here  is  marked 

the  date 
When  this  New  World  awoke  to  man's 

estate, 
Burnt  its  last  ship  and  ceased  to  look 

behind : 
Nor  thoughtless  was  the  choice  ;  no  love 

or  hate 
Could  from  its  poise  move  that  deliber- 
ate mind, 
Weighing  between  too  early  and  too  late 
Those  pitfalls  of  the  man  refused  by 

Fate:  ^ 

His  was  the   impartial  vision  of  the 

great 
Who  see  not  as  they  wish,  but  as  they 

find. 
He  saw  the  dangers  of  defeat,  nor  less 
The  incomputable  perils  of  success  ; 
The  sacred  past  thrown  by,  an  empty 

rind  ; 
The  future,  cloud-land,  snare  of  prophets 

blind ; 
The  waste  of  war,  the  ignominy  of  peace  ; 
On  either  hand  a  sullen  rear  of  woes. 


Whose  garnered  lightnings  none  could 

guess. 
Piling  its  thunder-heads  and  muttering 

"  Cease  ! " 
Yet  drew  not  back  his  hand,  but  gravely 

chose 
The  seeming-desperate  task  whence  oar 

new  nation  rose. 

8. 

A  noble  choice  and  of  immortal  seed  ! 
Nor    deem  that  acts  heroic    wait  on 

chance 
Or  easy  were  as  in  a  boy's  romance  ; 
The  man's  whole  life  preludes  the  single 

deed 
That  shall  decide  if  his  inheritance 
Be  with  the   sifted  few   of  matchless 

breed, 
Our  race's  sap  and  sustenance. 
Or  with  the  unmotived  herd  that  only 

sleep  and  feed. 
Choice  seems  a  thing  indifferent ;  thus 

or  so. 
What  matters  it !  The  Fates  with  mock- 
ing face 
Look  on  inexorable,  nor  seem  to  know 
Where  the  lot  lurks  that  gives  life's 

foremost  place. 
Yet  Duty's  leaden  casket  holds  it  still, 
And  but  two  ways  are  offered  to  our 

will. 
Toil  with  rare  triumph,  ease  with  safe 


The  problem  still  for  us  and  all  of  hu- 
man race. 

He  chose,  as  men  choose,  where  most 
danger  showed. 

Nor  ever  faltered  'neath  the  load 

Of  petty  cares,  that  gall  great  hearts  the 
most. 

Bat  kept  right  on  the  strenuous  up-hill 
road. 

Strong  to  the  end,  above  complaint  or 
boast: 

The  popular  tempest  on  his  rock-mailed 
coast 

Wasted  its  wind-borne  spray. 

The  noisy  marvel  of  a  day  ; 

His  soul  sate  still  in  its  unstormed  abode* 


VIII. 

Virginia  gave  us  this  imperial  man 

Cast  in  the  massive  mould 

Of  those  high-statnred  ages  old 


• 
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Which  into  grander  forms  our  mortal 

AK  ODB 

metal  ran; 
She  gave  us  this  unblemished  gentle- 
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man  : 
What  shall  we  give  her  back  but  love 

I. 

and  praise 

1. 

As  in  the  dear  old  unestranged  days 

Entranced  I  saw  a  vision  in  the  cloud 

Before  the  inevitable  wrong  began  ? 
Mother  of  States  and  undiminished  men, 

That  loitered  dreaming  in  yon  sunset  sky. 

Full  of  fair  shapes,  half  creatures  of  the 

Thou  gavest  us  a  country,  giving  him. 

eye, 

And  we  owe  alway  what  we  owed  thee 

Half  cnance-evoked  by  the  wind's  fantasy 

then  : 

In  golden  mist,  an  ever-shifting  crowd : 

The  boon  thou  wouldst  have  snatched 

There,  mid  unreal  forms  that  came  and 

; 

from  us  agen 

went 

1 

Shines  as  before  with  no  abatement  dim. 

In  air-span  robei^  of  evanescent  dye. 

A  great   man's   memoiy   is  the    only 

A  woman's  semblance  shone  pre-emi- 

thing 
With  influence  to  outlast  the  present 

neat ; 

Not  armed  like  Palks,  not  like  Here 

whim 

proud, 

And  bind  us  as  when  here  he  knit  our 

But,  as  on  household  diligence  intent. 
Beside  her  visionarv  wheel  she  bent 
Like  Arete  or  Bertha,  nor  than  they 

golden  ring. 
All  of  him  that  was  subject  to  the 

hours 

Less  queenly  in  her  port :  about  her 

Lies  in  thy  soil  and  makes  it  part  of 

knee 

i                 ours: 

Glad  children  clustered  confident  in  play : 

Across  more  recent  sraves, 
Where  uuresentful  Nature  waves 

Placid  her  pose,  the  calm  of  energy ; 
And  over  her  broad  brow  in  many  a 

Her  pennons  o'er  the  shot-ploughed  sod, 
Proclaiming  the  sweet  Truce  of  God, 
We  from  t  lis  consecrated  plain  stretch 

round 

(That  loosened  would  have  gilt  her  gar- 

ment's hem). 

1                 out 

Succinct,  as  toil  prescribes,  the  hair  was 

Our  hands  as  free  from  afterthought  or 

wound 

1 

doubt 

In  lustrous  coils,  a  natural  diadem. 

j          As  here  the  united  North 

The  cloud  changed  shape,  obsequious  to 

. 

Poured  her  embrowned  manhood  forth 

the  whim 

In  welcome  of  our  savior  and  thy  son. 

Of  some  transmuting  influence  felt  in 

Through  battle  we  have  better  learned 

me. 

tlly  worth, 

And,  looking  now,  a  wolf  I  seemed  to  see 

1          The  lone-breathed  valor  and  undaunted 
will, 

Limned  in  that  vapor,  gaunt  and  hun- 

ger-bold. 

Which,  like  his  own,  the  day's  disaster 

Threatening  her  chai^  :  resolve  in  every 

1                 done, 

limb. 

Could,  safe  in  manhood,  suflfer  and  be 

Erect  she  flamed  in  mail  of  sun-wove 

still. 

Penthesilea's  self  for  battle  dight ; 

Both  thine  and  ours  the  victory  hardly 

won  ; 

One  arm  uplifted  braced  a  flickering 

If  ever  with  distempered  voice  or  pen 

spear, 

We  have  misdeemed  thee,  here  we  take 

And  one  her  adamantine  shield  made 

it  back. 

light ; 

And  for  the  dead  of  both  don  common 

Her  face,  helm-shadowed,  grew  a  thing 

black. 

to  fear. 

Be  to  us  evermore  as  thou  wast  then, 

And  her  fierce  eyes,  by  danger  challenged, 

! 

As  we   forcret    thou   hast   not  always 

took 

1                 been.  " 

Her  trident-sceptred  mother's  dauntless 

Mother  of  States  and  unpolluted  men, 
Virginia,   fitly  named  from  England's 

look. 

**  I  know  thee  now,  0  goddess-bom  ! " 

manly  queen  1                                             I  cried. 

i 
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jlnd  tamed  with  loftier  brow  and  firmer 
stride ; 

For  in  that  spectral  doud-work  I  had 
seen 

Her  image,  bodied  forth  by  lore  and 
pride, 

The  fearless,  the  benign,  the  mother- 
eyed, 

The  fairer  world's  toil-consecrated  queen. 

2. 

Wliat  shape  by  exile  dreamed  elates  the 
mind 

like  hers  whose  hand,  a  fortress  of  the 
poor. 

No  blood  in  vengeanoe  spilt,  though  law- 
ful, stains  ? 

Who  never  turned  a  suppliant  from  her 
door? 

Whose  conquests  are  the  gains  of  all 
mankind  ? 

To-day  her  thanks  shall  fly  on  every 
wind. 

Unstinted,  unrebuked,  from  shore  to 
shore. 

One  love,  one  hope,  and  not  a  doubt  be- 
hind 1 

Cannon  to  cannon  shall  repeat  her  nraise. 

Banner  to  banner  flap  it  forth  in  flame  ; 

Her  children  shall  rise  up  to  bless  her 
name. 

And  wish  her  harmless  len^h  of  days, 

The  mighty  mother  of  a  mighty  brood. 

Blessed  in  all  tongues  and  dear  to  every 
blood, 

The  beautiful,  the  strong,  and,  best  of 
all,  the  good ! 

8. 

Seven  years  long  was  the  bow 
Of  battle  bent,  and  the  heightening 
Storm-heaps  convulsed  with  the  throe 
Of  their  uncontainable  lu^htning  ; 
Seven  years  long  heard  the  sea 
Crash  of  navies  and  wave-borne  thunder ; 
Then  drifted  the  cloud-rack  a-lee, 
And  new  stars  were  seen,   a  world's 

wonder  ; 
Each  by  her  sisters  made  bright. 
All  binding  all  to  their  stations, 
Cluster  of  manifold  light 
Startliuff  the  old  constellations  : 
Men  looked  up  and  grew  pale : 
Was  it  a  comet  or  star. 
Omen  of  blessing  or  bale, 
Hung  o'er  the  ocean  afar  1 


Stormy  the  day  of  her  birth  : 
Was  she  not  bom  of  the  strong. 
She,  the  last  ripeness  of  earth, 
Beautiful,  prophesied  long  ? 
Stormy  the  days  of  her  prime : 
Hers  are  the  pulses  that  beat 
Higher  for  perils  sublime. 
Making  them  fawn  at  her  feet. 
Was  she  not  bom  of  the  strong  f 
Was  she  not  bom  of  the  wise  ? 
Darinff  and  counsel  belong 
Of  right  to  her  confident  eyes  : 
Human  and  motherly  they, 
Careless  of  station  or  race  : 
Hearken  !  her  children  to-day 
Shout  for  the  joy  of  her  face, 

11. 

1. 

No  praises  of  the  past  are  hers. 

No  fanes  by  hallowing  time  daressed. 

No  broken  arch  that  ministers 

To  Time's  sad  insdnct  in  the  breast : 

She  has  not  gathered  from  the  years 

Grandeur  of  tragedies  and  tears, 

Nor  from  long  leisure  the  unrest 

That  finds  repose  in   forma  of  classio 

grace: 
These  may  delight  the  coming  race 
Who  haply  shall  not  count  it  to  our 

crime 
That  we  who  £uo  would  sing  are  here 

before  our  time. 
She  also  hath  her  monuments ; 
Not  such  as  stand  decrepitly  resigned 
To  min-mark  the  iiath  of  dead  events 
That  left  no  seea  of  better  days  be- 
hind. 
The  toirist's  pensioners  that  show  their 

scars 
And  mauTider  of  forgotten  wars  ; 
She  buildrt  not  on  the  ground,  but  in  the 

mind. 
Her  open-hearted  palaces 
For  larser-thoughted  men  with  heaven 

ana  earth  at  ease  : 
Her  march  the  plump  mow  marks,  the 

sleepless  wheel. 
The  golaen  sheaf,  the  self-swayed  com- 
monweal ; 
The  happy  homesteads  hid  in  orchard 

trees 
Whose  sacrificial  smokes  through  peace- 
ful air 
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Rise  lost  in  heaven,  the  household's 

silent  jirayer ; 
What  architect  hath  bettered  these  ? 
With  softened  eye  the  westward  traveller 

sees 
A  thousand  miles  of  neighbors  side  by 

side, 
Holding  by  toil-won  titles  fresh  from 

God 
The  lands  no  serf  or  seigneur  ever  trod, 
With  manhood  latent  in  the  very  sod. 
Where  the  long  billow  of  the  wheat- 
field's  tide 
Flows  to  the  sky  across  the  prairie  wide, 
A  sweeter  vision  than  the  castled  Rhine, 
Kindly  with  thoughts  of  Ruth  and  Bible- 
days  benign. 

2. 
0    ancient    commonwealths,    that   we 

revere 
Haply  because  we  could  not  know  you 

near. 
Your  deeds  like  statues  down  the  aisles 

of  Time 
Shine  peerless  in  memorial  calm  sublime, 
And  Athens   is  a  trumpet  still,   and 

Rome; 
Yet  which  of  your  achievements  is  not 

foam 
Weighed  with  this  one  of  hers  (below 

you  far 
In  fame,  and  bom  beneath  a  milder  star), 
That  to  Earth's  orphans,  far  as  curves 

the  dome, 
Of  death-deaf  sky,  the  bounteous  West 

means  home. 
With  dear  precedency  of  natural  ties 
That  stretch  from  roof  to  roof  and  make 

men  gently  wise  f 
And  if  the  nobler  passions  wane, 
Distorted  to  base  use,  if  the  near  goal 
Of  insubstantial  gain 
Tempt  from  the  proper  race-course  of 

the  soul 
That  crowns  their  ]>atient  breath 
Whose  feet,  song-sandaled,  are  too  fleet 

for  Death, 
Yet  may  she  claim  one  privilege  urbane 
And  haply  first  upon  the  civic  roll, 
That  none  can  breathe  her  air  nor  grow 

humane. 

3. 
0,  better  far  the  briefest  hour 
Of  Athens  self-consumed,  whose  plastic 

power 
Hid  Beauty  safe  from  Death  in  woi-ds 

or  stone ; 


Of  Rome,  fair  quarry  where  those  eagle* 
crowd 

Whose  fulgnrons  vans  about  the  worid 
had  blown 

Triiunphant  storm  and  seeds  of  polity  ; 

Of  Venice,  fading  «'er  her  shipless  sea, 

Last  iridescence  of  a  sunset  cloud  ; 

Than  this  inert  prosperity. 

This  bovine  comfort  in  the  sense  alone ! 

Yet  art  came  slowly  even  to  such  as 
those. 

Whom  no  past  genius  cheated  of  their 
own 

With  prudence  of  o'ermastering  prece- 
dent ; 

Petal  by  petal  spreads  the  perfect  rose. 

Secure  of  the  divine  event ; 

And  only  children  rend  the  bud  half- 
blown 

To  forestall  Nature  in  her  calm  intent : 

Time  hath  a  quiver  full  of  purposes 

Which  miss  not  of  their  aim,  to  us  un- 
known. 

And  brings  about  the  impossible  with 
ease  : 

Haply  for  us  the  ideal  dawn  shall  break 

From  where  in  legend-tinted  line 

The  peaks  of  Hellas  drink  the  morning's 
wine, 

To  tremble  on  our  lids  with  mystic 

Till  Se  drowsed   ichor  in  our  veins 

awake 
And  set  our  pulse  in  tune  with  moods 

divine : 
Long  the  day  lingered  in  its  sea-fringed 

nest. 
Then  touched  the  Tuscan  hills  with 

golden  lance 
And  paused  ;   then  on  to  Spain  and 

France 
The  ^lendor  flew,  and  Albion's  misty 

crest; 
Shall  Ocean  bar  him  from  his  destined 

West? 
Or  are  we,  then,  arrived  too  late. 
Doomed  ^ith  the  rest  to  grope  discon- 
solate, 
Foreclosed  of  Beauty  by  our  modem 

Hate? 

in. 
1. 

Poets,  as  their  heads  grow  gray, 
Look  from  too  far  behind  the  eyes, 
Too  long-experiencetl  to  bo  wise 
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In  gnileless  youth's  diviner  way ; 
Life  rings  not  now,  but  prophesies ; 
Timo's  shadows  they  no  more  behold, 
Bi'  t,  under  them,  the  riddle  old 
T.iat  mocks,  bewilders,  and  defies : 
Jn  childhood's  face  the  seed  of  shame, 
III  the  green  tree  an  ambushed  flame, 
In  Phosphor  a  vaunt-guard  of  Night, 
They,   though  against    their  wiH,   di- 
vine. 
And  dread  the  care-dispelling  wine 
Stonxl  from  the  Muse's  vintage  bright, 
By  age  imbued  with  second-sight. 
From  Faith's  own  eyelids  there  peeps 

out. 
Even  as  they  look,  the  leer  of  doubt ; 
The  festal  wreath  their  fancy  loads 
With  care  that  whispers  and  forebodes  : 
Nor  this  our  triumph-day  can  blunt 
Megnra's  goads. 


Murmur  of  many  voices  in  the  air 
Denounces  us  de^nerate. 
Unfaithful  guardians  of  a  noble  fate. 
And  prompts  indifference  or  despair : 
Is  this  the  country  that  we  dreamed  in 

youth, 
Where  wisdom  and  not  numbers  should 

have  weight, 
Seed-field  of  simpler  manners,  braver 

truth. 
Where  shams  should  cease  to  dominate 
In  household,  church,  and  state  ? 
Is  this  Atlantis  ?    This  the  unpoisoned 

soil, 
Sea- whelmed  for  ages  and  recovered  late, 
Where  parasitic  greed  no  more  should 

Round  Freedom's  stem  to  bend  awry 
and  blight 

What  grew  so  fair,  sole  plant  of  love  and 
li^htr 

Who  sit  where  once  in  crowned  seclu- 
sion sate 

The  long-proved  athletes  of  debate 

Trained  from  their  youth,  as  none  thinks 
needful  now  ? 

Is  this  debating-club  where  boys  dis- 
pute, 

And  wrangle  o'er  their  stolen  fruit, 

The  Senate,  erewhile  cloister  of  the 
few, 

Where  Clay  ouce  flashed  and  Webster's 
cloudy  bi-ow 

Brooded  XhofQ  Itolts  of  thought  that  all 
the  horizon  knew  f 


O,  as  this  pensive  moonlight  blurs  my 

pines. 
Here  while  I  sit  and  meditate  these  lines. 
To  gray-green  dreams  of  what  they  are 

by  day, 
So  would  some  light,  not  reason's  sharp* 

edged  ray. 
Trance  me  in  moonshine  as  before  the 

flight 
Of  years  had  won  me  this  unwelcome 

right 
To  see  things  as  they  are,  or  shall  be 

soon. 
In  the. frank  prose  of  undissembling 

noon! 

4. 

Back  to  my  breast,  ungrateful  sigh  ! 

Whoever  fails,  whoever  errs. 

The  penalty  be  ours,  not  hers  ! 

The  present  still  seems  vulgar,  seen  too 

niffh ; 
The  golden  age  is  still  the  age  that's 

past : 
I  ask  no  drowsy  opiate 
To  dull  my  vision  of  that  only  state 
Founded  on  faith  in  man,  and  therefore 

sure  to  last. 
For,  O,  my  country,  touched  by  thee. 
The  gray  hairs  gather  back  their  gold  ; 
Thy  thought  sets  all  my  pulses  free  ; 
The  heart  refuses  to  be  old  ; 
The  love  is  all  that  I  can  see. 
Not  to  thy  natal-day  belong 
Time's  prudent  doubt  or  age's  wrong. 
But  gifts  of  gratitude  and  song : 
Unsummoned  crowd  the  thankml  words, 
As  sap  in  spring-time  floods  the  tree, 
Foreboding  the  return  of  birds. 
For  all  that  thou  hast  been  to  me  I 


IV. 


Flawless  his  heart  and  tempered  to 

the  core 
Who,  beckoned  by  the  forward-leaning 

wave, 
First  left  behind  him  the  firm-footed 

shore, 
And,  uroed  by  everynerveof  sail  and  oar, 
Steered  for  the  Unknown  which  gods  to 

mortals  gave, 
Of  thought  and  action  the  mysterious 

door. 
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1          Bugbear  of  fools,  a  Bummons  to  the   Secure  against  his  own  mistakes. 

brave  : 

Content  with  what  life  gives  or  takes, 

•;          Strength  found  he  in  the  unsympathiz- 

And  acting  still  on   some  fore-ordered 

ing  sun, 

P^?!        . 

1                    iud  strange   stars  from  beneath    the 

A  cog  of  iron  in  an  iron  wheel. 

1                          hoiizon  won, 

Too  nicely  poised  to  think  or  feel, 

1                   And  the  dumb  ocean  pitilessly  grave  : 

Dumb  motor  in  a  clock-like  comraonweaL 

'           Bigh-hearted  surely  he  ; 

They  wasted  not  their  brain  in  schemes 

But  bolder  they  who  first  oflf-cast 

Of  what  man  might  be  in  some  bubble- 

Their  moorings  from  the  habitable  Past 

sphere, 
As  if  he  must  be  other  than  he  seems 

And  ventured  chartless  on  the  sea 

j 

Of  storm-engendering  Liberty : 

Because  he  was  not  what  he  should  be 

For  all  earth's  width  of  waters  is  a 

here. 

span, 
And  their  convulsed  existence  mere  re- 
pose. 

Postponing  Time's  slow  proof  to  petu- 
lant oreanis : 
Tet  herein  they  were  great 

Matched  with  the  unstable  heart  of  man. 

Beyond  the  incredulous  lawgivers  of  yore, 

Shoreless  in  wants,  mist-girt  in  all  it 

And  wiser  than  the  wisdom  of  the  shelf. 

knows. 

That  they  conceived   a  deeper-rooted 

Open  to  every  wind  of  sect  or  clan, 

state. 

And  sudden-passionate  in  ebbs  and  flows. 

Of  hardier  growth,  alive  from  rind  to 

2. 

core, 
By  making  man  sole  sponsor  of  himself. 

They  steered  by  stars  the  elder  shipmen 

knew. 
And  laid  their  courses  where  the  car- 

8. 

God  of  our  fathers.  Thou  who  wast. 

rents  draw 

Art,  and  shalt  be  when  those  eye-wise 

Of  ancient  wisdom  channelled  deep  in 

who  flout 

law. 

Thy  secret  presence  shall  be  lost 

The  undaunted  few 

In  the  great  light  that  dazzles  them  to 

Who  changed  the  Old  World  for  the 

doubt, 

New, 

We,  sprung  from  loins  of  stalwart  men 

And  more  devoutly  prized 

Whose  strength  was  in  their  trust 

Than  all  perfection  theorized 

That  Thou  wouldst  make  thy  dwelling 

The  more  imperfect  that  had  roots  and 

in  their  dust 

ffrew. 

And  walk  with  them  a  fellow-citizen 

, 

1                  They'founded  deep  and  well, 

Who  build  a  city  of  the  just, 

1 

Those  dancer-chosen  chiefs  of  men 
Who  still  believed  in  Heaven  and  Hell, 

We,  who  believe  Life's  bases  rest 

1 

Beyond  the  probe  of  chemic  test. 
Still,  like  our  fathers,  feel  Thee  near. 

Nor  hoped  to  find  a  spell. 

In  some  fine  flourish  of  a  pen. 

Sure  that,  while  lasts  the  immutabla 

To  make  a  better  man 

decree. 

Than  long-considering  Nature  will  or 

The  land  to  Human  Nature  dear 

can,                                                1  Shall  not  be  unbeloved  of  Thee. 

i 
i 

1 

HEARTSEASE  AND  RUE. 


Along  the  wayside  whert  we  pass  bloom  few 
Gay  plants  of  heartsease,  more  of  saddening  rm; 
So  Ufe  is  mingled ;  so  should  poems  be 
That  speak  a  conscious  word  to  you  and  me. 


L   FRIENDSHIP. 

• 
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The  veil  that  darkened  from  onr  sidelong 
glance 
The  inexorable  face : 
But  now  Fate  stuns  as  with  a  mace ; 

Cone 

DicMU  egti  ehbet  wm  yir'  €gli  anooimr 
Non  flen  gU  ooohi  mici  lo  ddM  lomt? 

The  savage  of  the  skies,  that  men  have 

L    1. 

caught 

Thb  electric  nerre,  whose  inBtantaneons 

And  some  scant  use  of  language 

thriU 
Makes  next-door  gossips  of  the  antip- 
odes, 

'Tells  only  what  he  must,  — 
The  steel-cold  fact  in  one  bconic  thmst 

Confutes   poor  Hope's   last  fallacy  of 

2. 

ease,— 

Thi)  distance  that  divided  her  from  ill : 

So  thought  I,  as,  with  vague,  mechanic 

Earth  sentient  seems  again  as  when  of 

eyes. 

old 

I  scanned  the  festering  news  we  half  de- 

The homy  foot  of  Pan 

spise 

Stamped,  and  the  conscions  honor  ran 

Yet  scramble  for  no  less, 

Beneath   men's   feet    through   all    her 

fibres  cold: 

fraud, 

Spacers  blue  walls  are  mined ;  we  feel  the 

thxoe 
from  nndergronnd  of  onr  night-mantled 

Crime  flaunting  scot-free  while  the  mob 

applaud, 
OflSce  made  vile  to  bribe  nnworthiness. 

foe: 

The  flame-winged  feet 

The  Land  of  Honest  Abraham  serves  of 

Of  Trade's  new  Mercury,  that  dry-shod 

late 

run 

To  teach  the  Old  Worid  how  to 

Through  briny  abysses  dreamless  of  the 

When  suddenly. 

sun. 

Are  mercilessly  fleet. 

As  happens  if   the  brain,  from  over- 

And at  a  bound  annihilate 

weight 
Of  blood,  infect  the  eye, 

Ocean's  prerogative  of  short  reprieve ; 
Surely  ill  news  might  wait, 

Three  tiny  words  grew  lurid  as  I  read. 
And    reefed   oommingling:   Aqamt   is 

And  man  be  patient  of  delay  to  grieve : 

Letters  have  svmpathies 

dead. 

And  telltale  faces'that  reveal. 

As  when,  beneath  the  street's  familiar 

To  senses  finer  than  the  eyes. 

jar, 

Their  errand's  purport  ere  we  break  the 

An  earth<^nake's  alien  omen  rumbles  far. 

seal; 

Men  listen  and   forebode,  I  hung  my 

They  wind  a  sorrow  round  with  drcnm- 

head, 

stance 

And  strove  the  present  to  recall, 

To  stay  its  feet,  nor  all  anwamed  dis- 

As if  the  blow  that  stunned  were  yet  to 

place 

fall. 
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3. 

Loosed  from  the  stiffening  nniform  of 

Uprooted  is  oar  moantain  oik, 

fame: 

That  promiaed  long  security  of  Bhade 
And  brooding-place  for  many  a  winged 

And  let  me  treat  him  largely :  I  should 
fear. 

thought ; 
Not  by  Time's  softly  warning  stroke 

( If  with  too  prymg  lens  I  chanced  to  err, 
:  Mistaking  catalogue  for  character,) 

With  pauses  of  relenting  pity  stayed, 

His  wise    forefinger  raised   in  smiling 

But  ere  a  root  seemed  sapt,  a  bough  de- 

blame. 

• 
cayed. 

Nor  would   I  scant  him  with  judicial 

From  sudden  ambush  by  the  wUrlwind 

bteath 

caught 

And  tum  mere  critic  in  an  epitaph ; 

And  in  his  broad  maturity  betrayed  1 

I  choose  the  wfieat,  incurious  of  the  chaff 
That  swells  fame  living,  chokes  it  after 
death, 

4» 

And  would  but  memorize  the  shining 

Well  might  1,  as  of  oM,  appeal  to  you. 

half 

0  mountains  woods  and  streams, 

Of  his  large  nature  that  was  turned  to 

To  help  us  mourn  him,  for  ye  loved  him 

me: 

too; 

Fain  had  I  joined  with  those  that  hon. 
ored  him 

But  simpler  moods  befit  our  modem 

themes. 

With  eyes  that  darkened   because  his 

And  no  less  perfect  birth  of  nature  can, 

were  dim. 

Though  they  Team  tow*rd  him,  sympa- 
thize with  man, 

And  now  been  silent:  but  it  might  not 

be. 

Save  as  dumb  fellow-prisoners  through  a 

n.  1. 

Aniwer  ye  rather  to  my  call, 

In  some  the  cenius  is  a  thing  apart. 

Strong  poets  of  a  more  unconsciona  day. 
When  Nature  spake  nor  sought  nice  rea- 

A  pillared  hermit  of  the  brain, 

Hoarding  with  incommunicable  art 

•aona  why. 

Its  intellectual  gain ; 

Too  much  for  softer  arts  forgotten  since 

Man*s  web  of  circumstance  and  fate 

That  teach  our  forthright  tongue  to  lisp 

They  from  their  perch  of  self  ob- 

and mince, 

serve. 

And  drown  in  music  the  hmrt's  bitter 

Indifferent  as  the  figures  on  a  slate 

cry! 

Are  to  the  planet's  sun-swung  curve 
Whose  brignt  retums  they  calculate ; 

Lead  me  some  steps  in  your  directer 

way, 

Their  nice  adjustment  part  to  part. 

Teach  me  those  words  that  strike  a  solid 

Were  shaken  from  its  serviceable  mood 

root 

By  unpremeditated  stirs  of  heart 

Within  the  ears  of  men ; 

Or  jar  of  human  neighborhood : 

Ye  chiefly,  virile  both  to  think  and  feel. 

Some  find  their  natural  selves,  and  only 

Deep-chested  Chapman  and  ftrm-footed 

then, 

Ben,— 

In  furloughs  of  divine  escape  from  men, 
And  when,  by  that  brief  ecstasy  left 

Fur  he  was  maaculine  from  heftfl  to  heel. 

Nay,  let  himself  stQud  undiminished  bv 
With  those  clear  parts  of  him  that  will 

bare. 

Driven  by  some  instinct  of  de«ire, 

not  die. 

They  wander  woridward,  'tis  to  blink 

Himself  from  out  the  recent  dark  I  claim 

and  stare, 

To  hear,  and,  if  I  flatter  him,  to  blame ; 

Like  wild  things  of  the  wood  about  a 

To  »how  himself,  as  still  I  seem  to  see. 

fire, 

A  mortal,  built  upon  the  antique  plan. 
Brimful  of  lu^ty  blood  as  ever  ran. 

Dazed  by  the  social  glow  they  cannot 

share; 

And  taking  life  as  simply  as  a  tree  1 

His  nature  brooked  no  lonely  lair, 

To  claim  my  foiled  good-bye  let  him  ap- 

But  basked  and  bourgeoned  in  copart- 

lAig«-Umbed and  haman  as  I  saw  him 

nery. 
Companionship,    and    open  -  windowed 

near. 

glee: 
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He  knew,  for  be  hud  tried, 

To  find  new  charm  in  accents  not  her 

Thoee  Apeculative  heights  that  lure 

own; 

The  unpmctued   foot,  iiupatient  of  a 

Her  coy  constraints  and  icy  hindrances 

guide, 

Melted  upon  his  lips  to  natural  ease, 

Tow'rd  ether  too  nttennately  pure 
For  sweet  unconsciuns  breath,  though 

As  a  brook's  fetters  swell  the  dance  of 

spring. 

dear  to  pride. 

Nor  yet  all  sweetness :  not  in  vain  he 

But  better  loved  the  foothold  sure 

wore. 

Of  paths  that  wind  by  old  abodenof  iiieu 

Nor  in  the  sheath  of  ceremony,  controlled 

Who  hope  at  last  the  churchyard's  peace 

By  velvet  courtesy  or  caution  cold, 
That  sword  of  honest  anger  prized  of  old, 
But,  with  two-handed  wrath. 

secure, 

And  follow  time-worn  rules,  that  them 

suffice, 

If  baseness  or  pretension  crossed    his 

Learned  from  their  sires,  traditionally 

path, 

wise. 

Struck  once  nor  needed  to  strike 

Careful  of  honest  custom's   how   and 

more. 

when; 

His  mind,  too  brave  to  look  on  Truth 

2. 

askance. 

His  magic  was  not  far  to  seek,  ^ 

No  more  those  habitudes  of  faith  could 

He  was  so  human  1    Whether  strong  or 

share, 

weak, 

But,  tinged  with  sweetness  of  the  old 

Far  from  his  kind  he  neither  sank  nor 

Swifu  manse, 

soared. 

Lingered  around    them  still  and   fain 

But  sate  an  equal  guest  at  every  board : 

would  spare. 

No  beggar  ever  felt  him  condescend, 
No  prince  presume :  for  still  himself  he 

Patient  to  spy  a  sullen  egg  for  weeks, 

The  enigma  of  creation  to  surprise, 

bare 

His  truer  instinct  sought  the  life  that 

At  manhood's  simple  level,  and  where'er 

speaks 

He  met  a  stranger,  there  he  left  a  friend. 

Without  a  mysteiy  from  kindly  eyes ; 

How  large  an  aspect  1  nobly  unsevere, 

In   no   self-spun   cocoon   of    prudence 

With  freshness  round  him  of  Olympian 

wound, 

cheer, 

He  by  the  touch  of  men  was  best  in- 

Like  visits  of   those  earthly  gods   he 

spired, 

came ; 

And  caught  his  native  greatness  at  re- 

His look,  wherever  its  good-fortune  fell. 

bound 

Doubled  the  feast  without  a  miracle, 

From  generosities  itself  had  fired ; 
Then  how  the  heat  through  every  fibre 

And  on  the  hearthstone  danced  a  happier 

flame; 

ran, 

Philemon*s  crabbed   vintage  grow   be- 

Felt in  the  gathering  presence  of  the 

nign; 

man, 

Amphitr^'on's  gold-juice  humanized  to 

While  the  apt  word  and  gesmre  came 
unhid  1 

Virtues   and   faults   it   to   one    metal 

IIL    l« 

wrought, 

The  garrulous  memories 

Fined  all  his  blood  to  thought. 
And  ran  the  molten  man  in  all  he  said 

Gather  again  from  all  their  far-flown 
nooks. 

or  did. 

Singly  at  first,  and  then  by  twos  and 

All  Tully's  rules  and  all  Quintilian's  too 

threes, 

He  by  the  light  of  listening  faces  knew. 

Then  in  a  throng  innumerable,  as  the 

And  his  rapt  audience  all  unconscious 

rooks 

lent 

Thicken  their  twilight  files 

Their  own  roused  force  to  make  him  elo- 

Tow'rd Tintem's  gray  repose  of  roofless 

quent; 

aisles : 

Persuasion  fondled  in  his  look  and  tone ; 

Once  more  I  see  him  at  the  table's  head 

Our  speech  (with  strangers  prudish)  he 

When   Saturday  her  monthly  banquet 

could  bring                                                 spread 
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To  scholars,  poets,  wits. 
All  choice,  sume  famous,  luviug  things, 

not  names 
And    so  without   a  twinge   at    others' 

fames; 
Such  companj  as  wisest  moods  befits, 
Yet  with    no  pedant    blindness  to  the 

worth 
Of  undeliberate  mirth, 
Natures    benignly    mixed   of    air   and 

earth, 
Now  with  the  stars  and  now  with  equal 

zest 
Tracing  the  eccentric  orbit  of  a  jest 


I  see  in  vision  the  warm-lighted  hall. 
The  living  and  the  dead  I  see  again. 
And  but  my  chair  is  empty ;  'mid  them 

all 
'T  is  I  that  seem  the  dead  :  they  all  re- 
main 
Immortal,   changeless  creatures  of  the 

brain : 
Wellnigh  I  doubt  which  world  is  real 

most, 
Of  sense  or  spirit,  to  the  truly  sane ; 
In  this  abstraction  it  were  light  to  deem 
Myself  the   figment  of   some  stronger 

dream ; 
They  are  the  real  things,  and  1  the  ghost 
That  glide  unhindered  through  the  solid 

door. 
Vainly  for  recognition  seek  from  chair 

to  chair. 
And  strive  to  speak  and  am  but  futile 

air, 
As  truly  most  of  us  are  little  more. 


Him  most  Tsee  whom  we  most  dearly 
miss, 
The  latest  parted  thence. 
His  features  poised  m  genial  armistice 
And  armed  neutrality  of  self-defence 
Beneath   the  forehead's  walled  preemi- 
nence, 
While  Tyro,  plucking  facts  wiih  careless 

reach. 
Settles  off-hand    our  human   how  and 

whence ; 
The  long-trained  veteran  scarcely  Win- 
Cim; hears 
The  infallible  strategy  of  volunteers 
Making  through  Nature's  walls  its  easy 
breach, 


And  seems  to  learn  where  he  alone  could 

teach. 
Ample  and  ruddy,  the  board's  end  he  fills 
As  ne  our  fireside  were,  our  light  and 

heat. 
Centre  where  minds  diverse  and  variona 

skills 
Find  their  warm  nook  and  stretch  un- 
hampered feet ; 
I  see  the  firm  benignity  of  face, 
Wide-smiling  champaign,  without  tame- 

ness  sweet, 
The  mass  Teutonic  toned  to  Gallic  grace. 
The  eyes  whose  sunshine  rnns  before  the 

lips 
While  Holmes's  rockets  carve  their  long 

ellipse. 
And  Durst  in  seeds  of  fire  that  burst 

again 
To  drop  in  scintillating  rain. 


There  too  the  face  half -rustic,  half- 
divine. 

Self-poised,  sagacious,  freaked  with 
humor  fine. 

Of  him  who  taught  us  not  to  mow 
and  mope 

About  our  fancied  selves,  but  seek 
our  scope 
In  Nature's  world  and  Man's,  nor  fade 
to  hollow  trope. 

Content  with  our  New  World  and 
timely  bold 

To  challenge  the  o'ermastery  of  the 

Listening  with  eyes  averse  I  see  him 

sit 
Pricked  with  the  cider  of  the  Judge's 

wit 
(Ripe-hearted  homebrew,  fresh  and 

fresh  again ), 
While    the    wise   nose's    firm-built 

aquiline 
Curves  sharper  to  restrain 
The  merriment  whose  most  unruly 

moods 
Pass  not  the  dumb  laugh  learned  in 

listening  woods 
Of  silence-shedding  pine : 
Hard  by  is  he  whose  art  s  consoling 

spell 
Hath  given  both  worlds  a  whiff  of 

asphodel. 
His  look  still  vernal  'mid  the  wintry 

ring 
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Of   petals  that  remember,  not  fore- 
tell, 
The  paler  primrose  of  a  second  spring. 


And  more  there  are :  bat  other  forms 

srise 
And  seen  as  clear,  albeit  with  dimmer 

eyes: 
First  he  from  sympathy  still  held  apart 
By  shrinking  oTer-eagemess  of  heart. 
Cloud  charged    with    searching   fire, 

whose  snadow's  sweep 
Heightened  mean  things  with  sense  of 

brooding  ill, 
And  steeped  in  doom  familiar  field  and 

hUl,— 
New  England's  poet,  soul  reserved  and 

deep, 
NoTeroMr  nature  with  a  name  of  May, 
Whom  high  o'er  Concord  plains  we 

laid  to  sleep, 
While  the  orchards  mocked  us  in  their 

white  array 
And  building  robins  wondered  at  our 

tears. 
Snatched  in  his  prime,  the  shape  au- 
gust 
That  should  have  stood  unbent  'neath 

fourscore  years, 
The  noble  head,  the  eyes  of  fartiTc 

trust, 
All  gone  to  speechless  dust. 
And  he  our  passing  guest. 
Shy  nature,  too,  and  stung  with  life's 

unrest. 
Whom  we  too  briefly  had  but  could 

not  hold. 
Who  brought  ripe  Oxford's  culture  to 

our  board, 
The  Past's  incalculable  hoard, 
Mellowed    by  scutcheoned    panes   in 

cloisters  old, 
Seclusions  iTy-hushed,  and  pavements 

sweet 
With  immemorial  lisp  of  musing  feet ; 
Young  head  time-tonsured  smoother 

than  a  friar's, 
Boy  face,  but  grave  with  answerless 

desires, 
Poet  iu  all  that  poets  have  of  best, 
But    foiled    with    riddles  dark     and 

cloudy  aims. 

Who  now  hath  found  sure  rest. 
Not  by  still  Isis  or  historic  Thames, 
Nor  by  the  Charles  he  tried  to  love 

withme. 


But,  not  misplaced,  by  Amo's  hal- 
lowed brim. 

Nor  scorned  by  Santa  Croce's  neigh- 
boring fames. 
Haply  not  mindless,  wheresoe'er  he 
be, 

Of  violets  that  to-day  I  scattered  over 
him; 
He,  too,  is  there. 

After  the  good  centurion  fitly  named. 

Whom  leamitig  dulled  not,  nor  con- 
vention tamed, 

Shaking  with  burly  mirth  his  hyacin- 
thine  hair, 

Our  hearty  Qrecian  of  Homeric  ways, 
Still  found  the  surer  friend  where  least 
he  hoped  the  praise. 


Yea  truly,  as  the  sallowing  years 

Fall  from  us  faster,  like  frost-loosened 
leaves 

Pushed  by  the  misty  touch  of  shorten- 
ing days. 
And  that  unwakened  winter  nears, 

'Tis  the  void  chair  our  surest  guest 
receives, 

'T  is  lips  long  cold  that  give  the  warm- 
est kiss, 

'T  is  the  lost  voice  comes  oftenest  to 
our  ears ; 

We  count  oar  rosary  by  the  beads  we 
miss: 
To  me,  at  least,  it  seemeth  so, 

An  exile  in  the  land  once  found  divine, 
While  my  starved  fire  bums  low, 

And  homele>s  winds  at  the  loose  case- 
ment whine 

Shrill  ditties  of  the  snow-roofed  Apen- 
nine. 

IV.   1. 

Now  forth  into  the  darkness  all  are 

gone. 
But  memory,  still  unsated,  follows  on. 
Retracing  step  by  step  our  homeward 

waik. 
With  many  a  laugh  among  our  serious 

talk, 
Across  the  bridge  where,  on  the  dim- 


pling tide, 
J  long  r 


The  long  red  streamers  from  the  win- 
dows glide, 
Or  the  dim  western  moon 

Bocks  her  skiff's  image  on  the  broad 
lagoon. 
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And  Boston  showi  a  soft  Vdieiian 

side 
In  thai  Arcadian  light  when  roof  and 

tree, 
Hard    prose    by  daylight,  dream    in 

Italy; 
Or  haply  in  the  sky's  oold  chambers 

wide 
ShiTered  the  winter  stars,  while  all  be- 
low. 
As  if  an  end  were  come  of  hnman  ill, 
The  world  was  wrapt  in  innocence  of 

snow 
And  the  cast-iron  bay  was  bUud  and 

sUll; 
These  were  our  poetry ;  in  him  per- 
haps 
Science  had  barred  the  gate  that  lets 

in  dream, 
And  he  would  rather  count  the  pen-h 

and  bream 
Than  with   the  current's  idle  fancy 

lapse; 
And  yet  he  had  the  poet's  open  eye 
That  takes  a  frank  delight  iu  all  it 

sees. 
Nor  was  earth  voiceless,  nor  the  mystic 

sky, 
To  him  the  life-long  friend  of  fields 

and  trees : 
Then  came  the  prose  of  the  snbarban 

street, 
Its  silence  deepened  by  onr  echoing 

feet. 
And  converse  such  as  rambling  haz- 
ard finds ; 
Then  he  who  many  cities  knew  and 

many  minds, 
And  men  once  world-noised,  now  mere 

Osf^ian  forms 
Of  misty  memory,  bade  them  live  anew 
As  when  they  shared  earth's  manifold 

delight, 
In  shape,  in  gait,  in  voice,  in  gesture 

true, 
And,  with  an  accent  heightening  as  he 

warms, 
Would  stop  forgetful  of  the  shortening 

night. 
Drop  my  confining  arm,  and  pour  pro- 
fuse 
Much  worldly  wisdom  kept  for  others' 

use. 
Not  for  his  own,  for  he  was  rash  and 

free. 
His  purse  or  knowledge  all  men's,  like 

the  sea. 


Still  can  I  hear  his  voice's  shrilling 

might 
(With  pauses  broken,  while  the  fitful 

spark 
He  blew  more  hotly  rounded  on  the 

dark 
To  hint  his  features  with  a  Rembrandt 

light) 
Call  Oken  back,  or  Humboldt,  or  La- 
marck, 
Or  Cttvier's  taller  shade,  and  many 

more 
Whom  he  had  seen,  or  knew  from  oth- 

er:i'  sight, 
And  make  chem  men  to  me  as  ne'er 

before: 
Not  seldom,  as  the  nndeadened  fibre 

stirred 
Of  noble  friendships  knit  beyond  the 

sea, 
German  or  French  thrust  by  the  lag- 

giug  word. 
For  a  good  leash  of  mother^tongues 

had  he. 
At  last,  arrived  at  where  onr  paths  di- 
vide, 
^  Good  night  I "  and,  ere  the  distance 

grew  too  wide, 
"Good  night! "  again;  and  now  with 

cheated  ear 
I  half  hear  his  who  mine  shall  never 

hear. 


Sometimes  it  seemed  as  if  New  Eng- 
land air 

For  his  large  lungs  too  parsimonious 
were, 

As  if  those  empty  rooms  of  dogma 
drear 

Where  the  ghost  shivers  of  a  faith  aus- 
tere 
Counting  the  horns  o'er  of  the  Beost, 

Still  scaring  those  whose  faith  in  it  is 
least, 

As  if  those  snaps  o'  th'  moral  atmos- 
phere 

That  sharpen  all  the  needles  of  the 
East, 
Had  been  to  him  like  death. 

Accustomed  to   draw  Europe's  freer 
breath 
In  a  more  stable  element ; 

Nay,  even  our  landscape,  half  the  year 
morose, 

Onr  practical  horizon  grimly  pent. 

Our  air,  sincere  of  ceremonious  basse, 
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Forcing    hard    oatlines    mercQessIy 

He  that  was  friends  with  earth,  and 

close, 

all  her  sweet 

Our  social  monotone  of  level  days, 

Took  with  both  hands  unsparingly  : 

Might  make  our  best  beem  banish- 

Truly this  life  is  nrecious  to  the  root, 
And  guod  the  fetlof  grass  beneath  the 

ment; 

Bat  it  was  nothing;  so  ; 

fbot; 

Haply  his  instinct  might  divine, 

To  lie  in  buttercups  and  clover-bloom, 

Beneath  our  drift  of  puritanic  snow. 

Tenants  in  common  with  the  bees. 

The  marvel  sensitive  and  fine 

And    watch    the    white  clouds  drift 

Of  sanguinaria  over-rash  to  blow 

through  gulfs  of  trees, 

And  trust  its  shyness  to  an  air  ma- 

Is   better  than  long  waiting  in  the 

lign; 

tomb; 

Well  might  he  prize  truth's  warranty 

Only  once   more  to  feel  the  coming 

and  pledge 

spring 

In  the  grim  outcrop  of  our  granite 

As  the  birds  feel  it  when  it  bids  them 

edjfc, 

sing, 

Or  Hebrew  fervor   flashing  forth  at 

Only  once  more  to  see  the  moon 

need 

Through  leaf-fringed  abbey-arches  of 

In  the  gaunt  sons  of  Calvin's   iron 

the  elms 

breed, 

Curve  her  mild  sickle  in  the  West 

As  prompt  to  give  as  skilled  to  win 

Sweet  with   the  breath  of  hay-cocks. 

and  keep ; 

were  a  boon 

But,  though  such  intuitions  might  not 

cheer, 
Yet  life  was  good  to  him,  and,  there  or 

Worth    any    promise    of   soothsayer 

realms 
Or  casual   hope  of  being  elsewhere 

here, 

blest; 

With  that  safficing  joy,  the   day  was 

To  take  December  b^  the  beard 
And  crush  the  creaking   snow  with 

never  cheap ; 

Thereto  his  mind  was  its  own  ample 

springy  foot. 

sphere. 

While   overhead  the   North's   dumb 

And,  like  those  buildings  great  that 

streamers  shoot. 

through  the  year 

Till  Winter  fawn  upon  the  cheek  en- 

Carry one  temperature,  his  nature  laige 

deared, 

Made  its  own  climate,  nor  could  any 

Then  the  long  evening-ends 

marge 

Lingered  by  cosy  chimney-nooks, 
With  high  companionship  of  books 

Traced   by  convention  stay  him  from 

his  bent: 

Or  slippered  talk  of  friends 

He  had  a  habitude  of  mountain  air ; 

And  sweet  habitual  looks, 

He  brought  wide  outlool(  where  he 

Is  better  than   to  stop  the  ears  with 

went, 

dust : 

And  could  on  sunny  uplands  dwell 

Too  soon  the  spectre  comes  to  say, "  Thou 
must  1 " 

Of  prospect  sweeter  than  the  pastures 
fair 
High-hung  of  vinv  NeufchAtel ; 
Nor,  surely,  did  he  miss 

2. 

When  toil -crooked  hands  an  croet 

Some  pale,  imaginary  bliss 

upon  the  breast, 

Of  earlier  nights  whose  inner  landscape 

They  comfort  us  with  sense  of  rest ; 

still  was  Swiss. 

They  must  be  glad  to  lie  forever  still; 
Their  work    is    ended  with   their 

V.    1. 

dav; 
Another  Alls  their  room ;  'tis  the  World's 

I  cannot  think  he  wished  so  soon  to 

ancient  way. 

die 

Whether  for  good  or  ill ; 

With  all  his  senses  full  of  eager  heat. 

But  the  deft  spinners  of  the  brain, 

And  rosy  year*  that  stood  expectant  by 

Who  love  each  added  day  and  find  it 

gain, 

• 

feet. 

Them  overtakes  the  doom 

444                                                     AGAbblZ. 

To  snap  the  half  grown  flower  apon 

About  earth's  shaken  coignes,  were 

the  loom 

not  a  fate 

(Trophy  that  was  to  be  of  life-long 

To  leave  us  all-ilisconsolate  ; 

pain), 

Even  endless  slumber  iu  tlie  nweetening 

The  thread  no   other  skill  can  erer 

sod 

knit  again. 

Of  charitable  earth 

'Twas  no  with  him,  for  he  was  glad 

to  live. 

And  makes  us  cleanliM  neighbors  of 

'T  was  doubly  !»o,  for  he  left  work 

the  clod, 

begun; 

Methiuks  were  better  worth 

Could  not  this  eagerness  of  Fate  fur- 

Than  the  poor  fruit  of  must  men  s  wake- 

give 

ful  pains, 

Till  all  the  allotted  flax  were  spun  1 

The  heart's  insatiable  ache : 

It  matters  not;  for,  go  at  night  or 

But  such  was  not  his  faith, 

noon, 

Nor  mine :  it  may  be  he  had  trod 

A  friend,  whenever  he  dies,  has  died 

Outside  the  plain  old  path  of  God  thus 

too  soon, 

spake. 

And,  once  we  hear  the  hopeless  He  is 

But  God  to  him  was  very  God, 

dead, 

And  not  a  visionary  wraith 

So  far  as  flesh  hath  knowledge,  all  is 

Skulking  in    murky  comers  of    the 

said. 

mind, 
And  he  was  sure  to  be 

VL    1, 

Somehow,  somewhere,  imperishable  as 

I  seem  to  see  the  black  procession  u?o  : 

He, 

That  crawling  prose  of  death  too  well 

Not  with  His  essence  mystically  com- 

I know, 

bined. 

' 

The  vulgar    paraphrase  of    glorious 

As  some  high  spirits  long,  but  whole  and 

j 

woe; 

free. 

I  see  it  wind  through  that  unsightly 

A  perfected  and  conscious  Agassis. 

' 

grove, 

And  such  I  figure  him :  the  wise  of  old 

Once  beautiful,  but  long  defaced 

Welcome  and  own  him  of  their  peaceful 

With  granite  permanence  of  cockney 

fold. 

taste 

Not  truly  with  the  guild  enrolled 

And  ail  those  grim  disfigurements  we 

Of  him  who  seeking  inward  guessed 

love : 

Diviner  riddles  than  the  rest. 

There,  then,  we  leave  him  :    Him  1 

And  groping  in  the  darks  of  thought 
Touched  the  Great  Hand  and  knew  it 

such  costly  waste 

Nature  rebels  at :  and  it  is  not  true 

not; 

Of  those  most  pi^ecious  parts  of  him  we 

Rather  he  shHres  the  daily  light. 

knew: 

From  reason's  charier  fountains  won, 

Could  we  be  conscious  but  as  dreamers 
be, 

Of  his  ^reat  chief,  the  slow-paced  Stagy- 

Twere  sweet  to  leave  this  shifting  life 
of  tents 

rite. 
And  Cuvier  clasps  once  more  his  long- 
lost  son. 

Sunk  in  the  changeless  calm  of  Deitv ; 

Nay,  to  be  mingled  with  the  elements. 

2. 

The  fellow^rvant  of  creative  powers, 

The  shape  erect  is  prone :  forever  stilled 

Partaker  in  the  solemn  year's  events, 
To  share  the  work  of  busy-fingered 

The  winning  tongue ;  the  forehead's  high- 

1 

piled  heap, 

1 

hours. 

A  cairn  which  every  science  helped  to 

' 

To  be  night's  silent  almoner  of  dew, 

build. 

To  rise  a^rain  in  plants  and  breathe 

Unvalued  will  its  golden  secrets  keep : 
He  knows  at  last  if  Life  or  Death  be 

' 

and  grow, 

To  stream  as  tides  the  ocean  caverns 

best: 

throus2:h, 

Wherever  he  be  flown,  whatever  rest 

J 

Or  with  the  rapture  of  great  winds  to 

The  being  hath   put  on  which  lately 

blow                                                            here 

» 
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So  many-friended  was,  so  fnll  of  cheer    i  Yon  snub  me  irith  a  pityinff  "  Where 

To  make  men  feel  the  Seeker's  uoble 

aest, 
We  have  not  lost  him  all;  he  is  not 

Were  you  in  the  September  Gale  1 " 

Both  staled  entranced  at  Lafayette, 

gone 

Saw  Jackson  dubbed  with  LL.  D. 

To  the  dumb  herd  of  them  that  wholly 

What  Cambrid;:e  saw  not  strikes  us  yet 

die; 

As  scarcely  worth  one's  while  to  see. 

The  beauty  of  his  better  self  lives  on 

In  minds  he  touched  with  fire,  in  many 

Ten  years  my  senior,  when  my  name 

an  eye 

In  Harvard's  entrance-book  was  writ, 

He  traiued  to  Truth's  exact  severity ; 

Her  halls  still  echoed  with  the  fame 

lie  WHS  a  Teacher :  why  be  grieved  for 

him 
Whose  living  word  still  stimulates  the 

Of  you,  her  poet  and  her  wit. 

'T  is  fifty  years  from  then  to  now  : 

Hir? 

But  vour  Last  Leaf  renews  its  green. 
Though,  for  the  laurels  on  your  brow 
(So   thick   they  crowd),  't  is  hardly 

In  endless  file  shall  loving  scholars  come 

The  glow  of  his  trausnucted  touch  to 

share, 

seen. 

And  tracu  his  features  with  an  eye  less 

dim 

The  oriole's  fledglings  fifty  times 

Than  ours  whose  sense  familiar  wont 

Have  flown  from  our  familiar  elms ; 

makes  nnmb. 

As  many  poets  with  their  rhvmes 
ObUvion's  darkling  dust  overwhelms. 

FiOftSMCi,  IiALT,  Febnanf,  1874. 

The  birds  are  hushed,  the  poets  gone 
Where    no    haish   critic's   iMh   can 

TO  HOLMES 

reach, 
And  still  your  winged  brood  sing  on 

OV  niS  BEVENTT-PIPTH  BIBTHDAT. 

'£0  all  who  love  our  English  speech. 

Dear  Wendell,    why  need    count  the 

Nay,  let  the  foolish  records  be 
That  make  believe  you  're  seventy- 

years 

Since  first  your  genius  made  me  thrill. 

five; 

If  what  moved  then  to  smiles  or  tears. 

Yon  're  the  old  Wendell  still  to  me,— 

Or  both  contending,  move  me  still  1 

And  that 's  the  yotmgest  man  alive. 

What  has  the  Calendar  to  do 

The  ?ray-b1ue  eyes,  I  see  them  still, 

With  iwetB  1     What  Time's  fruitless 
tooth 
With  fray  immortals  such  as  you 

Whose   years    but    emphasize   your 
youth  1 

The  gallant  front  with  brown  o'er- 
hnng, 
The  shape  alert,  the  wit  at  will. 

The  phrase    that    stuck,  but    never 

stung. 

One  air  gave  both  their  lease  of  breath ; 

You  keep  your  youth  as  yon  Scotch  firs. 
Whose  gaunt'line  mv  horizon  hems, 

The  same  paths  lured  our  boyish  feet ; 
One  earth  will  hold  us  safe  in  death, 

Though  twiliL'hi  all  the  lowland  blurs. 

With  dust  of  saints  and  scholars  sweet. 

Hold  sunset  in  their  ruddy  stems. 

Our    legends    from   one    source    were 

You  with  the  elders  ?    Yes,  't  is  true. 

drawn, 

But  in  no  sadly  literal  sense. 

I  scarce  distinguish  vonrs  from  mine. 

With  elders  and  coevals  too, 

And  don't  we  mske  the  Gentiles  yawn 

Whose  verb  admits  no  preterite  tense 

With  "You  remembers?"  o'er  our 

wine! 

Master  alike  in  speech  and  song 
Of  fame's  great  antiseptic— -Style, 

If  I,  with  too  senescent  air, 

You  with  the  classic  few  belone: 

Invade  your  elder  memory's  pale,              Who  tempered  wisdom  with  a  smile. 
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Outlive  118  all  1    Who  else  like  yon 
Could  sift  the  seedconi  from  our  chaffy 

And  make  us  with  the  pen  we  knew 
Deathless  at  least  in  epitaph  ? 

WOLLAITOH,  Anguit  29, 18M. 

IN  A  COPT  OF  OMAB  KHATTijC. 

These  pearls  of  thought  in  Persian  gulfs 

were  bred, 
Each  softljr'lucent  as  a  rounded  moon ; 
The  diver  Omar  plucked  them  from  their 

bed, 
Fitzgerald  strung  them  on  an  English 

thread. 

Fit  rosary  for  a  queen,  in  shape  and 

hue. 
When  Contemplation  tells  her  pensive 

beads 
Of   mortal   thoughu,  forever  old  and 

new. 
Fit  for  a  queen?    Why,  surely  then  for 

youl 

The  moral  ?   Where  Doubt's  eddies  toss 

and  twirl 
Faith's  slender  shallop  till  her  footing 

reel. 
Plunge:  if  you  find  not  peace  beneath 

the  whirl, 
Groping,  you  may  like  Omar  grasp  a 

pearl 


ON  BEGEIVINO  A  COPY  OF  MR. 
AUSTIN  DOBSON'S  "OLD  WOBLD 
n>YLLa>' 


At  length  arrived,  your  book  I  take 
To  read  in  for  the  author's  sake  ; 
Too  gray  for  new  sensations  grown. 
Can  charm  to  Art  or  Nature  known 
This  torpor  from  my  senses  shake  ? 


Hush!  my  parched  ears  what  runnels 

slake  ? 
Is  a  thrush  gurgling  from  the  brake  ? 
Has  Spring,  on  all  the  breezes  blown, 
At  length  arrived  ? 

Long  may  you  live  such  songs  to  make. 
And  I  to  listen  while  yon  wake» 
With  skill  of  late  disused,  each  tone 
Of  the  Lesboum  barbitan, 


At  mastery,  through  long  finger-ache. 
At  length  arrived. 

IL 
As  I  read  on,  what  changes  steal 
0  er  me    and    through,  from  head  to 

heel? 
A  rapier  thrusts  coat-tkirt  aside, 
My    rou^h    Tweeds    bloom    to    silken 

pnde,  — 
Who  was  it  laughed  ?    Your  hand,  Dick 

Steele! 

Down  vistas  long  of  dipt  charmitte 
Watteau  as  Pierrot  leads  the  reel  ; 
Tabor  and  pipe  the  dancers  guide 
As  I  read  on. 

While  in  and  out  the  verses  wheel 
The  wiud-cauffht  robes  trim  feet  reveal. 
Lithe  ankles  that  to  music  glide, 
But  chastely  and  by  chance  descried ; 
Art  ?    Nature  ?    Which  do  I  most  feel 
As  I  read  on  ? 


TO  C,  F.  BRADFORD 
ON  THE  GIFT  OF  A  MEERSCHAUM  FIFE. 

The  pipe  came  safe,  and  welcome  too. 

As  anything  must  be  from  you ; 

A  meerschaum  pure,  't  would  float  as 

light 
As  she  the  ^rls  call  Amphitrite. 
Mixture  diviue  of  foam  and  clay, 
From  both  it  stole  the  best  away : 
Its  foam  is  such  as  crowns  the  glow 
Of  beakers  brimmed  by  Veuve  Clicquot; 
Its  dav  is  but  congested  lymph 
Jove  cnose  to  make  some  choicer  nymph ; 
And  here  combined, — why,  this  must 

be 
The  birth  of  some  enchanted  sea, 
Shaped  to  immortal  form,  the  type 
And  very  Venus  of  a  pipe. 

When  high  I  heap  it  with  the  weed 
From  Lethe  wharf,  whose  potent  seed 
Nicotia,  big  from  Bscchus,  bore 
And  cast  upon  Virginia's  shore, 
I  '11  think,—  So  fill  the  fairer  bowl 
And  wise  alembic  of  thy  soul, 
With  herbs  far-sought  that  shall  distil. 
Not  fumes  to  slacken  thought  and  willy 
But  bracing  essences  that  nerve 
To  wait,  to  dare,  to  strive,  to  serve. 


• 
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When  corlt  the  smoke  in  eddies  toft. 

The    bridge   is  there;  the   lock  with 

And  hangs  a  shifting  dream  aloft. 
That  g:iTe8  and  takes,  though  chance- 

lichens  hoar ; 

And  the  same  shadows  on  the  water 

designed, 

lean. 

The  impress  of  the  dreamer's  mind, 

Outlasting  us.    How  many  graves  be^ 

I  'U  think,  —  So  let  the  vapors  bred 

tween 

By  Passion,  in  the  heart  or  head, 

That  day  and  this  1  How  many  shadows 

Pass  off  and  upward  into  space, 

more 

Waving  farewells  of  tenderest  grace. 
Remembered  in  some  happier  ume, 
To  blend  their  beautj  with  my  rhjme. 

Darken  my  heart,  their  substance  from 

these  eyes 

Hidden  forever  1    So  oar  worid  is  made 

Of  life  and  death  commingled ;  and  the 

While  hlowly  o'er  its  candid  bowl 

sighs 

The  color  deepens  (as  the  soul 

That  bums  in  mortals  leaves  its  trace 

laid: 

Of  hale  or  beautj  on  the  face), 

What  compensation  1    None,  save  that 
the  AUwise 

1 11  think,  —  So  let  the  essence  ran 

Of  years  consuming  make  me  fair ; 
So,  'gainst  the  ills  of  life  profuse, 

So  schools  ns  to  love  things  that  cannoi 

fade. 

Steep  roe  in  some  narcotic  juice ; 

IL 

And  if  my  soul  must  part  with  all 

That  whiteness  which  we  greenness  call, 
Smooth  back,  0  Fortune,  half  thy  frown. 

Thank  God,  he  saw  yon  last  in  pomp  of 

May, 

And  make  me  beaatifully  brown  1 

Eie  any  leaf  had  felt  the  year's  regret ; 
Your  latest  image  in  his  memory  set 

Dream-forger,  I  refill  thy  cup 

Was   fair   as    when   your   landscape's 

With  reverieSi  wasteful  pittance  up, 

peaceful  sway 

And  while  the  fire  hums  slow  away, 

Charmed  dearer  eyes  with  his  to  make 

Hiding  itself  in  ashes  gray, 

I  'U  think,  —  As  inward  Youth  retreats. 

delay 

On  Hope's  long  prospect,— as  if  They 

Compelled  to  spare  his  wasting  heats, 

forget 

When    Life's   Ash -Wednesday    comes 

The    happy.   They,   the    nnspeakable 

about. 

Three,  whose  debt, 

And  my  head 's  gray  with  fires  burnt 

Like   the   hawk's    shadow,   blots    onr 

out. 

brightest  day: 

While  stays  one  spark  to  light  the  eye, 
With  the  last  flash  of  memory. 

Better  it  is  that  ve  should  look  so  fair, 
Slopes  that  he  loved,  and  ever-mnrmnr- 

T  wai  leap  to  welcome  d  F.  B., 

ing  pines 
That  tnake  a  music  out  of  silent  air. 

Who  sent  my  favorite  pipe  to  me. 

And  bloom-heaped  orchard-trees  in  pros- 

perous lines ; 

BAKKSmS. 

In  you  the  heart  some  sweeter  hints  di- 
vines. 

(bomb  of  bdmund  quihot.) 

And  wiser,  than  in  winter's  dnll  despair. 

DsDBAM,  Hat  31, 1877. 

nL 

L 

Old  Friend,  farewell  I  Your  kindly  door 

I  0HBI8TBNED  yon    in  happier   days, 

again 
I  enter,  bnt  the  master's  hand  in  mine 

before 

No  more  clasps  welcome,  and  the  tem- 

These  gray  forebodings  on  my  brow  were 

Derate  wine, 
That  cheered  our  long  nights,  other  lips 

seen; 

ToQ  are  still  lovely  in  your  new-leaved 

must  stain : 

The  bnmming  river  soothes  his  grassy 

All  is  unchanged,  bnt  I  expect  in  vain 

The  face  alert,  the  manners  free  and 

shore; 

flue. 
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The  Berenty  years  borne  lightlj  aa  the 
pine 

Weurs  its  first  down  of  snow  in  green 
disdain : 

Much  did  he,  and  much  well ;  yet  most 
of  all 

I  prized  his  skill  in  leisure  and  the  ease 

Of  a  life  flowing  full  withont  a  plan  ; 

For  most  are  idly  bnsj ;  him  I  call 

Thrice  fortunate  who  knew  himself  to 
please, 

Learned  in  those  arts  that  make  a  gentle- 
man. 

IV. 

Nor  deem  ho  lived  unto  himself  alone ; 
His  was  the  public  spirit  of  his  sire, 
And  in  those  e^es,  soft  with  domestic  fire, 
A  anenchlesB  light  of  fiercer  temper  shone 
Wnat  time  about  che  world  our  shame 

was  blown 
On  every  wind ;  his  soul  would  not  con- 

spire 
With  selfish  men  to  soothe  the  mob's 

desire, 
Veiling  with  garlands  Moloch's  bloody 

stone ; 
The  hij^h-bred  instincts  of  a  better  day 
Ruled  in  his  blood,  when  to  be  citizen 
Rang  Roman  yet,  and  a  Free  People's 

swav 
Was  not  the  exchequer  of  irapoverished 

men, 
Nor  statesmanship  with  loaded  rotes  to 

play, 
Nor  public  office  a  tramps'  booeing-ken. 


JOSEPH  WINLOCK. 

Dtxb  Juvs  11, 187S. 

Sht  sonl  and  stalwart,  man  of  patient  will 
Through  years  one  hair's-breadth  on  our 

DtLtk  to  gain, 
Who,  from  the  stars  he  studied  not  in  rain, 
Dad  learned  their  secret  to  be  strong 

and  still, 
Careless  of  fames  thai  earth's  tin  trum- 
pets fill ; 
Bom  under  Leo,  broad  of  build  and  brain, 
While  others  slept,  he  watched  in  that 

hushed  fane 
Of  Science,  only  witness  of  his  skill : 
Sudden  as  falls  a  shooiing-star  he  fell, 
But  inextinguishable  his  luminous  trace 
In  mind  and  heart  of  all  that  knew  him 
well 


Happy  man's  doom !    To  him  the  Fates 

were  known 
Of  orbs  dim  hovering  on  the  skirts  of 

space, 
Unprescient,  through  God's  mercy,  of  his 

own! 

SONNET. 

TO  FAVKT  ALEXAHDER. 

Uwcoirsciocs  as  the  sunshine,  simply 

sweet 
And  generous  as  that,  thou  dost  not  close 
Thyself  in  art,  as  life  were  but  a  rose 
To  rumple  bee-like  with  luxurious  feet ; 
Thy  hi«;her    mind    therein    finds   sare 

retreat, 
But  not  from  care  of  common  hopes  and 

woes; 
Thee  the  dark  chamber,  thee  the  un- 

friended,  knows, 
Although  no  babbling  crowds  thy  praise 

repeat: 
Consummate  artist,  who  life's  landscape 

bleak 
Hast   brimmed  with   sun   to    many  a 

clonded  eye, 
Toached  to  a  brighter  hue  the  beggar's 

cheek. 
Hung  over  orphaned  lives  a  gracious  sky, 
And  traced  for  eyes,  that  else  would 

vainly  seek, 
Fair  pictures  of  an  angel  drawing  nigh ! 
FLoanos,  1878. 

JBFFBIB8  WTUAK. 


DlID 


4^1874. 


The  wisest  man  could  ask  no  more  of  Fate 
Than  to  be  simple,  modest,  manly,  truo, 
Safe  from  the  Many,  honored  by  the 

Few; 
To  count  as  naught  in  World,  or  Church, 

or  State, 
But  inwardly  in  secret  to  be  preat ; 
To  feel  mysterious  Nature  ever  new ; 
To  touch,  if  not  to  grasp,  her  endless 

clue, 
And  learn  by  each  discovery  hew  to  wait. 
He  widened  knowledge  and  escaped  the 

praise; 
He  wisely  taught,  becaase  more  wise  to 

learn; 
He  toiled  for  Science,  not  to  draw  men's 


TO  A  FRIEND.  —  WITH  AN  ARMCHAIR.  —  E.  G.  DE  R. 
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But  f6r  ber  lore  of  self-denial  stern. 
That  iioch  a  man  could  spiing  from  oar 

decHVB 
Fans  the  Bonrs  nobler  faith  until  it  bam. 


TO  A  FBIBND 

WHO  GAVE  MB  A  GROUP  OF  WEEDS 
AWD  GRABSEt,  AVTBR  A  DRAWIVG  OV 
DtKBR. 

True  as  the  son's  own  work,  bnt  more 

refined, 
It  t^Us  of  love  behind  the  artist's  eye. 
Of  sweet  companionships  with  earth  and 

And  summers  stored,  the  sunshine  of  the 
mind. 

What  peace  !  Sure,  ere  you  breathe, 
the  tickle  wind 

Will  breiik  irs  truce  and  bend  that  gnus- 
plume  hiii(h, 

Scarcely  yet  quiet  from  the  gilded  fly 

That  flits  a  more  luxurious  perch  to  And. 

Thanks  for  a  pleasure  that  can  never 
pall, 

A  serene  moment,  deftly  caught  and  kept 

To  make  immortal  summer  on  my  whII. 

Had  he  who  drew  such  gladness  ever 
wept? 

Ask  rather  could  he  else  have  reen  at  all, 

Or  grown  in  Nature's  mysteries  an 
adept  1 


WITH  AN  AXMCHAIB. 


About  the  oak  that  framed  this  chair,  of 
old 

The  seasons  danced  their  ronnd  ;  de- 
lighted win^ 

Brought  music  to  its  boughs ;  shy  wood- 
bind things 

Shared  its  broad  roof,  'neath  whose  green 
glooms  grown  bold. 

Lovers,  more  shy  than  they,  their  secret 
told; 

The  resurrection  of  a  thousand  springs 

Swelled  in  its  veins,  and  dim  imaginings 

Teased  them,  perchance,  of  life  more 
manifold. 

Such  shall  it  know  when  its  proud  arms 
enclose 

My  Lady  Groshawk,  musing  here  at  rest. 

Careless  of  him  who  into  exile  goes, 


Yet,  while  his  gift  by  those  fair  limbs  is 

pre*«t. 
Through  some  fine  sympathy  of  nature 

knows 
That,  seas  between  us,  she  is  still  his 

guest 

2. 

Yet  sometimes,  let  me  dream,  the  con- 
scious wood 

A  momentary  vision  may  renew 

Of  him  who  counts  it  treasure  that  he 
knew. 

Though  but  in  passing,  such  a  priceless 
good. 

And,  like  an  elder  brother,  felt  his 
mood 

Uplifted  by  the  spell  that  kept  her  true. 

Amid  her  lightsome  compeers,  to  the 
few 

That  wear  the  crown  of  serious  woman- 
hood: 

Were  he  so  happy,  think  of  him  as  one 

Who  in  the  Louvre  or  Pitti  feels  his 
soul 

Rapt  by  some  dead  face  which,  till  then 
unseen. 

Moves  like  a  memory  and,  till  life  out- 
run. 

Is  vexed  with  vague  misgiving,  past  con- 
trol. 

Of  nameless  loss  and  thwarted  might- 
have-been. 

B.  G.  DE  B. 

Wht  should  I  seek  her  spell  to  decom- 
pose 
Or  to  its  source  each  rill  of  influence 

trace 
That  feeds  the  brimming  river  of  her 

grace? 
The  petals  numbered  but  degrade  to 

prose 
Summer's  triumphant  poem  of  the  rose : 
Enough  for  me  to  watch  the  wavering 

chase. 
Like  wind  o*er  grass,  of  moods  across 

her  face, 
Fairest  in  motion,  fairer  in  repose. 
Steeped  in  her  sunshine,  let  me,  while  I 

mav. 
Partake  the  bounty :  ample  't  is  for  me 
That  her  mirth  cheats  my  temples  of 

their  gray. 
Her  charm  makes  years  long  spent  seem 

yet  to  be. 


• 
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Wit,  goodness,  grace,  swift  flash  from 

As  that  wherewith  the  heart  of  Roland 

grave  to  grty,— 

brake. 

All  these  are  good,  bat  better  far  is  she. 

Far  heard  across  the  New  World  and  the                   1 
Old.                                                               1 

BON  VOYAGE! 

ON  AN  AUTUMN   SKETCH  OF  H.  O. 

Ship,  blest  to  bear  such  freight  across  the 

WILD. 

blue, 

May  stormless  stars  control  thy  horo- 

Thanks to  the  artist,  ever  on  my  wall 

scope; 

The    sunset  stays:    that  hill  in  glory 

In  keel  and  hall,  in  every  spar  and  rope, 

rolled. 

Be  night  and  day  to  thy  dear  office  true ! 

Those  trees  and  donds  in  crimson  and 

Ocean,  men's  path  and  their  divider  too. 

in  gold. 

No  fairer  shrine  of  memory  and  hope 

Bom    on,   nor    cool    when     evening's 

To  the  underworld  adown  thy  westering 

shadows  fall. 

slope 

Not   round   these    splenddrs    Midnight 

wrap«  her  pall ; 
The§e  leaves  ihe  flush  of  Autumn's  vin- 

E'er  vanished,  or  whom  sach  regrets 

pursue : 
Smooth  all  thy  surges  as  when  Jove  to 

tage  hold 

Crete 

In  Winter's  spite,  nor  can  the  Northwind 

Swam  with  less  costly  burthen,  and  pre- 

bold 

pare 

Deface    my   chapers   western   window 

A  pathway  meet  for  her  home-coming              small: 

soon                                                   On  one,  ah  me !    October  struck  his  frost. 

With  golden  undulations  such  as  greet 

But  not  repaid  him  with  those  Tynan 

The   printlesa  summer  -  sandals  of  the 

hues; 

moon 

His  naked  boughs  but  tell  him  what  is 

And  tempt  the  Nautilus  his  cruise  to 

lost. 

dare! 

And  parting  comforts  of  the  sun  refuse : 
His  heaven  is  bare,  —  ah,  were  its  hollow 

TO  WHITTIBB. 

crost 
Even  with  a  cloud  whose  light  were  yet 

OM   HIB  SEVEHTY-FIPTH   BIRTHDAY. 

to  lose! 

April,  18M. 

New  England's  poet,  rich  in  love  as 

years. 
Her  hillii  and  valleys  praise  thee,  her 

TO  MISS  D.  T. 

swift  brooks 

ON    HER    OIVINO     MB    A    DRAWING    OF 

Dance  in  thy  verse ;  to  her  grave  sylvan 

LITTLB  STREET  ARABS. 

nooks 

Thy  steps  allure  us,  which  the  wood- 

As,  cleansed  of  Tiber's  and  Oblivion's 

thrush  hears 

slime, 

As  maids  their  lovers',  and  no  treason 

Glow  Farnesina's    vaults  with   shapes 

fears; 

again 

Through  thee  her  Merrimacs  and  Agio- 

That  dreamed  some  exiled  artist  from 

chooks 

his  pain 
Back   to  his  Athens  and    the  Muse*s 

clime, 
So  these  world-orphaned  waifs  of  Want 

And  many  a  name  uncouth  win  gracious 
Sweetly  familiar  to  both  Englands'  ears  ; 

Peaceful  by  birthright  as  a  virgin  lake, 

and  Crime, 

The  lily's    anchorage,    which  no  eyes 
behold 

Purged  by  Art's   absolution  from  the 
stain 

1 

Save  those  of  stars,  yet  for  thy  brother's 

Of  the  polluting  city-flood,  regain 

i 

sake 

Ideal  grace  secure  from  taint  of  time. 

i 

That  lay  in  bonds,  thou  blewst  a  blast  as 

An  Attic  frieze  yon  give,  a  pictured 

1 

1 

bold 

song; 
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For  as  with  words  the  poet  paiota,  for 

yoa 
The  happy  pencil  at  ita  labor  sings, 
Stealing    his  privilege,  nor    doea   him 

wrong. 
Beneath  the  false  ditscovering  the  troe, 
And  Beauty's  best  in  unregarded  things. 


WITH  A  OOPY  OF    AUCASSIN  AND 
NICOLBTB. 

Leaves  fit  to  have  been  poor  Juliet's 

cradle-rhyme, 
With  gladness  of  a  heart  long  quenched 

in  mould 
They  yibrate  still,  a  nest  not  yet  grown 

cold 
From  its  fledged  burthen.    The  numb 

hand  of  time 
Vainly  his  glass  turns;  here  is  endless 

prime; 
Here  bps  their  roses  keep  and  locks  their 

gold; 
Here  Love  in  pristine  innocency  bold 
Speaks   what    our    grosser   conscience 

makes  a  crime. 
Because  it  tells  the  dream  that  all  hare 

known 
Once  in  their  lives,  and  to  lifers  end  the 

few; 
Because  its  seeds  o'er  Memory's  desert 

blown 
Spring  up  in  heartsease  such  as  Eden 

knew; 
Because  it  hath  a  beauty  nil  its  own, 
Dear  Friend,  I  plucked  this  herb  of  grace 

for  you. 


ON  PLANTING  A  TREE  AZ  IN- 
YBEA&A. 

Who  does  his  duty  is  a  question 
Too  complex  to  be  solved  by  me. 
But  he,  I  venture  the  suggestion, 
Does  part  of  his  that  plimts  a  tree. 

For  after  he  is  dead  and  buried. 
And  epitaphed,  and  well  forgot. 
Nay,  even  his  shade  by  Charon  ferried 
To  —  let  na  not  inquire  to  what, 

His  deed,  its  author  long  ontliving, 
Kv  Nature's  mother«are  increased, 
Shall  stand,  his  verdant  almoner,  giv- 
ing 
A  kindly  dole  to  man  and  beaat. 


The  wavfarer,  at  noon  reposinf?, 
Shall  blei<8  its  shadow  on  the  grass. 
Or  sheep  beueath  it  huddle,  dozing 
Until  the  thundergust  o'erpaas. 

The  owl,  belated  in  his  plundering. 
Shall  here  await  the  friendly  night, 
Blinking  whene'er  he  wakes,  and  won- 
dering 
What  fool  it  was  invented  light. 

Hither  the  busy  birda  shall  flutter, 
With  the  light  timber  for  their  neats. 
And,  pausing  from  their  labor,  utter 
The  morning  sunshine  in  their  breasts. 

What  though  his  memory  shall  have 

vanished. 
Since  the  good  deed  he  did  survives? 
It  is  not  wholly  to  be  banished 
Thus  to  be  part  of  many  livea. 

Grow,    then,     my    foster  -  child,    and 

strengthen. 
Bough  over  oough,  a  murmurous  pile. 
And  as  your  stately  stem  shall  lengthen. 
So  may  the  statelier  of  Aigyll  1 
1880. 


AN  EPI8TLB  TO  OEOBOB  WILUAK 
CUBTIS. 


"Deprodeme, 
eagnutboot 
tot  dit  oe  tot  ooote, 
Que  leinguA  na  puet  dm  retrain 
^nnt  d'enor  com  proaom  set  falra.*' 


Dm  qo'Q  8*stonie  »  grant  boota 
JanMort 


CBMrnw  urn  Tmum, 
lA  Romana  dou  Chevaiitr  au  LfOHt  784-788. 

1874. 

Cdrtib,  whoee  Wit,  with  Fancy  arm  in 

arm. 
Masks  half  its   muscle  in  its  skill  to 

charm. 
And  who  so  gently  can  the  Wrong  expoee 
As  sometimes  to  make  converts,  never 

foes, 
Or  only  such  aa  good  men  must  expect. 
Knaves  sore  with  conscience  of  their  own 

defect, 
I  come  with  mQd  remonstrance.    Ere  I 

start, 
A  kindlier  errand  interrupts  my  heart, 
And  I  maat  utter,  though  it  vex  your 

ears, 
The  love,  the  honor,  felt  so  many  years. 
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Curtis,  skilled  eqaally  with  voice  and 

pen 
To  stir  the  hearts  or  mould  the  minds 

of  men,  — 
That  voice  whose  music,  for  I  *ve  heard 

yon  sinfi; 
Sweet  as  Casella,  can  with  passion  ring, 
That  pen  whose  rapid  ease  ne'er  trips 

with  hasie, 
Nor  scrapes  nor  spatters,  pointed  with 

good  taste, 
First  Steele's,  then  Goldsmith's,  next  it 

came  to  yon, 
Whom  Thackeray  rated  best  of  all  our 

crew, — 
Had  letters  kept  yon,  every  wreath  were 

yours ; 
Had  the  World  tempted,  all  its  chariest 

doors 
Had  swung  on  flattered  hinges  to  admit 
Such  high-bred  manners,  such  good-na- 
tured wit ; 
At   courts,  in    senates,  who   so  fit  to 

serve? 
And  both  invited,  but  you  would  not 

swerve, 
All    meaner   prizes  waiving    that   you 

might 
In  civic  duty  spend  vour  heat  and  light, 
Unpaid,  untrammelled,  with    a    sweet 

disdain 
Refusing  posts  men  grovel  to  attain. 
Good  Man  all  own  you ;  what  is  left  me, 

then, 
To   heighten    praise   with    but   Good 

Citizen  ? 

But  why  this  praise  to  make  you  blush 

and  stare. 
And  give  a  backache  to  your  Easy. 

*fchair? 
Old  Crestien  rightly  says  no  language 

can 
Express  the  worth  of  a  true  Gentleman, 
And  I  afrree ;  but  other  thoughts  deride 
My  first  intent,  and  lure  my  f>en  aside. 
Thinking  of  yon,  I  see  my  firelight  glow 
On  other  faces,  loved  from  long  ag(», 
Dear  to  us  both,  and  all  these  loves 

combine 
With  this  I  send  and  crowd  in  every 

line; 
Fortune  with  me  was  in  such  generous 

mood 
That  all  my  friends  were  yours,  and  all 

were  good  ; 
Three  generations  come  where  one  I  call, 


And  the    fair  grandame,  youngest  of 
I  them  all, 

In  her  own  Florida  who  fonnd  and  sips 
The  fount  that  fled  from  I'once's  ioiig- 

iuf;  lips. 
How  bright  they  rise  and  wreathe  my 

hearthstone  round. 
Divine  my  thoughts,  reply  without  a 

sound, 
And  wifh  them  many  a  shape  that  mem- 
ory sees. 
As  dear 'as  they,  but  crowned  with  an- 

reoles  these ! 
What  wonder  if,  with   protest  in  my 

thought. 
Arrived,    I    find  't   was    only   love   I 

brought  ? 
I  came  with  protest;  Memory  barred  the 

road 
Till  I  repaid  you  half  the  debt  I  owed. 

No,  't  was  not  to  bring  laurels  that  I 

came. 
Nor  would  you  wish   it,  daily   seiing         ' 

fame, 
(Or  our  cheap  substitute,  unknown  of 

yore,) 
Dumped  like  a  load  of  coal  at  every 

door. 
Mime  and  hetera  getting  equal  weight 
With  him  whose  toils  heroic  saved  the 

State. 
But  praise  can  harm  not  who  so  calmly 

met 
Slander*s  worst  word,  nor  treasured  up 

the  debt. 
Knowing,  what  all  experience  serves  to 

show, 
No  mud  can  soil  us  but  the  mnd  we 

thrtiW. 
Ton    have    heard   harsher   voices    and 

more  loud. 
As  all  must,  not  sworn  liegemen  of  the 

crowd. 
And   fHr  aloof  your  silent  mind  could 

keep 
As  when,  in  heavens  with  winter-mid- 

niffht  deep, 
The  perfect  moon  hangs  thoughtful,  nor 

can  know 
What  honnds  her  lucent  calm  drives  mnd 

below. 

But  to  my  business,  while  yon  mb  your 

eye^ 
And  wonder  how  you  ever  thought  me 

wise. 
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1 

Bear  friend  and  old,  Ihej  i$.j  yon  shak«    By  shelvfi!}  thfit  ann  them  m  tbe  indul^ 

your  head 
And  wwh  eoroe  hitter  wt>rda  of  mtne  un^ 

gein  Pa«t. 

Whena  Spanish  castles,  eTen,  wcw  built 

said  : 

to  ksr, 

I  wish  ihev  might  be,  —  tbere  we  are 

ligreed  ; 
I  hate  to  Ft  peak,  aiLll  more  what  makes 

Where  siiint  and  sage  their  silent  figil 

keep, 
And  wrong  hath  ceased  or  lung^  itself  to 

the  iieed ; 

sleep. 

But  I  mu«t  utter  what  the  voice  withiu 

Dear  were  my  walks,  too,  gathering'  fra- 

1 Jictates,  for  acquiescence  dumb  were  sio  ; 
I  ^^lun  ungrftteml  troths,  if  w>  they  be, 

grant  store 

Of  Mother  Nature's  Himplc- minded  lore  r 

That  none  may  aeed  to  say  thera  afterme^ 

I   learned   all   weaiher^ign»  of  day  or 

T  were  my  felicity  c<mlcl  I  HttAin 

uighE; 

The  temperate  w;al  thut  hiUaucca  yoBr 

No  bini   but  I  cotild   name  him  by  hi* 

brain  i 

Ri^Mit, 

Bat   nature    still   o'erieapa    rt flection 's 

No   disiani  tree  but  by  his  shape  waa 

plaji, 

known. 

And  ona  ran^t  do  hb  service  as  he  (^aJl. 

Or,  near  at  Imnd,  by  leaf  or  biirk  alone. 

Think  you   it  were    not    plaiaanter  to 

Thia   1  earn i tig  wou   hy   loviug  looks  I 

speak 

hived 

Smooth  word  a  that  leave  unflushed  the 

As  sweeter  lore  than  all  from  books  de- 

brow nnd  «heek  ? 

rived. 

To  sit,  well-diued,  with  cynic  smile,  un- 

I know  the  charm  of  hillside,  field,  and 

seen 

wof)d. 

In  prtvate  box,  spectator  of  the  scene 

Of  lake  smd  stream,  and  ihe  sky's  downy 

Where  men  the  comedy  of  life  rt hearse, 

brood, 

Iiily  to  judge   which    better  and  which 

Of  roads  set^uesteretl  rimmed  with  sallow 

woHe 

Hod, 

Each  hireling  actor  spoiled  Kia  worth- 

Bot  friends  with  hardback,  aster,  golden- 

leaapnrtl 

rod. 

Were  it  not  sweeter  with  acflreless  heart, 

Or  snceory  keeping  summer  long  its  trust 

In  happy  tommune  with  the  untaitittid 

Of  heaven -blue  fleckless  from  the  eddy- 

brooks. 

lug  duj^t; 

To  dream  all  day,  or,  walled  with  silent  \ 

Theae  were  my  earliest  friends,  and  latest 

book*, 

too, 

To  hear  nor  heed  the  World'*  unmeaning 

Still  nnefttranyed,  whatever  fate  may  do. 
For  yeiirs  I    had  thebe   treasure!^,  knew 

Doiae, 

Safe  in  my  foftrea«  »ior&il  with  lifelong 

their  worth, 

joys? 

Estate  mij«t  rcaJ  mutj  ran  have  on  earth* 
I  sank  too  deep  in  this  s^ift-utuffed  repose 

1  love  too  well  the  pleasures  of  retreat 

That  hears  bni  rumon^  of  earth*^  wrongs 

Safe  from  the  crowd  and  cloistered  from 

and  woes; 

the  fitreet  j 

Too  well  these  Capuas  could  my  muscles 

The  fire  that  whispers  its  doroestic  joy, 

T*as*e, 

FJickeriojr  on  walla  that  knew  me  still  a 

Not  void  *)f  toils,  hut  toiU  of  choice  and 

boy, 

taste  ; 

And   knew  tny  lalntly  father ;   the  full 

These  sriU  had  kept  me  could  I  but  have 

day  a, 

qnelled 

Not  careworn   from   the    world's  sonl- 

The  Puritan  drop  that  in  my  veins  re- 

aqiiatidering ways, 

belled. 

Calm  days  that  loiter  with  snow-aileut 

But  there  were  tiroes  wbetj  silent  were 

tread. 

my  bo'^ks 

Kor  break  my  commune  with  the  undy- 

As jsiilers  are,  and  gave  me  sullen  looks, 

ing^  dead ; 

When  veraeB  palled,  and  even  ihe  wood- 

Truanrs  of  Time,  to-mormw  like  to-day, 

laud  path. 

That  c«>me  unhid,  and  eiaimlesi  glide 

By  innocent  contrast,  fed  my  heart  with 

away 

wrath. 

' 
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And  I  must  twist  my  little  gift  of  words   Dear  friend,  if  any  man  I  wished  to 

Into  a  scourt^e  of  rough  and  knotted 

please. 

cords 

T  were  sorely  yon  whose  humor*B  honied 

Unmusical,  that  whistle  as  they  swing 

ease 

To  leave  on  shameless  backs  their  purple 

Flows   flecked   with  gold   of  thought^ 

sting. 

whose  generous  mind 

How  slow  Time  comes  1    Gone,  who  so 

Whose  brave  example  still  to  vanward 

swift  as  he  ? 

shines. 

Add  but  a  year,  't  is  half  a  century 

Checks  the  retreat,  and  spurs  our  lagging 

Since  the  slave's  stifled  moaning  broke  {            lines. 

my  sleep,                                          Was  I  too  bitter  f    Who  his  phrase  can 

Heard  'gainst  my  will  in  that  seclusion              choose 

deep,                                                That  sees  the  life-blood  of  his  dearest 

Haply  heard  louder  for  the  silence  there,              ooze  ? 

And  so  my  fancied  safeguard  made  my    I  loved  my  Country  so  as  only  they 

snare. 

Who  love  a  mother  fit  to  die  for  may ; 

After  that  moan  had  sharpened  to  a 

I  loved  her  old  renown,  her  stainleis 

cry. 

fame,— 

And  the  cloud,  hand-broad  then,  heaped 

What  better  proof  than  that  I  loathed 

all  our  sky 

her  shame  ? 

With  its  stored   yeneeance,  and   such 
thunders  stirred 

That  many  biamed  me  could  not  irk  me 

long, 

As  heaven's  and  earth's  remotest  cham- 

But, if   you  doubted,  must  I  not  be 

bers  heard. 

wrong? 

I  looked  to  see  an  ampler  atmosphere 

'T  is  not  for  me  to  answer :  this  I  know. 

Bv  that  electric  passion-eust  blown  dear. 
I  looked  for  this;  consider  what  I  see  — 

That  roan  or  race  so  prospiTously  low 

Sunk  in  success  that  wrath  they  cannot 

But  I  forbear,  't  wonld  please  nor  yon 

feel. 

nor  me 

Shall  taste  the  spurn  of  parting  Fortune's 

To  check  the  items  in  the  bitter  list 

heel; 

Of  all  I  coanted  on  and  all  I  mist. 

For  never  land  long  lease  of  empire  won 

Onlv  three  instances  I  choose  from  all. 

Whose  sons  sate  silent  when  base  deeds 

And  each  enoash  to  stir  a  pigeon's  gall : 
Office  a  fund  for  ballot-brokers  made 

were  done. 

To  pay  the  drudges  of  their  gainful 

trade; 

POSTSCRIPT,  1887. 

Our  cities  taught  what  conquered  cities 

feel 

Curtis,  so  wrote  I  thirteen  years  ago. 
Tost  it  unfinished  by,  and  left  it  so ; 

By  sediles  chosen  that  they  might  safely 

steal; 

Found  lately,  I  have  pieced  it  oot,  or 

And  gold,  however  got,  a  title  fair 

tried, 

To  such  respect  as  only  eold  can  bear. 
I  seem  to  see  this ;  how  shall  I  gainsay 

Since  time  for  callid  iuncture  was  denied. 
Some  of  the  verses  phrased  me,  it  Is  true. 
And  still  were  pertinent,  -  those  honor* 

What  all  our  journals   tell  me   every 

dayf 

ing  you. 

Poured  our  young  martyrs  their  hijyth- 

These  now  I  offer:  take  them,  if  yon 

•  hearted  blood 

will. 

mud 
The  soil  with  such  a  legacy  sublimed  ? 

Like  the  old  hand-grasp,  when  at  Shady 

Hill 
We  met,  or  Staten  Island,  in  the  days 

Methinks  an  angry  scorn  is  here  well- 

When  life  was  its  own  spur,  nor  needed 

timed: 

praise. 

Where  find  retreat  f    How  keep  reproach 

If  once  you  thought  me  rash,  no  longer 

at  bay? 

fear; 

Where'er  I  turn  some  scandal  fonbi  the 

Past  my  next  milestone  waits  my  seven- 

way.                                             1            tiethyear. 
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I  monnt  no  longer  when  the  trnmpets 
caU; 

Some  happier  verse  that  carols  in  my 

My  battle-harnesB  idles  on  the  wall, 

Yet  all  with  sense  of  something  vainly 

The  spider's  castle,  camjung-grouDd  of 

misc. 

dost, 

Of  something  lost,  but  when  I  never 

Not  without  dikits,  and  all  in  front,  I 

wist 

trnst. 

How  empty  seems  to  me  the  populous 

Shivering  sometimes  it  calls  me  as  it 

street. 

hears 

One  fipure  gone  I  daily  loved  to  meet,--  ' 
The  clear,  sweet  singer  with  the  crown 

Afar  the  chargers  tramp  and  dash  of 

spears; 

of  snow 

Bat  'tis  such  murmur  only  as  might  he 

Not  whiter  than  the  thoughts  that  housed 

The  sea^hell's  lost  tradition  of  the  sea, 

below  I 

That   makes    me    muse    and    wonder 

And,  ah,  what  absence  feel  I  at  my  side, 

Where?  and  When? 

Like  Dante  when  he  missed  his  laurelled 

While  from  my  cliff  I  watch  the  waves 

guide, 

of  men 

What  sense  of  diminution  in  the  air 

That  climb  to  bieak  midway  their  seem- 

Once  so  inspiring,  Emerson  not  there  1 

uig  gain. 
And  think  it  triumph  if  they  shake  their 

But  life  is  sweet,  though  all  that  makes 

it  sweet 

chain. 

Lessen  like  sound  of  friends'  departing 

Little  I  ask  of  Fate ;  will  she  refuse 

feet. 

Some  days  of  reconcilement  with  the 

And  Death  is  beautiful  as  feet  of  friend 

Muse? 

Coming  with  welcome  at  our  journey's 

I  take  my  reed  again  and  blow  it  free 

end; 

Of  dusty  silence,  murmuring,  "  Sing  to 

For  me  Fate  gave,  whatever  she  else  de- 

me!" 

nied, 

And,  as  its  stops  my  curious  touch  re- 

A nature  sloping  to  the  southern  side  ; 

tries, 

I  thank  her  for  it,  though  when  clouds 

The  stir  of  earlier  instincts  I  surprise,— 

arise 

Instincts,  if  less   imperious,  yet   more 

Such  natures  doable4arken  gloomy  skies. 

strong. 

I  muse  upon  the  margin  of  the  sea. 

And  happy  in  the  toil  that  ends  with 

Our  common  pathwav  to  the  new  To  Be, 
Watching  the  sails,  that  lessen  more  and 

song. 

Home  am  I  come :  not,  as  I  hoped  might 

more. 
Of  good  and  beautiful  embarked  before ; 
With  bits  of  wreck  I  patch  the  boat  shall 

be, 

bear 

me, 

Me  to  that  unexhausted  Otherwhere, 

But  to  the  olden  dreams  that  time  en- 

dears. 

times  see, 

And  the  loved  books  that  younger  grow 

By  soft  mirage  uplifted,  beckon  me. 

with  years ; 

Nor  sadly  hear,  as  lower  sinks  the  sun. 

To  country  ramblesi  timing  with  my 

My  moorings  to  the  past  snap  one  by 

tread                                                         one. 

• 

• 

n.    SENTIMENT. 


HKDYMIOK. 

X     IfYaTlOAL      COMMENT     OK     TJTIAK's 
"SA.CRED  AUD    PRO  FAN  B    LOVB/' 


Mr  day  began  not  till  ihe  twilij^hc  Ml, 
Andf  ]o/m  ether  from  heaveu'a  uweetedt 

well. 
The  New  Moon  swAm  diviody  isola^ 
Lj  roai'len  Bilence,  she  tbat  'maked  my 

fnte 
Hiiplv  tiot  knowiQ^  it|  or  only  An 
As  I  the  [secrets  of  my  iheep  may  know  j 
Nor  iii^W  I  mare,  en  li rely  ble»t  if  stiti, 
In  kttujg  me  uiLotti,  enuobk'  me 
To  heiji^lit  of  what  this  Gods  moant  mak- 

w^  niAD, 
Ab  only  she  and  her  heat  beituty  can. 
Mine  be  the  love  tti&t  in  iL«ie!f  euii  find 
8eed  of  white  thoughii,  the  liht!i»  uf  the 

mind. 
Seed  of  that  gUd  surreiider  of  the  will 
That  iiud?  in  tecvikMj  self'*!  true  purpose 

il\l\  ; 
I^ve  that  in  outwanl  fairness  aeea  the 

tent 
Pitched   for  an  inmate  fkr  more  excel- 
lent; 
Love  witli  a  light  iiradijite  to  tho  core, 
Lit  at  ber   lamp,  but  fed    from  mtiom 

»tore ; 
Love  ihric:e-rei|viited  with  the  ^intrl«  joj 
Of  an  immacukte  virion  naught  could 

cloy, 
Dejrer    because,  so  high    beyond    ray 

Hcope, 
My  life  grew  rich  with  her,  nn bribed  by 

hope 
Of  other  (guerdon  dave  to  think  )^he  knew 
One  grftieful   votary   paid    her  all   her 

due; 
Happy  if  abet  high-radiant  there,  resigned 


To  bis  sure  tni^t  ber  image  in  hi^  mind. 
U  fairer  even  thati  Peace  ia  when  Abe 

comeii 
Huahiug  War'a  tiirault,  and  retreating 

drnm« 
Fflde  to  a  murmur  lite  the  soagb  of  l>ees 
Hidden  among   the  noun-iitilled   Uuden- 

ireea, 
B ringer  of  quiet,  thou  that  cansit  alUy 
The  dyst  and  din  and  travidl  of  the  day, 
Sitewer  of  Sileuce,  Giver  of  th^  dew 
That  dorh  our  puHturea  and  our  aouli  re- 
new, 
Still  dwell  remote,  fltiU  Qtx  thy  shoi^Ieea 

fiea 
Flcjat  iiniittaiucd  in  silent  enipery, 
Still  light  my  ihoughtSj  nor  liisten  bo  & 

prayer 
Would  miike  thee  leaa  imperi^hably  fair  I 

Can,  then,  my  twofold  nature  find  con- 
tent 
In  vain  coneeits  of  airy  blandiahment  J 
Ask  1  no  more  ?     Since  yesterilay  I  tniik 
My  storm  -  strewn    thoughts   to  tell  me 

whnt  I  (isk  : 
Faint  pre  moo  it  inns  of  mutaiion  strantre 
Steal  o'er  toy  |>erfeet  orb,  and,  with  the 

chan^jen 
Mvtfelf  am  changed ;  the  shadow  of  my 

earth 
Parkeuft  the  disc  of  that  celestial  worth 
Which  only  yesterday  eould  HtitI  snffire 
Upwards   to  waft  mj  thooghta  in  mcri^ 

fice; 
My  heightened   faibcj  with  iti  touches 

wrtrm 
Moulds  ro  a  womAn'n  that  ideal  form  ; 
1  Nor  yet  a  womnu'^  w  holly  *  b«t  divine  ^ 
I  With  awe  her  purer  essence   bred  in 
I  mine. 
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Was  it  long  brooding  on  their  own  snr- 1  Moulded  of  mind-mist  that  broad  day 

mise, 

dispels, 

Which,  of  the  eyes  engendered,  foob  the 

Here  in  these  shadowy  woods  and  brook- 

eyee, 

lulled  dells. 

Or  have  I  seen  through  that  tranaluceDt 

air 

Have  no  heaven-habitants  e'er  felt  a  void 

A  Presence  shaped  in  ita  seclusions  bare. 

My  Goddess  looking  on  me  f  rum  above 

loyed  ? 

As  look  our  russet  maidens  whea  they 

E'er  longed  to  mingle  with  a  mortal  fate 

love. 

Intense  with  pathos  of  its  briefer  date  ? 

But  high-uplified  o'er  our  human  heat 

And  pasdion-paths   too  rough    for  her 

stains? 

pearl  feet? 

Even   with  the   thought  there    tingles 
through  mv  veins 

Slowly  the  Shape  took  outline  as  I  gazed 
At  her  full-orbed  or  crescent,  till,  be- 

Senae  of  unwarned  lenewal ;  I,  the  dead, 

Receive  and  house  again  the  ardur  fled. 

dazed 

As  once  Alcestis ;  to  the  ruddy  brim 

With  wonder-working  light  that  subtly 

Feel  masculine  virtue  flooding  every  limb, 

wrought 

And  life,  like  Spring  returning,  brings 

My  brain  to  its  own  substance,  steeping 

the  key 

thought 

That  sets  my  senses  from  their  winter 

In  trances  such  as  poppies  give,  I  saw 
'i'hiugs  shut  from  vision  by  bight's  sober 

free, 

Dancing  like  naked  fauns  too  glad  for 

law, 

shame. 

Amorphous,  changeful,  but  defined  at 

Her  passion,  purified  to  palest  flame, 

last 

Can  It  thus  kindle  ?    Is  her  pur|>ose  this  ? 

Into  the  peerless  Shape  mine  eyes  hold 

I  will  not  argue,  lest  I  lose  a  bliss 

fast. 

That  makes  me  dream  Tithonus'  fortune 

This,  too,  at  first  I  worshipt;  soon,  like 

mine, 

wine, 

(Or  what  of  it  was  palpably  divine 

Her  eyes,  in  mine  poured,  frenzy-philtred 

Ere  came  the  fruitlessly  immortal  gift ; ) 
I  cannot  curb  my  hope's  imperioas  drift 
That  wings  with  fire  my  dull  mortality ; 

mine; 

Passion  put  Worship's  priestly  raiment 

on 

Though  fancy-forged,  't  is  all  I  feel  or  see. 

And  to  the  woman  knelt,  the  Goddess 

gone. 

IV. 

Was  I,  then,  more  than  mortal  made  ?  or 

My  Goddess  Mnks ;  round  Latmoe*  dark- 

she 

eninir  brow 

Less  than  divine  that  she  might  mate 

Trembles  the  parting  of  her  presence 

with  me  ? 

now, 

If  mortal  merely,  could  my  nature  cone 

Faint  as  the  perfume  left  upon  the  grass 

With  such  o'ermaatery  of  maddening 

By  her  limbs'  pressure  or  her  feet  that 

hope? 

pass 

If  Goddess,  could  she  feel  the  blissful 

By  me  conjectured,  but  conjectured  so 

woe 

As  things  I  touch  far  fainter  substance 

That   women   in  their   self  -  surrender 

show. 

know? 

Was  it  mine  eyes'  imposture  I  have  seen 
Flit  with  the  moonbeams  on  from  shade 

m. 

to  sheen 

Long   she   abode   aloof   there  in    her 

Through  the  wood^penings  ?    Nay,  I 

heaven, 

see  her  now 

Far  as  the  graiiebunch  of  the  Pleiad 

Out  of  her  heaven  new-lighted,  from  her 

seven 

brow 

Beyond  my  madness'  utmost  leap;  but 

The   hair    breeze  -  scattered,  like  loose 

here 

mists  that  blow 

Mine  eyes  have  feigned  of  late  her  rap. 

Across  her  crescent,  goldening  as  they 

ture  near,                                                   go. 
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Higji-kirtled  for  the  chase,  and  what  was 

shown, 
Of  maiden  rondure,  like  the  rose  half- 
blown. 
If  dream,  turn  real !     If  a  vision,  stay ! 
Take  mortal  shape,  my  philtre's  spell 

obey! 
If  hags  compel  thee  from  thy  secret  sky 
With  gruesome  incantations,  why  not  1, 
Whose  only  magic  is  that  I  distil 
A  potion,  blent  of  passion,  thought,  and 

will, 
Deeper  in  reach,  in  force  of  fate  more 

rich, 
Than  e'er  was  juice  wrung  by  Theesalian 

witch 
From  moon^nchanted  herbs, —a  potion 

brewed 
Of  my  best  life  in  each  diviner  mood  ? 
Myself  the  elixir  am,  myself  the  bowl 
Seething  and  numtling  with  my  soul  of 

soul.  « 

Taste  and  be  humanized :  what  though 

the  cup. 
With  thy  lips  frenzied,  shatter  ?    Drink 

it  up! 
If  but  these  arms  may  clasD,  o'erquit<'d  so, 
'  My  world,  thy  heaven,  aU  life  means  I 

shall  know. 

T. 

Sure  she  hath  heard  my  prayer  and 

granted  half, 
As  Gods  do  who  at  mortal  madness  langh. 
Tet  if  life's  solid  things  illusion  seem. 
Why  may  not  substance  wear  the  mask 

of  dream  ? 
In  sleep  she  comes;  she  visits  ^e  in 

dreams, 
And,  as  her  image  in  a  thousand  streams. 
So  in  my  veins,  that  her  obey,  she  sees, 
Floating  and  flaming  there,  ner  images 
Bear  to  my  little  world's  remotest  zone 
Glad  messages  of  her,  and  her  alone. 
With  silence-sandalled  Sleep  she  comes 

to  me, 
(But  softer-footed,  sweeter-browed,  than 

she,) 
In  motion  gracious  as  a  seaguirs  wing, 
And  all  her  bright  limbs,  moving,  seem 

to  sing. 
Let  me  believe  so,  then,  if  so  I  may 
With  the  night's  bounty  feed  my  beg- 
gared day. 
In  dreams  I  see  her  lay  the  goddess  down 
With  bow  and  quiver,  and  her  crescent- 
crown 


Flicker  and  fade  away  to  dnll  eclipse 
As  down  to  mine  she  deigns  her  longed 

for  lips  ;* 
And  as  her  neck  my  happy  arms  en- 
fold, 
Flooded  and  lustred  with  her  loosened 

p)ld, 
She  whispers  words  each  sweeter  than  a 

kiss: 
Then,  wakened  with  the  shock  of  sudden 

bliss, 
My  arms  are  empty,  my  awakener  fled. 
And,  silent  in  the  silent  sky  o'erhead. 
But  coldly  as  on  ice-plated  snow,  she 

gleams, 
Herself  the  mother  and   the  child   of 

dreams. 

VL 

Gone  is  the  time  when  phantasms  could 
appease 

My  quest  phantasmal  and  bring  cheated 
ease; 

When,  if  t»he  glorified  my  dreams,  I  felt 

Through  all  my  limbs  a  change  immortal 
melt 

At  touch  of  here  illi  minate  with  soul. 

Not  long  could  I  be  stilled  with  Fancy's 
dole ; 

Too  soon  the  mortal  mixture  in  me 
caught 

Red  fire  from  her  celestial  fame,  and 
fought 

For  tyrannous  control  in  all  my  veins : 

My  fool's  prayer  was  accepted ;  what  re- 
mains 1 

Or  was  it  some  eidolon  merely,  sent 

By  her  who  rules  the  shades  in  banish- 
ment. 

To  mock  me  with  her  semblance  1  Were 
it  thus, 

How  'scape  I  shame,  whose  will  was 
traitorous  ? 

What  shall  compensate  an  ideal  dimmed  ? 

How  blanch  again  my  statue  virgin- 
limbed. 

Soiled  with  the  incense^moke  her  chosen 
priest 

Poured  more  profusely  as  within  de- 
creased 

The  fire  unearthly,  fed  with  coals  from 
far 

Within  the  sonl's  shrine?  Could  my 
fallen  star 

Be  set  in  heaven  again  by  prayers  and 
tears 

And  quenchless  sacrifice  of  all  my  years, 


~ 
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How  woald  the  Tictim  to  the  flamen 

That  what  I  prayed  for  I  would  fain  re- 

And life  for  life's  redemption  paid  hold 

ceive. 

My  moon  is  set ;  my  vision  set  with  her; 

cheap! 

No  more  can  worship  vain  my  pulses 

stir. 
Goddess  Triform,  I  own  thy  triple  spell, 
My  heaven's  queen,  —  queen,  too,  ot  my 

But  what  resonroe  when  she  herself  de- 

scends 

From  her  blue  throne,  and  o'er  her  vas- 

earth and  hell ! 

sal  bends 

That  shape  thrice^eified  by  love,  those 

eyes 

THE  BLACK  PREACHER. 

Wherein  the  Lethe  of  all  others  lies  ? 

When  my  white  queen  of  heaven's  re- 

▲  BRETON  LEOBHD. 

moteness  tires, 

Herself  against  her  other  self  conspires, 

At  Camac  in  Brittany,  close  on  the  bay, 

Takes  woman's  nature,  walks  in  mortal 

They  show  you  a  church,  or  rather  the 

ways. 
And  finds  in  my  remorse  her  beauty's 

Ribs  of  a  dead  one,  left  there  to  bleach 

praise  ? 

With  the  wreck  lying  near  on  the  crest 

Yet  all  would  I  renounce  to  dream  again 

of  the  beach. 

The  dream  in  dreams  fulfilled  that  made 

Roofless  and  splintered  with  thunder- 

my  pain, 
My  noble  pain  that  heightened  all  my 

stone, 
'Mid    lichen  -  blurred    gravestones   all 

years 

alone ; 

'T  is  the  kind  of  ruin  strange  sights  to 

ing  tears ; 

see 

Nay,  would  that  dream  renounce  once 

That  may  have  their  teaching  for  yon 

more  to  see 

and  me. 

Her  from  her  sky  there  looking  down  at 

me! 

Something  like  this,  then,  my  guide  had 
to  tell. 

vn. 

Perched  on  a  saint  cracked  across  when 

Goddess,  reclimb  thy  heaven,  and  be 

he  fell ; 

once  more 

An  inaccessible  splendor  to  adore. 

ing  a  wrench, 

A  faith,  a  hope  of  such  transcendent 

He   talking  his  patois  and  I   English- 

worth 

French, 

As  bred  ennobling  discontent  with  earth ; 

I  'U  put  what  he  told  me,  preserving  the 

Give  back  the  longing,  back  the  elated 

tone. 

mood 

In  a  rhvmed  prose  that  makes  it  half  his, 
half  my  own. 

That,    fed    with    thee,   spumed    every 

meaner  good ; 

Give  even  the  spur  of  impotent  despair 
That,  without  hope,  still  bade  aspire  and 

An  abl)ey-church  stood  here,  once  on  a 

time, 

dare; 

Built  as  a   death -bed    atonement    for 

Give  back  the  need  to  worship,  that  still 

crime: 

pours 

'T  was  for  somebody's  sins,  I  know  not 

Down  to  the  soul  the  virtue  it  adores! 

whose; 
But  sinners  are  plenty,  and   yon  can 

Nay,  brightest  and  most  beautiful,  deem 

choose. 

naught 

Though  a    cloister    now  of  the  dusk- 

These  frantic  words,  the  reckless  wind 

winced  bat, 
'T    was    nch    enough    once,   and   the 

of  thought; 
Still  stoop,  stiU  grant,— I  live  but  in 

thy  will;     . 

Looser  in  girdle  and  purpler  in  jowl. 

Be  what  thon  wUt,  but  be  a  woman  still  I 

Singing  good  reirii  to  the  founder's  lost 

Vainly  I  cried,  nor  could  myself  believe 

soul. 
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Bat  one  day  came  Northmen,  and  lithe  '  That  do  with  thy  whole  mi(^ht,  or  thon 

tongues  of  tire 

shalt  rue ; 

Lapped  up  the  chapter-house,  licked  off 

For  no   man    is  wealthy,  or  wise,  or 

the  spire, 

brave. 

And  left  all  a  rubbish-heap,  black  and 

In  that  quencher   of    might. he's  and 

dreary, 

wonld-be's,  the  grave.' 

Where  only  the  wind  sings  miserere. 

Bid  by  the  Bridegroom,  *  Tomorrow,' 

ye  said. 
And  lo-morrow  was  digging  a  trench 

No  priest  has  kneeled  since  at  the  altar's 

foot, 

for  vour  bed ; 
Ye  said, '  God  can  wait ;  let  us  finish  our 

Whose   crannies   are   searched    by  the 

nightshade's  root. 

wine;' 

Nor  sound  of  senrice  is  erer  heard. 

Ye  had  wearied   Him,  fools,  and  that 

Except  from  throat  of  the  unclean  bird. 
Hoot  ng  to  unuBSoiled  shapes  as  they 

last  knock  was  mine  1 " 

pass 

Bat  I  can't  pretend  to  give  yoa  the 

In  midnights  unholy  his  witches'  mass, 

sermon. 

Or  shouting  "  Ho !  ^o ! "  from  the  belfey 

Or  say  if  the  tongae  were  French,  Latin, 

high 

or  German ; 

As  the  DeTil's  sabbath-train  whirls  by. 

Whatever  he  preached  in,  I  give  jou  my 
word 

Bur  once  a  year,  on  the  eve  of  All-Sonls, 

The  meaning  was  easy  to  all  that  heard  ; 

Throuf^h  these  arches  dishallowed  the 

FamouH  preachers  there  have  been  and 

organ  rolls, 

be, 

Fingers    long    fleshless    the    bell-ropes 

But  never  was  one  so  convincing;  as  he ; 

work, 

So  blunt  was  never  a  begeing  friar, 

The  chimes  peal  muffled  with  sea-mists 

No  Jesuit's  tonftne  so  barbed  with  fire. 

mirk, 

Cameronian  never,  nor  Methodist, 

The  skeleton  windows  are  traced  anew 

Wrung  gall  out  of  Scripture  with  such  a 

On  the  baleful  flicker  of  corpse  lights 

bine. 
And  the  ghosts  mast  come,  so  the  legend 

saith. 
To  a  nreaching   of   Reverend    Doctor 

twist. 

And  would  you  know  who  his  hearers 

must  be? 
I  tell  YOU  just  what  my  guide  told  me : 
Excellent  teaching  men  have,  day  and 

night. 

Abbots,  monks,  barons,  and  ladies  fair 

From  two  earnest  friars,  a  black  and  a 

Hear   the    dull  summons    and    gather 

white. 

there : 

The  Dominican  Death  and  the  Carmelite 

No  rustle  of  silk  now,  no  clink  of  mail. 

Life ; 

Nor  ever  a  one  greeu  his  chnrch-mate 

And  between  these  two  there  is  never 

No  knight  whispers  love  in  the  ehdte- 

strife, 

laine's  ear. 

station. 

His  next-door  neighbor  this  five  hundred 

And  each  his  own  work  in  the  congrega- 

year; 

tion; 

No  monk  has  a  sleek  benedicite 

Whoflo  to  the  white  brother  deafens  his 

For  the  great  lord  shadowy  now  as  he ; 

ears. 

Nor  needeth  any  to  hold  his  breath. 

And  cannot  be  wrought  on  by  blessings 

Lest  he  lose  the  least  word  of  Doctor 

or  tears, 

Death. 

Awake  in  his  coffin  must  wait  and  wait, 
In  that  blackness  of  darkness  that  means 

He  chooses  his  text  in  the  Book  Divine, 

too  late. 

Tenth  verse  of  the  Preacher  in  chapter 

And  come  once  a  year,  when  the  ghost- 

nine :  — 

bell  tolls. 

«<' Whatsoever  thy  hand  shall  find  thee 

As  till  Doomsday  it  shall  on  the  eve  of 

to  do. 

AUSouls, 
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To  hear  Doctor    Death,  whose  words 

For  even  our  honeymoons  must  wane. 

smart  with  the  brino 

Couvicted  of  green  cheese  by  Keasun. 

Of   the  Preacher,  the  tenth   verse   of 

chapter  oine. 

And  none  will  seem  so  safe  from  change. 

Nor  in  such  skies  benignant  hover, 
As  this,  beneath  whose  witchery  strange 

ARCADIA  RBDIVIVA. 

You  tread  on  rose-leaves  with  your 
lover. 

I,  WALKING  the  familiar  street, 

While  a  crammed  horse-car  jingled 

The  glass  unfilled  all  tastes  can  fit, 

through  it. 

As  round  its  brim  Conjecture  dances ; 

Was  lifted  from  my  prosy  feet 

For  not  Mephisto's  self  hath  wit 

And  in  Arcadia  ere  I  knew  it. 

To  draw  such  vintages  as  Fancy's. 

Fresh  sward  for  gravel  soothed  my  tread, 

When  our  pulse  beats  its  minor  key, 
When  play-time  halves  and  school. 

And   shepherd's   pipes   my    ear   de- 

lighted; 
The  riddle  may  be  lightly  read  : 

time  doubles. 

Aee  fills  the  cup  with  serious  tea, 

Which  once  Dame  Clicquot  starred 

I  met  two  lovers  newly  plighted. 

with  bubbles. 

They  murmured  by  in  happy  care, 

New  plans  for  paradise  devising, 

'*Fie,  Mr.  Graybeardl    Is  this  wise? 

Just  as  the  moon,  with  pensive  stare, 

Is  this  the  moral  of  a  poet, 

O'er    Mistress    Craigie's    pines    was 

Who,  when  the  plant  of  Eden  dies. 

rising. 

Is  privileged  once  more  to  sow  it  ? 

Astarte,  known  nigh  threescore  years. 
Me  to  no  hpeechlcss  raptnrc  urges ; 

<'  That  herb  of  clay-disdaining  root. 
From  stars  secreting  what  it  feeds  on. 

Them  in  Elysium  she  enspheres. 

Is  bumtout  passion's  slag  and  soot 

Queen,  from  of  old,  of  thaumaturges. 

Fit  soil  to  strew  its  dainty  seeds  on  ? 

The  railings  put  forth  bud  and  bloom. 

*'  Pray,  why,  if  in  Arcadia  once, 

The  house-fronts  all  with  myrtles  twine 

Need  one  so  soon  forget  the  way  there  1 

them, 

Or  why,  once  there,  be  such  a  dunce 
As  not  contentedly  to  stay  there  1 " 

And  light-winged  Loves  in  every  room 
Make  nests,  and  then  with  kisses  line 

them. 

Dear  child,  't  was  but  a  sony  iest. 
And  from  my  heart  I  hate  the  cynic 

0  sweetness  of  nntssted  life  1 

Who  makes  the  Book  of  Life  a  nest 

0  dream,  its  own  supreme  fulfilment  1 
0  hours  with  all  illnsion  rife, 

For  comments  staler  than  rabbinic. 

As    ere   the    heart  divined  what  ill 

If  Love  his  simple  spell  b.tit  keep, 

meant  I 

Life  with  ideal  eyes  to  flatter. 
The  Grail  itself  were  crockery  cheap 

"  Et  ego;*  sighed  I  to  myseH, 

To  Every-day's  communion-platter. 

And  strove  some  vain  regrets  to  bridle, 

"  Thongh  now  laid  dusty  on  the  shelf, 
Was  hero  once  of  such  an  idyl ! 

One  Darby  is  to  me  well  known. 

Who,  as  the    hearth    between  them 

blazes, 

"  An  idyl  ever  newly  sweet, 

Sees  the  old  moonlight  shine  on  Joan, 

Although  since  Adams  day  recited. 

And  float  her  youthward  in  its  hazes. 

Whose  measures  time  them  to  Love's 

feet. 

He  rubs  his  spectacles,  he  stares,  — 

Whose  sense  is  every  ill  requited/' 

T  is  the  same  face  that  witched  him 
early! 
He  gropes  for  his  remaining  hairs,  — 

Maiden,  if  I  may  ronnael,  drain 

Each  drop  of  this  enchanted  season, 

Is  this  a  fleece  that  feels  so  curly  ? 
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"  Good  heavens  1  bat  now  't  was  winter 

And,  when  the  Autumn  comes,  to  flee 

And  I  of  yean  had  more  than  plenty; 

Wherever  sunshine  beckons  thee ! 

The  almanac '8  a  fuoM     'T  u  May  ! 

PALIRODB.  —  DSCBKBSB. 

Hang  family  Biblea !    I  am  twenty ! 

Like  some  lorn  abbey  now,  the  wood 

"  Come,  Joan,  your  arm;  we  '11  walk  the 

Stands  roofless  in  the  bitter  air ; 

room  — 

In  ruins  on  its  floor  is  strewed 

The  lane,  I  mean  —  do  you  lemem. 

The  carven  folia|^  quaint  and  rare. 
And  homeless  win£  complain  along 

her? 

How  ooiifident  the  roses  bloom, 

The  columned  choir  once  thrilled  with 

As  if  it  ne'er  could  be  December  I 

song. 

'*  Nor  more  it  shall,  while  in  yoar  eyes 

And  thou,  dear  nest,  whence  joy  and 

My  heart  its  summer  heat  recovers, 

praise 

And  you,  howe'er  your  mirror  lies. 

The  thankful  oriole  used  to  pour. 

Find  your  old  beauty  in  your  lover's." 

Swing'st  empty  while  the  north  winda 
chase 
Their  snowy  swarms  from  Labrador : 

THE  NB8T. 

But,  loyal  to  the  happy  past, 

I  love  thee  still  for  what  thou  wast. 

MAT. 

Ah,  when  the  Summer  graces  flee 

When  oaken  woods  with  buds  are  pink, 

From  other  nests  more  deur  than  thoo. 

And  new-come  birds   each   mornuig 

And,  where  June  crowded  once,  I  see 

slug, 
When  fickle  May  on  Summer's  brink 

Only  bare  trunk  and  di«leaved  bough ; 

When  sprines  of  life  that  gleamed  and 

pHuSe8,  and  knows  not  which  to  fling. 

Whether  fresh  bud  and  bloom  aeain, 
Or  hoar-frost  silvering  hill  and-^n, 

Bun  chilled,  and  slower,  and  are  hushed; 

When  our  own  branches,  naked  long, 

Then  from  the  honeysnckle  gray 

The  vacant  nests  of  Sprinir  betray. 

The  oriole  with  experienced  quest 
Twitches  the  fibrous  bark  awav, 

Nurseries  of  passion,  love,  and  song 

That  vanished  as  our  year  grew  gray; 

The  cordage  of  his  hammock-nest, 

When  Life  drones  o'er  a  tale  twice  told 

Cheering  his  labor  with  a  note 

O'er  embers  pleading  with  the  cold,  — 

Rich  as  the  orange  of  his  throat. 

1 11  trnst,  that,  like  the  birds  of  Spring, 
Our  good  goes  not  without  repair, 

High  o'er  the  loud  and  dusty  road 
The  Boft  gray  cup  in  safety  swings. 

But  only  flies  to  soar  and  sing 

To  bnm  ere  August  with  its  load 
Of   downy    breasts    and    throbbing 

Far  off  in  some  diviner  air, 

Where  we  Phall  And  it  in  the  calms 

wiugs. 

Of  that  fair  garden  'neath  the  palms. 

O'er  which  the  friendly  elm-tree  heaves 

An  emerald  roofcwith  scalptnted  eaves. 

Below,  the  noisy  World  drags  by 

A  TOlTTHnTL  EXPERIMENT  IN  BNO- 

LISH  HEXAMETEBS. 

In  the  old  wav,  because  it  must, 
The  bride  with  heartbreak  in  her  eye. 

IKPHEBBIONB  OF  HOMER. 

The  mourner  following  hated  dust: 

Thy  duty,  winged  flame  of  Spring, 

SoMBTiMES  come  pauses  of  calm,  when 

Is  but  to  love,  and  fly,  and  sing. 

the  rapt  bard,  holding  his  heart 
hack, 
Over  his  deep  mind  muses,  as  when  o'er 

Ob,  happy  life,  to  soar  and  sway 
Above  the  life  by  mortals  led, 

awestricken  ocean 

Sinking  the  merry  months  away, 
Master,  not  sUve  of  daily  breaAl, 

Poises  a  heept  cloud  Inridly,  ripening 
the  gale  and  the  thunder; 
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Slow  rolls  onward  the  verse  with  a  long 
swell  heaving  and  swinging. 

Seeming  to  wait  tifi,  gradnally  wid'ning 
from  far-off  horizons, 

Piling  the  deeps  ap,  heaping  the  glad- 
hearted  sorges  before  it. 

Gathers  the  thought  as  a  strong  wind 
darkening  and  cresting  the  tnmnlt. 

Then  every  pause,  every  heave,  each 
trough  m  the  waves,  has  its  mean- 
ing; 

Full-sailed,  forth  like  a  tall  ship  steadies 
the  theme,  and  ajronnd  it. 

Leaping  beside  it  in  glad  strenf^b,  run- 
ning in  wild  glee  beyond  it 

Harmonies  billow  exulting  and  floating 
the  soul  where  it  lists  them, 

Swayine  the  listener's  fantasy  hither  and 
thither  like  driftweed. 


BIBTHBAT  VEBSBS. 
WBITTBX  IN  A  CHILD's  ALBUM. 

'T  WAS  sung  of  old  in  hnt  and  hall 
How  onoe  a  king  in  evil  hour 
Hung  musing  o'er  his  castle  wall. 
And,  lost  in  idle  dreams,  let  fall 
Into  the  sea  his  ring  of  power. 

Then,  let  him  sorrow  as  he  mifrht, 
And  pledge  his  daughter  and  his  throne 
To  wno  restored  the  jewel  bright, 
The  broken  spell  would  ne'er  unite ; 
The  grim  old  ocean  held  its  own. 

Those  awful  powers  on  man  that  wait. 
On  man,  the  Wger  or  the  king, 
To  hovel  bare  or  hall  of  state 
A  magic  ring  that  masters  fate 
With  esch  succeeding  birthday  bring. 

Therein  are  set  four  jewels  rare : 
Pearl  winter,  summer's  ruby  blaze, 
Spring's  emerald,  and,  than  all  more  fair, 
Fairs  pensive  opal,  doomed  to  bear 
A  heart  of  fire  bedreamed  with  haze. 

To  him  the  simple  spell  who  knows 
The  spirits  of  the  ring  to  sway, 
Fresh  power  with  every  sunnse  flows, 
And  royal  pursuivants  are  those 
That  fly  his  mandates  to  obey. 

But  he  that  with  a  slackened  will 
Dreams  of  things  past  or  things  to  be, 


From  him  the  charm  is  slipping  still. 
And  drops,  ere  he  suspect  the  iU, 
Into  the  inexorable  sea. 


ESTBANGEMENT. 

The  path  from  me  to  yon  that  led, 
Untrodden  long,  with  grass  is  grown,  ^ 

Mute  carpet  that  his  lieges  nprtad 
Before  the  Prince  Oblivion 

When  he  goes  visiting  the  dead. 

And  who  are  they  bnt  who  forget? 

You,  who  my  coming  could  snrmise 
Ere  any  hint  of  me  as  yet 

Warned  other  ears  and  other  eyes, 
See  the  path  binned  without  regret. 

But  when  I  trace  its  windings  sweet 
With  saddened  steps,  at  every  spot 

That  feels  the  memory  in  my  feet, 
Each  grass-blade  turns  forget-me-not, 

Where    murmuring    bees    your   name 
repeat. 

PHCEBB. 

Ebb  pales  in  Heaven  the  morning  star, 
A  bird,  the  loneliest  of  its  kind, 
Hears  Dawn's  faint  footfall  from  afar 
While  all  its  mates  are  dumb  and  blind. 

It  is  a  wee  sad^colored  thing, 
As  ahy  and  secret  as  a  maid. 
That,  ere  in  choir  the  robins  ring^, 
Pipes  its  own  name  like  one  afraid. 

It  seems  pain-prompted  to  repeat 
The  story  of  some  ancient  ill, 
Bnt  Phoebe  I  Phoebe  I  sadly  sweet 
Is  all  it  says,  and  then  is  still. 

It  calls  and  listens.    Earth  and  sky, 
Hushed  by  the  pathos  of  its  fate, 
Listen  :  no  whisper  of  reply 
Comes  from  its  doom-disaevered  mate. 

PhcAtf !  it  calls  and  calls  again. 
And  Orid,  could  he  but  have  heard. 
Had  hung  a  legendarv  pain 
About  the  memory  of  tne  bird ; 

A  pain  articnlate  so  long 
In  penance  of  some  mouldered  crime 
Whose  ghost  etiU  flies  the  Furies'  thong 
Down  the  waste  solitudes  of  time. 
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Waif  of  the   jroung  World's   wonder- 
hour, 
When  gods  fonnd  mortal  maidens  fair, 
And  will  malign  was  joined  with  power 
Love's  kindly  laws  to  overbear, 

Like  Progne,  did  it  feel  the  stress 
And  coil  of  the  prevailing  words 
Close  round  its  oeing,  and  compresa 
Man's  ampler  nature  to  a  bird's  ? 

One  only  memory  left  of  all 
The  mouey  crowd  of  vanished  scenes, 
Hera,  and  vain  impulse  to  recall 
By  repetition  what  it  ncK'ans. 

Phcebe  /  is  all  it  has  to  say 
In  plaintive  cadence  o'er  and  o*er, 
Like  children  that  have  lost  their  way, 
And   know  their   names,  but   nothing 
more. 

Is  it  a  type,  since  Nature's  Lyre 
Vibrates  to  every  note  in  man. 
Of  that  insatiable  det^ire, 
Meant  to  be  so  since  life  began  ? 

I,  in  strange  lands  at  eray  of  dawn. 
Wakeful,  have  heard  that  f ,•  uitlees  plaint 
Through  Memory's  chambers  deep  with- 

drawn 
Renew  its  iterations  faint. 

So  nigh  !  yet  from  remotest  yean 
It  summons  back  its  magic,  rife 
With  longings  unappeased,  and  tears 
Drawn  from  the  very  source  of  life. 


DAS  EWIG-WBIBLICHB. 

How  was  I  worthy  so  divine  a  loss, 
Deepening  my  midnights,  kindling  all 
my  momia  1 
Why  waste  such  precious  wood  to  make 
mv  cross, 
Such  far-sought  roses  for  my  crown  of 
thorns  1 

And  when  she  came,  how  earned  I  such 
a  gift? 
Why  spend  on  me,  a  poor  earth-delv- 
in^  mole, 
The  fireside  sweetnesses,  the  heavenward 
Uft, 
The    hourly   mercy,   of   a   woman *8 
soul? 


Ah,  did  we  know  to  give  her  all  her 
right, 
What  wonders  even  in  our  poor  clay 
were  done  I 
It  is  not  Woman  leaves  ns  to  onr  night, 
But  our  brute  earth  that  grovels  &om 
her  san. 

Our  nobler  cultured  fields  and  graciona 
domes 
We  whirl  too  oft  from  her  who  still 
shines  on 
To  light  in  vain  oar  caves  and  clefts,  the 
homes 
Of  night-bird  instincts  pained  till  she 
begone. 

Still  most  this  body  starve  onr  souls  with 
shade ; 
But  when  Denth  makes  us  what  we 
were  before, 
Then  shall  her  sunshine  all  onr  depths 
invnde, 
And  not  a  shadow  stain  heaven's  crys- 
tal floor. 


THE  BBCALL. 

Come  back  before  the  birds  are  flown. 
Before  the  leaves  desert  the  tree, 
And,  through  the  lonely  alleys  blown. 
Whisper  their  vain  regrets  to  me 
Who  drive  before  a  bUst  more  rude. 
The  plaything  of  my  gusty  mood. 
In  vain  pursumg  and  pursued ! 

Nay,  come  although  the  boughs  be  bars. 
Though  snowflakes  fledge  the  summer^s 

nest. 
And  in  some  far  Anson  ian  sir 
The    thrush,  your  minstrel,  warm  his 

breast. 
Come,  sunshine's  treararer,  and  bring 
Todonbting  flowers  their  faith  in  spring. 
To  birds  and  me  the  need  to  sing ! 


ABSENCE. 

Slebp  is  Death's  image,  —  poets  tell  ns 

so; 
But  Absence  is  the  bitter  self  of  Death. 
And,  yon  away.  Life's  lips  their  red 

forego. 
Parched  in  an  air  nnf  reshened  by  your 

breath. 
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Ught  of  thoM  eyes  that  made  the  li^ht 

From  past  and  future  toils  I  rest. 

of  mine. 

One  Sabbath  pacifies  my  year ; 

Where  shioe  yon?    On  what  happier 

1  am  the  halcyon,  this  my  nest ; 

And  all  is  ss&ly  for  the  best                       . 

While   the   World's   there  and  X  am  ^ 

fields  and  flowers? 

Heaven'tf  lamps  renew  their  lustre  less 

divine, 

here. 

But  only  serve  to  coaut  my  darkened 

hunrs. 

So  I  turn  tory  for  the  nonce, 
And  think  the  radical  a  bore, 

Who  cannot  see,  thick-witted  dunce. 

lOO, 

That  braiu-bom  ghost  my  path  wonld 

That  what  was  good  for  people  once 
Must  be  ss  good  forevermore. 

never  cross 

Which  meets  me  now  where'er  I  once 

Sun,  sink  no  deeper  down  the  sky ; 

met  you, 

Earth,  never  change  this  summer  mood ; 

Then  Tanishes,  to  multiply  my  loss. 

Breese,  loiter  thus  forever  by. 
Stir  the  dead  leaf  or  let  it  lie : 
Since  I  am  happy,  all  is  good. 

MONNA  USA. 

MiDDurov,  August,  1884. 

Shs  gave  me  all  that  woman  can. 

Nor  her  sonrs  nunnery  furego, 

ON  BTJBNINO  SOVK  OLD  LBTTBBa 

A  confidence  that  man  to  man 

Without  remorse  can  never  show. 

With  what  odorous  woods  and  spices 

Rare  art,  that  can  the  sense  refine 

Spared  for  royal  sHcriflces, 
With  what  costly  gums  seld-seen. 

Till  not  a  pulse  rebellious  stirs. 

Hoarded  to  embalm  a  queen, 

And,  since  she  never  can  be  mine. 

With  what  frankincense  and  myrrh, 

Biakes  it  seem  sweeter  to  be  hers  1 

Bum  these  precious  parts  of  her. 

As  a  summer  day  s  completeness, 
Joy  of  sun  and  song  of  bird 

Running  wild  in  every  word. 

TuRBXD  from  London's  noise  and  smoke. 

Full  of  all  the  superhuman 

Here  1  find  air  and  quiet  too : 

Grace  and  winsomeness  of  woman  ? 

Air    filtered    through   the    beech    and 

oak. 

O'er  these  leaves  her  wrist  hes  slid, 

Quiet  by  nothing  harsher  broke 
Than  wood-dove's  meditative  coo. 

Thrilled  with  veins  where  fire  is  hid 

'Neath  the  skints  pellucid  veil. 

Like  the  opal's  passion  pale  ; 

The  Truce  of  God  is  here:  the  breeie 

This  her  breath  hath  sweetened ;  this 

Si^hs  as  men  sigh  relieved  from  care, 

Still  seems  trembling  with  the  kiss 

Or  tilts  as  lightly  in  the  trees 

She  half-ventured  on  ray  name. 

As  might  a  robin :  all  is  ease. 

Brow  aud  cheek  and  throat  aflame ; 

With  pledge  of  ampler  ease  to  spare. 

Over  all  caressing  lies 
Sunshine  left  there  bv  her  eyes ; 
From  them  all  an  eflinence  rare 

Time,  leaning  on  his  scythe,  forgets 
To  turn  the  hourglass  in  his  hand, 

With  her  nearness  fills  the  air. 

And  all  life's  petty  cares  and  frets, 

Till  the  murmur  I  half-hear 

Its  teasing  hopes  and  weak  regrets. 
Are  still  as  that  oblivious  sandf. 

Of  her  light  feet  drawing  near. 
Rarest  woods  were  coarse  and  rough. 

Repose  fills  all  the  generons  space 

Sweetest  spice  not  sweet  enough. 

Too  impure  all  earthly  fire 

HvLnh ;  't  is  as  if  a  silent  grace. 

By  Nature  murmured,  calmed  the  face 

For  this  sacred  funeral-pyre ; 

These  rich  relics  roust  suffice 

Of  Heaven  above  and  Earth  below. 

For  their  own  dear  sacrifice. 
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Seek  We  first  an  altrtr  fit 

But  that  a  glow  from  deeper  skies, 

For  sach  victims  laid  uii  it ; 

From  cun.><ciuu8  fountains  more  divine, 

It  shall  be  this  slab,  bruaeht  home 
In  old  happy  days  from  Kome.  — 

Is  (is  it?)  mine. 

*  lAzuli,  once  blei»t  to  line 

Be  beantifnl  to  all  mankind. 

DiHn's  inmost  cell  and  shrine. 

As  Nature  fashioned  thee  to  be ; 

Gently  now  1  lay  them  there, 
Pare  as  Dian's  forehead  bare. 

'T  would  anger  me  did  all  not  find 

The  sweet  perfection  that 's  in  thee : 

Yet  suffused  with  warmer  hue. 

Yet   keep  one   charm   of   charms   be- 

Such as  only  LatmoB  knew. 

hind,— 
Nay,  thon  'rt  so  rich,  keep  two  or  three 

Fire  I  gather  from  the  sun 

For  (is  it  1)  me  1 

In  a  Tirnn  lens :  't  is  done! 
Mount  the  flames,  red,  yellow,  bine, 

As  her  moodi  were  shining  through, 
Of  the  moment's  impulse  horn,  — 

THE  PETITION. 

Moods  of  sweetness,  playful  scorn, 

Otf ,  tell  me  less  or  tell  me  more. 

Half  defiance,  half  surrender. 

Soft  eyes  with  mystery  at  the  core. 

More  than  cruel,  more  than  tender. 

That  always  seem  to  meet  my  own 

Flouts,  caresses,  sunshine,  shade. 

Frankly  as  pansies  fully  blown. 

Yet  waver  stUl  'tween  no  and  yes ! 

Infinite  in  gnileless  art. 
Flaying  hide-seek  with  her  htort 

So  swift  to  cavil  and  deny. 

On  the  altar  now,  alas, 

Dear  eyes,  that  make  their  youth  he 

There  they  lie  a  crinkling  mass, 

mine 

Writhing  sUU,  as  if  with  grief 
Wen  t  the  life  from  every  leaf ;      « 

And  through  my  inmost  shadows  shine, 

Oh,  tell  me  more  or  tell  me  lees! 

Then  (heart-breaking  palimpsest  I) 

Suddenly  some  lines  flash  back, 

FACT  OB  FANCY? 

Traced  in  lightning  on  the  black, 

And  confess,  till  now  denied. 

In  town  I  hear,  scarce  wakened  yet. 

All  the  fire  they  strove  to  hide. 
What  they  told  me,  sacred  trust, 
Stays  to  glorify  my  dusr, 
There  to  burn  through  dust  and  damp 
Like  a  mage's  deathtess  lamp. 

My  neighbor's  clock  behind  the  wall 

Record  the  day's  increasing  debt. 

And  Cuehoo!  Cuchool  faintly  caU. 

Our  senses  ran  in  deepening  grooves. 

While  an  atom  of  this  frame 

Thrown  out  of  which  they  loee  their 

Lasts  to  feed  the  dainty  flame. 

tact. 
And  consciousness  with  eflbrt  moves 

All  is  ashes  now,  but  they 

From  habit  past  to  present  fact. 

In  my  soul  are  laid  away, 

So,  in  the  country  waked  to^ay, 

Soft  as  moonlight  over  lovers, 

I  hear,  unwitting  of  the  change. 

Shutting  her  and  me  alone 

A  cuckoo's  throb  from  far  away 

In  dream-Edens  of  our  own ; 

Begin  to  strike,  nor  think  it  strange. 

First  of  lovers  to  invent 

Love,  and  teach  men  what  it  meant 

The  sound  creates  its  wonted  frame : 
My  bed  at  home,  the  songster  hid 

THE  PBOTEST. 

Behind  the  wainscoting,  —all  came 
As  long  association  bid. 

I  COULD  not  bear  to  see  those  ejes 
On  all  with  wasteful  laigess  shine. 

Then,  half-aionsed,  ere  vet  Sleep's  mist 
From  the  mind's  uplands  furl  away. 

And  that  delight  of  welcome  rise 

Like  sunshine  strained  through  amber 

To  the  familiar  sound  I  list. 

wine. 

Disputed  for  by  Night  and  Day. 

AGBO-DOLOE.  —  ▲  CHBISTUAS  CAROL. 
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I  ooQDt  to  loarn  how  iMe  it  U, 
Uniil,  arrived  at  thirty-four, 
Iguesdon,  "  What  ttrange  world  is  this 
Whose  lavish   boors  would   make  me 
poor!" 

Cuckoo  !  Cuckoo  I    Still  on  it  went, 
With  hints  of  mockerv  in  ita  tone ; 
How  ooald  such  hoards  of  time  be  spent 
By  one  poor  mortal's  wit  alone  1 

I  hare  it  I    Grant,  ye  kindly  Powers, 

I  from  tbis  spot  may  never  stir, 

If  only  these  uncounted  hours 

May  pass,  and  seem  too  short,  with  Her  I 

But  who  She  is,  her  form  and  face, 
These  to  the  world  of  dream  belong ; 
She   moves    through   fancy's   visioned 

space. 
Unbodied,  like  the  cuckoo's  song. 

AOBO-DOLGB. 

One  kiss  from  all  others  prevents  me, 
And  sets  all  my  puUes  astir. 
And  burns  on  thy  lips  and  torments  me : 
'T  is  the  kiss  that  1  fain  would  give  her. 

One  kiss  for  all  others  reqnites  me, 
Although  it  is  never  to  be, 
And  sweetens  my  dreiims  and  invites  me : 
'T  is  the  kiss  that  she  dare  not  give  me. 

Ah,  could  it  be  mine,  it  were  sweeter 
Than  honey  bees  gamer  in  dream, 
Though  its  bliss  on  my  lips  were  fleeter 
Than  a  swallow's  dip  to  the  stream. 

And  yet,  thus  denied,  it  can  never 
In  the  prose  of  life  vanish  away ; 
O'er  my  lip  it  must  hover  forever, 
The  sunshme  and  shade  of  my  day. 


THB  BROKTCIf  TBT8T. 


Walking  alone  where  we  walked 

Gather, 
When  June  was  bzeesy  and  blue, 
I  watch  in  the  ^y  autumnal  weather 
The  leaves  fall  mconstant  as  you. 

U  a  dead  leal  staxtle  behind  me, 
I  thmk  't  is  your  garment's  hem, 
And,  oh,  where  no  memory  could  find  n 
Might  I  whirl  away  with  them  I 


to- 


CASA  SIN  ALMA. 
BBOUBBDO  DB  MADRIB. 

SiLBHCioso  por  la  puerta 

Voy  de  sn  casa  desierta 

Do  siempre  feliz  entr^, 

Y  la  encuentro  en  vano  abierta 

Cual  la  boca  de  una  moerta 

Despues  que  el  alma  se  fn^. 

A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

FOB    THB     SmfDAT-flCBOOL    CHILDBBK 
OF  THB  CHUBCH  OF    THB  DI8CIPLBB. 

"  What  means  this  c-lory  round  our  feet/' 
The  Magi  mused,  **  more  bright  thsin 
mom  ?  " 
And  voices  chanted  clear  and  sweet, 
"To^y   the    Prince    of    Peace    is 
bom!" 

"  What  means  that  star,"  the  Shepherds 
said, 
"That  brightens  through  the  rocky 

And  angels,  answering  overhead, 
Sang,  "  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  to 


'Tis  eighteen  hundred  years  and  more 
Since  those  sweet  orneles  were  dumb ; 

We  wait  for  Him,  like  them  of  yon; 
Alas,  He  seems  so  slow  to  oome  1 

But  it  was  said,  in  words  of  gold 
No  time  or  sorrow  e'er  shall  diniy 

That  little  children  might  be  bold 
In  perfect  trust  to  come  to  Uin. 

All  round  about  our  feet  shall  shine 
A  light  like  that  the  wise  men  saw, 

If  we  our  loving  wills  incline 
To  that  sweet  Life  which  is  the  Law. 


So  shall  we  lean  to  understand 
The  simple  faith  of  shepherds  then, 

And,  clssnmg  kindly  hand  in  hand. 
Sing,  ''Pence  on  earth,  good-will 
men!" 


to 


And  they  who  do  their  souls  no  wrong, 
But  keep  at  eve  the  faith  of  mom. 

Shall  daily  hear  the  angel-song, 
"  To-day  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  bom  I " 
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MY  PORTRAIT  GALLERY. 

BONNET. 

Oft  round  my  hall  of  portraitore  I  gHze, 

ScofttBh  Border. 

By  Memory  reared,  the  artist  wise  aud 

holy, 
From  stainleM  qaarries  of  deep-baried 

As  sinks  the  sun  behind  yon  alien  hills 

Whose  heather-purpled  slopes,  in  glory 

days. 

loUed, 

There,  as  I  raase  in  soothing  melancholy, 

Flush  all  my  thought  with  momentary 

Your  faces  glow  in  more  than  mortal 

gold, 

youth, 

What  pang  of  vague  regret  my  &ncj 

Companions  of  my  prime,  now.  vanished 

thrills  1 

wholly, 

Here  't  is  enchanted  ground  the  peasant 

The  loud,  impetuous  boy,  the  low-voiced 

tills. 

maiden. 

Where  the  shy  ballad  dared  its  blooms 

Now  for  the  first  time  seen  in  flawless 

unfold. 

truth. 

And    memory's   glamour   makes   new 

Ah,  never  master  that  drew  mortal  breath 

sights  seem  old» 

Can  match  thy  portraits,  just  and  gener- 
ous Deiith, 

As  when  our  life  some  vanished  dream 

fulfils. 

Yet  not  to  thee  belong  these  painless 

laden ! 

tears, 

Thou  pain  rest  that  which  struggled  here 

Land  loved  ere  seen :  before  my  darkened                 1 1 

below 

eyes, 
From  far  beyond  the  waters  and  the 

Half  unders  ood,  or  understood  fur  woe. 

And  with  a  swt  et  forewarning 

years, 

Mak'st  round  the  sacred  front  an  aureole 

Horizons  mute  that  wait  their  poet  rise ; 

glow 

The  stream  before  me  fades  and  disap. 

Woven  of  that  light  that  rose  on  Easter 

pears, 

morning. 

Aud  in  the  Charles  the  western  splendor 
dies. 

SONNET. 

I  WAS  with  thee  in  Heaven  :  I  cannot  tell 

If  vears  or  moments,  so  the  sudden  bliss, 
When  first  we  found,  then  lost,  us  in  a 

On  being  asked  for  an  Autograph  in  Fentce. 

kiss. 

Amid  these  fragments  of  heroic  days 

Abolished  Time,  abolished  Earth   and 

When  thought  met  deed  with  mutual 

Hell, 

passion's  leap. 

Left  only  Heaven.    Then  from  our  blue 

There  sits  a  Faroe  whose  silent  trump 

there  fell 

makes  cheap 

The  dag&rer's  flash,  and  did  not  fall  amiss, 

What  short-lived  rumor  of  ourselves  we 

For  nothing  now  can   rob  my  life  of 

raise 

this,- 

1  hey  had  far  other  estimate  of  praise 

That  once  with  thee  in  Heaven,  all  else 

Who  stamped  the  signet  of  their  souls  so 

is  well. 

deep 
In  art  and  action,  and  whose  memories 

Us,  undivided  when  man's  vengeance 

came. 

keep 

God's  half-forgives  that  doth  not  here 

Their  height  like  stars  above  our  misty 

divide; 

ways: 

And,  were  this  bitter  whirl-blast  fanged 

with  flame. 

name 

To  me  't  were  summer,  we  being  side  by 

Something  within  me  hangs  the  head 

side : 

and  shrinks. 

This  ftranted,  I  God's  mercy  will  not 

Dull  were  the  soul  without  some  joy  in 

blame, 

fame; 

FjOT,  given  thy  nearness,  nothing  is  de- 

inied. 

methinks, 
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Like  him  who,  in  the  desert's   awfnl 

Nor  in  that  vernal  stem  the  cross  fore- 

frame, 

know 

Notches    his    cocknej   initials    on    the 

That  Age  shall  bear,  silent,  yet  nnre- 

Sphinx. 

signed  I 

THE  DANCINO  BBAB. 

NIGHTWATCHBS. 

Pab  owr  Elf-land  poets  stretch  their 

Whilb  the  slow  clock,  as  they  were  mi- 

sway, 

ser's  gold. 

And  win  their  dearest  crowns  heyond  the 
Of  their  own  conscious  purpose;  they 

Counts  and  recounts  the  momward  steps 

of  Time, 
The  darkness  thrills  with  conscience  of 

control 

each  crime 

With  gossamer  threads  wide-flown  our 
fanc/s  play. 

By  Death  C4>mmitted,  daily  grown  more 
bold. 

And  so  our  action.    On  my  walk  to-day. 

Once  more  the  list  of  all  my  wrongs  is 

told, 

toll, 

And  ghostly  hands  stretch  to  me  from 

When  straight  a  rision  rose  of  Atta 

my  prime 
Helpless   farewells,  as   from  an    alien 

Troll, 

And  scenes   ideal   witched    mine  eyes 

clime ; 

away. 
'*  Merci,  MotBteu  !  "  the  astonished  bear- 

For  each  new  loss  redoubles  all  the  old. 

This  mom  't  was  May ;  the  blossoms 

ward  cried, 

were  astir 

Gratef nl  for  thrice  his  hope  to  me,  the 

With  southern  wind ;  but  now  the  bonghs 

slave 

are  bent 

Of  partial  memory,  seeing  at  his  side 
A  bear  immortal.    The  glad  dole  I  gave 

With  snow  instead  of  Urds,  and  all  things 

freeze. 

Was  none  of  mine ;  poor  Heine  o'er  the 

wide 
Atlantic  welter  stretched   it  from  his 

How  much  of  all  my  past  is  dumb  with 

her, 
And  of  my  future,  too,  for  with  her 

grave. 

went 
Half  of  that  world  I  ever  cared  to  please  1 

THB  MAPLB. 

DEATH  OF  QUEEN  MERCEDES. 

The  Maple  pnts  her  corals  on  in  May, 
While  loitermg  frosts  aboat  the  lowlands 

Hebs  all  that  Earth  conid  promise  or 

cling, 

bestow,  — 

To  be  in  tune  with  what  the  robins  sing, 

Youth,  Beanty,  Love,  a  crown,  the  beck- 

Plastering    new     log -huts    'mid    her 

oning  years, 

branches  gray ; 

Lids  never  wet,  unless  with  joyous  tears, 
A  life  remote  from  every  sordid  woe, 

But  when  the  Autumn  southward  turns 

away. 

And  bv  a  nation's  swelled  to  lordlier 

Then  in  her  reins  bums  most  the  blood 

of  Spring, 
And  every  leaf,  intensely  blossoming. 

What   lurking-place,    thought   we,  for 

doubts  or  fears. 

Makes  the  year's  sunset  pale  the  set  of 

When,  the  day's  swan»  she  swam  along 

day. 

the  cheers 

0  Youth  unprescienf,  were  it  only  so 

Of  the  AlcaU,  five  happy  months  ago  ? 

With  trees  yon  plant,  and  in  whose  shade 

The  guns  were  shouting  lo  Hymen  then 

reclined. 

That,  on   her  birthday,  now  denounce 

Thinking  their  drifting  blooms  Fate's 

her  doom ; 

coldest  snow, 

The  same  white  8t(  ods  that  tossed  their 

Ton  carve  dear  names  upon  the  faithful 

scorn  of  men 

lind,                                               1  To-day  as  proudly  drag  her  to  the  tomb. 
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Grim  jest  of  fate !     Yet  who  dare  call  it 

With  all  Heaven's  blue  before  them: 

blind, 

Memory 

Knowing  what  life  iH,  what  our  haman- 
kind  ? 

Or  Music  is  it  such  enchantment  sings  1 
THE  EYE'S  TREASUBY. 

PRISON  OF  CERyANTBS. 

Gold  of  the  reddening  sunset,  backward 

Seat  of  all  woesi    Though  Nature's 

thrown 

firo)  decree 

In  largess  on  my  tall  paternal  trees. 

The  narrowing  soul  with  narrowing  dun- 

Thou with  false  hope  or  fear  didst  never 

geon  bind. 

tease 

Yet  was  his  free  of  motion  as  the  wind, 

His  heart  that  hoards  thee ;  nor  is  child. 

And  held  both  worlds,  of  spirit  and  a&uae, 

hood  flown 

in  fee. 

From  him  whose  life  no  fairer  boon  hath 

In  charmed  communion  with  his  dual 

known 

mind 

Than  that  what  pleased  him  earliest  still 

He  wandered  Spaio,  himself  both  knight 

8honld  please. 

and  hind, 

And  who  hath  incomes  safe  from  chance 

Redressing  wrongs  he  knew  must  eyer  be. 

as  these, 

His  humor  wise  could  see  life's  long  de- 

Gone in  a  moment,  yet  for  life  his  own  ? 

ceit, 

All  other  gold  is  slave  of   earthward 

Man's  baffled  aims,  nor  therefore  both 

laws; 

despise ; 

This  to  the  deeps  of  ether  tnkes  its  flight, 

His  knightly  nature  could  ill  fortune 

And  on  the  topmost  leaves  mukes  glori- 

greet 

ous  pause 

Like  an  old  friend.     Whose  erer  such 

Of  parting  pathos  ere  it  yield  to  night : 
So  linger,  as  from  me  esj-th's  light  with- 

1 

kind  eyes 

That  pierced  so  deep,  such  scope,  save 

draws. 

his  whose  feet 

Dear    touch    of   Nature,     tremulously 

By  Avon  ceased  'neath  the  same  April's 

bright  1 

skies? 

• 

PESSIMOPTIMISM. 

TO  A  LADY  PLAYING   ON  THE 

CITHERN. 

Ye  little  think  what  toil  it  was  to  build 
A  world  of  men  imperfect  even  as  this. 

So  dreamy-soft  the  notes,  so  far  away 

Where  we  conceive  of  Good  by  what  we 

They  seem  to  fall,  the  horns  of  Oberon 

miss, 

Blow  their  faint   Hunt's -up  from  the 

Of  HI  by  that  wherewith  best  days  are 

good-time  gone ; 

Or,  on  a  morning  of  long-withered  May, 

A  world  whose  every  atom  is  self-willed, 

Larks  tinkle  unseen  o'er  Claudian  arches 

Whose  corner-stone  is  propt  on  artiBce, 

pray, 

Whose  joy  is  shorter-lived  than  woman's 

That    Romeward    crawl    from   Dream- 

kiss. 

land  ;  and  anon 

Whose  wisdom  hoarded    is  but  to  be 

\ 

My  fancy  flings  her  cloak  of  Darkness 

spilled. 

on, 

Yet  this  is  better  than  a  life  of  caves. 

To  yanish  from  the  dungeon  of  ToKiay. 

Whose  highest  art  was  scratching  on  a 

In  happier  times  and  scenes  I  seem   to 

bone. 

tie. 

Or  chipping  toilsome  arrowheads  of  flint ; 

And,    as    her    fingers   flutter  oer    the 

Better,   though  doomed  to  hear  while 

strinjrs, 

Cleon  raves. 

The  davs  return  when  I  was  young  as 

To  see  wit's  want  eterned  in  paint  or 

s)ie, 

stone. 

And  my  fledged  thoughts  began  to  feel 

And  wade  the  drain-drenched  shoals  of 

tneir  wings                                      1             daily  print. 

THB  B&A-KBS. 

What  countless  years  and  wealth  of 

brain  were  spent 
To  bring  us  hither  from  onr  caves  and 

huts. 
And  trace  through  pathless  wilds  the 

deep-worn  ruts 
Of  faith  and  habit,  by  whose  deep  indent 
Prudence  may  guide  if  genius  be  not 

lent,  — 
Genius,  not  always  happy  when  it  shuts 
Its  ears  against  the  plodder's  ifs  and 

buts, 
Hoping  in  one  rash  leap  to  snatch  the 

event. 
The  oonrsers  of  the  sun,  whose  hoofs  of 

flame 
Consume  mom's   misty  threshold,  are 

exact 
As  bankers'  clerks,  and   all  this  star- 
poised  frame, 
.One  swerre  allowed,  were  with  conTul- 

sion  rackt; 
This  world  were  doomed,  should  Dnlness 

fail,  to  tame 
Wit's  feathered  heels  in  the  stem  stocks 

of  fact. 


THE  BRAKES.  —  A  F0BEB0DIN6. 

A  FOBEBODINO. 


471 


What  were   the  whole  void  world,  if 

thou  wert  dead, 
Whose  briefest  absence  can  eclipse  my 

day, 
And  make  the  hours  that  danced  with 

Time  away 
Drag  their  funereal  steps  with  mnlBed 

head? 
Through  thee,  meseems,  the  very  rose  is 

red. 
From  thee  the  violet  steals  its  breath  in 

May, 
From  thee  draw  life  all  things  that  grow 

not  gray, 
And  by  thy  force  the  happy  stars  are 

sped. 
Thou  near,  the  hope  of  thee  to  overflow 
Fill:)  all  my  earth  and  heaven,  as  when 

in  Spring, 
Ere  April  come,  the  birds  and  blossoms 

know, 
And  grasses  brighten  round  her  feet  to 

cling; 
Nay,  and  this  hope  delights  all  nature  so 
That  the  dumb  turf  I  tread  on  seems  to 

sing. 


III.  FANCY. 

TTKDBB  TUB  OCTOBBB  MAFLB8. 

Yet  by  my  time  it  seems  to  be 
A  good  boor  later  1 " 

What  mean  these  banners  spread, 

These  paths  with  royal  red 

OHLOS. 

60  gaiJy  cariMted  ? 

Comes  there  a  prince  to-day  ? 

"Bid  me  not  Stay! 

Such  footing^  were  too  fine 

Hear  reason,  pray  I 

For  feet  less  arg^entine 

'Tie  striking  six  1    Sore  never  day 

Than  Dian*8  own  or  thine, 

Was  short  as  this  is!" 

Queen  whom  my  tides  obqr. 

DAPBVB. 

Snrely  lor  thee  are  meant 

These  hues  so  orient 

"  Reason  nor  rhyme 

That  with  a  snltan's  tent 

Is  in  the  chime ! 

Each  tree  invites  the  snn ; 

It  can't  be  fire ;  I'vescaioe  had  time 

Oar  Earth  snch  homage  pays, 

To  beg  two  kisses!" 

So  decks  her  dnsty  ways, 

And  keepa^nch  holidays, 

BOIB. 

• 

For  one,  and  only  one. 

My  brain  shapes  form  and  face, 
Throbs  with  the  rhythmic  grace 
And  cadence  of  her  pace 

"Early  or  late, 
When  lovers  wait, 

And  Love's  watch  gain,   if  Time   a 
gait 

To  all  fine  instincts  trae ; 

So  snail-like  chooses, 

Her  footsteps,  as  they  pass. 
Than  moonbeams  over  grass 

Why  should  his  feet 
Become  more  fleet 

Fall  lighter,— and,  alas. 
More  insnbstantial  too ! 

Than  cowards'  are,  when  lovers  meet 
And  Love's  watch  loses  1 " 

L0VE»8  CLOCK. 

BLBANOB  MAKES  MACABOON& 

▲    PASTORAL. 

LiOHT  of  triumph  in  her  eyes, 
Eleanor  her  apron  ties ; 

SAFEKii  watting 

As  she  pushes  back  her  sleeves. 
High  resolve  her  bosom  heaves. 

«0  Dryad  feet. 

Hasten,  cook !  impel  the  fire 

Be  doubly  fleet. 

To  the  pace  of  her  desire ; 
As  you  hope  to  save  vour  soul. 

Timed  to  my  heart's  expectant  beat 

WhUelawaither! 

Bring  a  virgin  casserole. 
Brightest  bring  of  silver  spoons,  — 

*  At  four,'  Towed  she ; 

*T  is  scarcely  three. 

Eleanor  makea  macaroons ! 

TELBPATHT.  —  FBANCISCUS  DK  VKBULAIUO. 
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Aknond-bloflsoms,  now  adanoe 
lu  the  smile  of  Sonth^n  France, 
Leave  yoar  sport  with  8nn  and  breeze, 
Think  uf  duty,  not  of  ease; 
Fashion,  'neath  their  jerkins  brown. 
Kernels  white  as  thistledown, 
'Viuy  cheeses  made  with  cream 
From  the  Galaxy's  mid-stream, 
Blanched  in  light  of  honeymoons,  — 
Eleanor  makes  macaroons  I 

Now  for  sugar,  —  nair,  onr  plan 
Tolerates  no  work  of  man. 
Harry,  then,  ye  golden  bees ; 
Fetch  your  clearest  honey,  please. 
Garnered  on  a  Yorkshire  moor, 
While  the  last  larks  sing  and  soar. 
From  the  heather^blossoms  sweet 
Where  sea-breese  and  snnshine  meet, 
And  the  Angnsts  mask  as  Jnnes^  — 
Eleanor  makes  macaroons  1 

Next  the  pestle  and  mortar  find, 
Pure  rock-crystal,  —  these  to  grind 
Into  paste  mors  smooth  than  silk. 
Whiter  than  the  milkweed's  milk : 
Spread  it  on  a  rose-lonf,  thus, 
Gate  to  please  Theocritus ; 
llien  the  fire  with  spices  swell. 
While,  for  her  completer  spell. 
Mystic  canticles  she  croons,  — 
Eleanor  makes  macaroons  1 

Perfect !  and  all  this  to  waste 
On  a  gray  beard's  palsied  taste  I 
Poets  so  their  verses  write, 
Heap  them  fnll  of  life  and  light, 
And  then  fiing  them  to  the  ride 
Mumbling  of  the  multitude. 
Not  so  dire  her  fate  as  theirs, 
Since  her  friend  this  gift  declans 
Choicest  of  his  birthday  boons,  — 
Eleanor's  dear  macaroons  1 

February  72, 18»L 

TBLBPATHT. 


*Akd  bow  could  you  dream  of 
ingi" 

Nay,  how  can  yon  ask  me,  sweet  * 
All  day  my  pulse  had  been  beating 

The  tune  of  your  coming  feet. 

And  fls  nearer  and  erer  nearer 
I  felt  the  throb  of  yonr  tread, 

To  be  in  the  worid  grew  dearer. 
And  my  blood  ran  rosier  red. 


Love  called,  and  I  could  not  linger, 
But  souubt  the  forbidden  tryst, 

As  music  follows  the  finder 
Of  the  dreaming  lutanist. 

And  though  you  had  said  it  and  said  it, 
"  We  must  not  be  happy  to-day," 

Was  I  not  wiser  to  credit 
The  fire  in  my  feet  than  your  Nay  f 


8CHEBZ0. 

Whbn  the  down  is  on  the  chin 
And  the  gold-gleam  in  the  hair. 
When  the  birds  their  sweethearts  win 
And  champagne  is  in  the  air, 
LoTc  is  here,  and  Love  is  there, 
Love  is  welcome  everywhere. 

Summer's  cheek  too  soon  turns  thin. 
Days  grow  briefer,  sunshine  rare ; 
Autumn  from  his  cannekin 
Blows  the  froth  to  chase  Despair : 
Love  is  met  with  frosty  stare, 
Cannot  house  'neath  branches  baia 

When  new  life  is  in  the  leaf 

And  new  red  is  in  the  rose. 

Though  Love's  Maytime  be  as  brief 

As  a  dragon-fiy's  repose, 

Never  moments  come  like  those. 

Be  they  Heaven  or  Hell.:  who  knows  f 

All  too  soon  comes  Winter's  grief. 
Spendthrift  Love's  false  friends  turn  foes ; 
Softly  comes  Old  Age,  the  thief^ 
Steals  the  rapture,  leaves  the  throes : 
Love  his  mantle  round  him  throws,  ~~ 
**  Time  to  say  Good-bye ;  It  snows.** 


<*  FBANCISCUS  DB    YEBtTLAHIO  SIC 
COGITAVIT." 

That's  a  rather  bold  speech,  my  Lord 
Bacon, 
For,  indeed,  is  't  so  easy  to  know 
Just  how  much  we  from  others  have 
taken. 
And  how  much  our  own  natural  flow  ? 

Since  yonr  mind  bubbled  np  at  its  foun- 
tain. 
How  many  streams  made  it  elate. 
While  it  calmed  to  the  plain  from  the 
mountain. 
As  every  mind  must  that  grows  great  1 
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COMMENT.  — THE  LESSON. 

While  you  thonght'twaa  Yoa  thinking 

as  newly 
Ab  Adam  still  wet  with  God's  dew, 

Without  thtf  passion  stronger 
That  skyward  longs  and  sings,  — 
Woe 's  me,  I  shaU  be  lonely 

You  forgot  in  voor  self-pride  that  trnly 
The  whole  Past  was  thinking  through 

When  I  can  feel  no  longer 

yoo. 

The  impatience  of  their  wings  1 

Greece,  Rome,  nay,  yonr  namesake,  old 
With^th's  nameless  delvers  who 

A  moment,  sweet  delnsion. 

like  birds  the  brown  leaves  hover ; 

But  it  will  not  be  lonff 
Before  their  wild  confusion 

wrought 

In  the  dark  mines  of  Truth,  helped  to 
prod;rour 

Fall  wavering  down  to  cover 
The  poet  and  his  song. 

Fine  bram    with  the  goad   of  their 

thonght. 

THB  PRBOHANT  OOMMBNT. 

As  mnmmy  was  prized  for  a  rich  hue 

The  painter  no  elsewhere  conld  find, 

Opbhivo  one  day  a  book  of  mine, 

So  'twas  buried  men's  thinking  with* 

I  absent,  Hester  found  a  line 

which  you 

Praised  with  a  pencil-mark,  and  this 

Gave  the  ripe  mellow  tone  to  your 

She  left  transfignied  with  a  kiss. 

mind. 

When  next  upon  the  page  I  chance. 

I  heard  the  proud  strawberry  saying, 
"  Only  look  what  a  ruby  I 're  made !  '• 

Like  Ponssin's  nymphs  my  pulses  dance. 

And  whirl  my  fancy  where  it  sees 
Pan  piping  'neath  Arcadian  trees. 

It  forgot  how  the  bees  in  their  maying 
Had  brought  it  the  stnff  for  its  trade. 

Whose  leaves  no  winter-scenes  rehearse. 

Still  young  and  glad  as  Homer's  verse. 

And  yet  there's  the  half  of  a  truth  in 

"What  mean,"  I   ask,  "ahwi  sudden 

it, 

joys? 

And  my  Lord  might  his  copyrieht  sue ; 
For  a  thonght 's  his  who  kindles  new 

This)  feeling  fresher  than  a  boy's  ? 

What  makes  this  line,  familiar  long. 

youth  in  it, 

New  as  the  first  bird's  April  song  1 

Or  so  puts  it  as  makes  it  more  true. 

I  could,  with  sense  illumined  thus, 
Clear  doubtful  texts  in  .^schylus ! " 

The  birds  but  repeat  without  ending 

Lauirhing,  one  day  she  gave  the  key. 

Which  some,  by  more  happily  blending. 

My  riddle's  open-sesame ; 

Then  added,  with  a  smile  demure, 

Seem    to   make  over   new   in    their 

throats ; 

Whose  downcast  lids  veiled  triumph 

And  we  men  through  onr  old  bit  of  song 

sure, 
'<  If  what  I  left  there  give  you  pain. 

run. 

You  —  you  —-can  take  it  off  again; 
'Twas  for  my  poet,  not  for  him. 
Your  Doctor  Donne  there ! " 

Until  one  iust  improves  on  the  rest, 
And  we  CAU  a  thmg  his,  in  the  long 

run, 
Who  utters  it  deareat  and  best 

Earth  grew  dim 
And  wavered  in  a  golden  mist. 
As  rose,  not  paper,  leaves  I  kissed. 
Donne,  you  forgive  1    I  let  you  keep 

AU8PSZ. 

Her  piecious  comment,  poet  deep. 

Mr  heart,  I  cannot  stiU  it. 

Nest  that  had  song-birds  in  it ; 

And  when  the  last  shall  go. 

THE  LESSON. 

The  drearv  days,  to  fill  it, 
Instead  of  lark  or  linnet. 

I  SAT  and  watched  the  walls  of  niffht 
With  cracks  of  sudden  lightning  glow, 

Shall  whirl  dead  leaves  and  snow. 

80IEKCB  AND  POBTBT. —  WITH  A  SEASHELL. 
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A&d  Iwtened  while  with  clnmsy  might 
The  thonder  wallowed  to  and  fro. 

The  rain  fell  softly  now ;  the  squall, 
That  to  a  torrent  drove  the  trees, 
Had  whirled  beyond  as  to  let  fall 
Its  tumult  on  the  whitening  i 


But  still  the  lightning  crinkled  keen, 
Or  fluttered  fitful  from  behind 
The  leaden  drifts,  then  only  seen^ 
That  rumbled  eastward  on  the  wmd. 

Still  as  gloom  followed  after  glare. 
While  bated  breath  the  pine-trees  drew. 
Tiny  Salmoneus  of  the  air, 
His  mimic  bolts  the  firefly  threw. 

He  thought,  no  doubt,  "  Those  flashes 

grand, 
That  light  for  leagues  the  shuddering 

sky. 
Are  made,  a  fool  could  understand, 
By  some  superior  kind  of  fly. 

"  He  *8  of  our  race's  elder  branch 
His  family-arms  the  same  as  ours, 
Both  bom  the  twy-forked    flame  to 

launch, 
Of  kindred,  if  unequal,  powers." 

And  is  man  wiser  ?    Man  who  takes 
His  consciousness  the  law  to  be 
Of  all  beyond  his  ken,  and  makes 
God  but  a  bigger  kind  of  Bfe  ? 


8CISNCB  AXD  POBTinr. 

Hk  who  flrst  stretched  his  nerves  of  sub- 
tile wire 
Over  the  land  and  through  the  seardepths 

still, 
Thought  only  of  the  flame-winged  mes- 

senger 
As  a  dull  drudge  that  should  encircle 

earth 
With  sordid  messages  of  Trade,  and  tame 
Blithe  Ariel  to  a  ba^rman.    But  the  Muse 
Kot  long  will  be  defrauded.    From  her 

f^ 
Her  misused  wand  she  snatches;  at  a 

touch. 
The  Age  of  Wonder  is  renewed  again, 
And  to  our  disenchanted  day  restores 
The  Shoes  of  Swiftness  that  give  odds  to 

Thought, 


The  Cloak  that  makes  invisible;  and 

with  these 
I  glide,  an  airy  fire,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Or  from  my  Cambridge  whisper  to  Ca- 
thay. 


A  NEW  TEAB'S  GREBTIKG. 

The  century  numbers  fourscore  years ; 
You,  fortressed  in  your  teeus, 
To  Time's  alarums  close  your  ears, 
And,  while  he  devastates  your  peers, 
Conceive  not  what  he  means. 

If  e'er  life's  winter  fleck  with  snow 
Your  hair's  deep  shadowed  bowers, 
That  winsome  head  an  art  would  know 
To  make  it  charm,  and  wear  it  so 
As  't  were  a  wreath  of  flowers. 

If  to  such  fairies  years  must  come, 
Biay  vours  fall  soft  and  slow 
As,  shaken  by  a  bee's  low  hum. 
The  rose-leaves  waver,  sweetly  dumb^ 
Down  to  their  mates  below ! 


THE  DISCOVEBY. 

I  WATCHED  a  moorland  torrent  run 
Down  through  the  rift  itself  had  made. 
Golden  as  honey  in  the  sun, 
Of  darkest  amber  in  the  shade. 

In  this  wild  glen  at  last,  methought. 
The  magic's  secret  I  surprise ; 
Here  Celia's  guardian  fairy  caught 
The  changeful  splendors  of  her  eyes. 

All  else  grows  tame,  the  sky's  one  blue, 
The  one  long  languish  of  the  rose, 
Bnt  these,  beyond  prevision  new, 
Shall  charm  and  startle  to  the  close. 


WITH  A  SEA8HELL. 

Shell,  whose  lips,  than  mine  more  cold, 
Mieht  with  Dian's  ear  make  bold, 
Seek  my  Lady's ;  if  thou  win 
To  that  portal,  shut  from  sin, 
Where  commissioned  angels'  swords 
Startle  back  unholy  words. 
Thou  a  miracle  shalt  see 
Wrought  by  it  and  wrought  in  thee; 
Thou,  the  dumb  one,  shaft  recover 


476 


THE  SECRET. 


Speech  of  poet,  speech  of  lover. 
If  she  deign  to  liit  yoa  there, 
Marmur  what  I  may  not  dare ; 
In  that  archway,  pearly-pink 
As  the  Dawn's  nntrodaen  brink, 
Marmur,  **  Excellent  and  good. 
Beauty's  best  in  every  mood, 
Never  common,  never  tame, 
Chanceful  fair  as  wiodwaved  flame  "  — 
Nay,  I  maunder ;  this  she  hears 
Every  day  with  mocking  ears. 
With  a  brow  not  sudden-stained 
With  the  flush  of  bliss  restrained. 
With  no  tremor  of  the  pulse 
More  than  feels  the  dreaming  dulse 
In  the  midmost  ocean's  caves. 
When  a  tempest  heaps  the  waves. 
Thou  must  woo  her  in  a  phrase 
Mystic  as  the  0|>al'B  blaze, 
Wnich  pure  maids  alone  can  see 
When  tneir  lovers  constant  be. 
I  with  thee  a  sectet  share, 
Half  a  hope,  and  half  a  prayer, 
Though  no  reach  of  mortal  skill 
Ever  told  it  all,  or  will; 


Say,  **  He  bids  me  —  nothing  more — 
Tell  yoa  what  you  guened  before  1 " 


TSB  BSGBET. 

I  HATB  a  fancy :  how  shall  I  bring  it 
Home  to  ail  mortals  wherever  they  be  ? 
Say  it  or  sing  it  1    Shoe  it  or  wing  it, 
So'it  may  outrun  or  outfly  Mb, 
Merest  cocoan-web  whence  it  broke  free  % 

Only  one  secret  can  save  from  disaster, 
Onljr  one  ma^ic  is  that  of  the  Master : 
Set  it  to  music ;  give  it  a  tune,  — 
Tune  the  brook  sings  yon,  tune  the  breeie 

brin^  you, 
Tune  the  wild  columbines  nod  to  in  June ! 

This  is  the  secret :  so  simple,  yoa  see  I 
Easy  as  loving,  easy  as  kissing, 
Easy  as  —  weU,  let  me  ponder — as  miss- 
ing, 
Known,  Fince  the  world  was,  by  scarce 
two  or  three. 


il 


IV,  HUMOR  AND  SATIRE. 


FITZ  ADAirS  8T0BT. 

[The  grMtar  part  of  thla  poem  mm  wiitten 
maDj  yean  ago  aa  part  of  a  larger  one,  to  be 
oalled  **The  Hooaing/*  made  up  of  talee  In 
Teree,  lome  of  them  grave,  aome  comic.  It  glree 
me  a  nd  pleaenre  to  remember  that  I  waa  en- 
couraged m  thia  protect  by  mjr  fiteid  the  late 
Arthnx  Hugh  doagh.] 

Thb  next  whose  loitiiiM  *t  wtt  « tale  to 

tell 
Was  one  whom  men,  bef  i)re  they  thought, 

loved  well. 
And  after  thinkinff  wondered  why  they 

did. 
For  half  he  eeemed  to  let  them,  half 

forbid, 
And  wrapped  him  bo  in  hnmore,  sheath 

on  sheath, 
rr  was  hard  to  gness  the  mellow  soul 

beneath ; 
But,  once  divined,  yon  took  him  to  yonr 

heart. 
While  he  appeared  to  bear  with  you  as 

part 
Of  life's  impertinence,  and  once  a  year 
Betrayed  his  true  sell  by  a  amile  or  tear, 
Or  rather  something  sweetly -shy  and 

loath. 
Withdrawn  ere  fully  shown,  and  mixed 

of  both. 
A  cynic  1   Not  precisely :  one  who  thmst 
Against  a  heart  too  prone  to  love  and 

trust, 
Who   so   despised  false   sentiment   he 

knew 
Scarce  in  himself  to  part  the  false  and 

true. 
And  strove  to  hide,  by  roughening-o'er 

the  skin. 
Those  cobweb  nerves  he  could  not  dull 

within. 
Gentle  by  birth,  but  of  a  stem  decayed. 


He  shnnned  life's  rirslrles  and  hated 

trade; 
On  a  small  patrimony  and  larger  pride, 
He  lived  uueaseful  on  the  Other  Side 
(So   he    called    Europe),  only  coming 

West 
To  give  his  Old -World  appetite  new 

sest; 
Yet  still  the  New  World  spooked  it  in 

his  veins, 
A  ghost  he  could  not  Uy  with  all  his 

pains; 
For    never    Pilgrims'    offshoot    scapes 

control 
Of  those  old  instincts  that  have  shaped 

his  soul. 
A  radical  in  thought,  he  poffed  away 
With  shrewd  contempt  the  dust  of  usage 

Yet  loathed  democracy  as  one  who  saw, 
In  what  he  longt* d  to'  love,  some  vulgiir 

flaw, 
And,  shocked  throngh  all  bis  deliciite 

reserves. 
Remained  a  Tory  by  his  taste  and  nerves. 
His  fancy's  thrall,  he  drew  all  ergoes 

thence. 
And  thought  himself  the  type  of  common 


not   from   cross   or 


whim, 


But  that  his  mother  shared  too  mneh  in 

him. 
And  he  half  felt  that  what  in  them  was 

grace 
Made  the  unlucky  weakness  of  his  race. 
What  powers  he  had  he  hardly  cared  to 

Know, 
But   sauntered    through    the   world  as 

through  a  show ; 
A  critic  fine  in  his  haphaiard  way, 
A  sort  of  mild  La  Bmv^  on  half-pay. 
For  comic  weaknesses  he  had  an  eye 
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Keen  as  an  acid  for  an  alkali, 

But  yon  have  long  ago  raked  up  their 

Yet  jou  coold  feei»  through  his  aardonic 

fires; 

tone, 

Where  ihev  had  faith,  you  've  ten  sham- 
Gothic  spirea 

He  lored  them  all,  unless  they  were  his 

own. 

Why  more  exotics?    Try  your  native 

1 

Yon  might  hare  called  him,  with  his 

vines. 

humorons  twist, 

And  in  some  thousand  years  vou  way 

A  kind  of  haman  entomologist : 

have  wines ; 

As  these  bring  home^  from  everf  walk 

they  take, 
Their  hat -crowns  stnck  with  bugs  of 

Your  present  grapes  are  harsh,  all  pulps 

and  skins, 
And  want  traditions  of  ancestral  bins 

carious  make, 

That  saved  for  evenings  round  the  pol- 

So he  filled  all  the  lining  of  his  head 

ished  board 

With  characters  impaled  and  ticktted, 

Old  lavsrfires,  the  sun-steeped  hillside's 

And  had  a  cabinet  behind  his  eyes 

hoard. 

For  all  they  caught  of  mortal  oddities. 

Without  a  Past,  you  lack  that  southern 

He  DEiight  have  been  a  poet  —  many 

wall 

worse  — 

O'er  which  the  vines  of  Poesy  should 

But  that  he  had,  or  feigned,  contempt  of 

crawl; 

verse; 

Still  they  're  your  only  hope ;  no  mid- 
night oil 

Called  it  tattomng  langaage,  and  held 

rhymes 

Makes    up  for  virtue  wanting   in  the 

The   yodng  world's   lullaby   of   nider 

times. 

Manure  tfaem  well    and  prune  them; 

Bitter  in  words,  too  indolent  for  gall. 

't  won't  be  France, 

He  satirized  himself  the  first  of  sU, 

Nor  Spain,  noif  Italy,  but  there's  your 

In  men  and  their  affriirs  could  find  no  law, 

chance. 

And  was  the  ill  logic  that  he  thought  he 

You  have  one  story-teller  worth  a  score 

saw. 

Of  dead  Boccaccios,  —  nay,  add  twenty 
more,— 

Scratching  a  mateh  to  light  his  pipe 

A  hawthorn  a»king  spring's  most  dainty 

anew, 

breath, 

With  eves  half  shut  some  musing  whiffet 
he  drew, 

And  him  you  're  freezing  pretty  well  to 

death. 

And  thus  began:    "I  give  you  all  my 

However,  since  yon  say  so,  I  will  tease 

word, 

My  memory  to  a  story  by  degrees, 
Though  vou  will  cry,  'Enough!'  I'm 
wellnigh  sure, 

I  think  this  mock-Decameron  absurd ; 

Boccaccio's  garden!  how  bring  that  to 

pass 

Ere  I  have  dreamed  through  half  my 

In  our  bleak  clime  save  under  double 

glass? 

The  moral  east-wind  oi  New  England 

books, 

life 

(Fortunate  race!)  and  built  their  nests 

Would  snip  its  gay  luxuriance  like  a 

like  looks 

knif?; 

In  lonely  towers,  to  which  the  Jongleur 

Mile-deep   the   glaciers    brooded    here. 

brouf^ht 

they  s«y. 

His  pedler'sbox  of  cheap  and  tawdry 

Through    «ons   numb;  we   feel   their 

thought. 

chill  to-day. 
These  foreign  pknts  are  but  half-hardy 

With  here  and  there  a  fancy  fit  to  see 

Wrought    to   quaint   grace   in   golden 

still, 

filigree,— 

Die  on  a  south,  and  on  a  north  wall 

Some  ring  that  with  the  Muse's  finger 

chill. 

yet 

Had  we    stayed    Paritansl     Thof  had 

Is  wflrm,  like  Aucaasin  and  Ntcolete ; 

pome  heat 

The  morning  newspaper  has  spoilt  his 

(Though  whence  derived  I  have  my  own 

trade. 

conceit),                                        1  (For  better  or  for  worse,  I  leave  unsaid,) 
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Aad  stories  now,  to  suit  a  public  nice, 

Than  city-feasts,  where  every  man  's  a 

Most  be  half  epigram,  half  pieaeant  vice. 

bore 
To  every  other  man,  must  seek  it  where 

"  AH  toaristfl  know  Shebagog  County : 

The  steamer's  throb  and  railway's  iron 

there 

blare 

The  eaminer    idlen  take  their  yearly 

Have  not  yet  startled  with  their  punctual 

stare^ 

stir 

Drees  to  see  Nature  in  a  well-bred  way, 

The  shy,  wood-wandering  brood  of  Char- 

As 't  were  Italian  opet%  or  play. 

acter. 

Encore  the  sunrise   (if  they  're  out  of 

bed). 

"  There  is  a  village,  once  the  county 

And  pat    the  Mighty  Mother  on  the 

to^vn, 

head: 

Through  which  the  weekly  mail  rolled        { 

These  have  I  seen,  —  all  things  are  good 

dustily  down. 

to  see,— 

Where  the  courts  sat,  it  may  be,  twice  a 

And  wondered  much  at  their  oompla- 

vear. 

cencv. 
This  world's  great  show,  that  took  in 

And  the  one  tavern  reeked  with  rustic 

cheer; 

getting-up 
Millions  of  yean,  they  finish  ere  they 

Sights  that  God  gleams  through  with 

Red-man    and   pale-faoe   bore  it  equal 

spite. 
The  railway  mined  it,  the  natives  say, 
That  passed  unwisely  fifteen  miles  away. 
And  made  a  drain  to  which,  with  steady 

soul-tingling  force 

They  glanoe  approvingly  ae  things  of 

course, 

Say,  < That's  a  grand  rock,'  'This  a 

pretty  fall,*^ 

ooze. 

Filtered  away  law,  stage-coach,  trade. 

Not  thinking, '  Are  we  worthy  1  *    What 

and  news. 

if  all 

The  railway  saved  it  ;  so  at  least  think 

The   scornful    landscape    should   turn 

those 

round  and  say. 

Who  love  old  ways,   old    houses,    old 

'  This  is  a  fool,  and  that  a  popinjay '  f 
I    often    wonder    what    tne    Mountain 

repose. 

Of  course  the  Tavern  stayed  :  its  genial 

thinks 

host 

Of  French  boots  creaking  o'er  his  breath- 

Thought not  of  fiitting  more  than  did 

less  brinks, 

the  poet 

Or  how  the  Sun  would  scare  the  chatter- 

On which   high-hung  the  fading  sign- 

ing crowd. 

board  creaks. 

If  some  fine  day  he  chanced  to  think 

Inscribed,  'The    Eagle    Inn,  by  Ezra 

aloud. 

Weeka' 

I,  who  love  Nature  much  as  sinners  can, 

"  If  in  life's  jonmey  you  should  ever 

shows,  —  in  man : 

find 

Here  find  I  mountain,  forest,  doud,  and 

An  inn  medicinal  for  body  and  mind. 

sun. 

'T  is  sure  to  be  some  drowsy-louking        : 

Biver  and  sea,  and  glows  when  day  is 

house 

done ; 

Whose  easy  hindlord    has   a   bustling        i 

Nay,  where  she  makes  grotesques,  and 

spoose:                                                 1 

moulds  in  jest 

He,  if  he  like  you,  will  not  long  forego 
Some  bottle  deep  in  oobwebbed  dust  laid 

The  clown's  cheap  clay,  I  find  unfading 

zest. 

low,                                                        1 

The   natural    instincts    year   by   year 

That,  since  the  War  we  used  to  call  the 

retire, 

'  Last,'                                                  ; 

As  deer  shrink  northward  from  the  set- 

Has dozed  and  held  its  lang-syne  mem-        1 

tler's  fire. 

ones  fast ; 

And  he  who  loves  the  wild  game-flavor 

From  him  exhodes  that  Indian-snmmer 

more 

air 
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Of  h^izy,  lazy  welcome  everywhere, 
While  with  her  Util  (he  nupery  is  white, 
The    china    doetieas,    the    keen    kuife- 

bladee  bright. 
Salt  dry  as  sand,  and  bread  that  seems 

as  thoagh 
'T  were    rather  sea-fuam    baked    than 

vulgar  dough. 

**In  our  swift  country,  houses  trim 

^  and  white 
Are  pitched  like  tents,  the  lodging  of  a 

ui^ht; 
Each  on  its  bank  of  baked  turf  mounted 

high 
I'erchea  impatient  o'er  the  roadaide  dry, 
While   the    wron^^ed    landscape   coldly 

stands  aloof. 
Refusing   friendship   with    the    upstart 

roof. 
Not    so  the  Eagle;  on  a  grasa- green 

swell 
That  toward  the  south  with  sweet  con- 

oesuons  fell 
It  dwelt  retirdl,  and  half  had  grown  to 

be 
As  aboriginal  a.s  rock  or  tree. 
It  nestled  clase  to  earth,  and  seemed  to 

brood 
O'er  liomcly  thoughts  in  a  half-conscious 

mood. 
As  by  the  peat  that  rather  fades  than 

bums 
*The    smouldering   grandam    nods   and 

knittf  by  turns, 
Happy,  although  her  newest  news  were 

old 
Ere  the  first  hostile  drum  at  Concord 

roUt^d. 
If  paint  it  e'er  had  known,  it  knew  no 

more 
Than  yellow  lichens  spattered  thickly 

o'er 
That  soft  lead-gray,  less  dark  beneath 

the  eaves 
Which    the    slow  brush  of    wind    and 

weather  leaves. 
The  ample  roof  sloped  backward  to  the 

ground. 
And    vassal    lean-tos  gathered    thickly 

round. 
Patched  on,  as  sire  or  son  had  felt  the 

need, 
like  chance  growths  sprouting  from  the 

old  roof's  veed, 
Just  as  about  a  vellow-pine-tree  spring 
Its  rough-barked  darlings  in  a  filial  ring. 


But  the  great  chimney  was  the  central 
thought 

Who^e  gravitation  through  the  duster 
wrought ; 

For  'tis  not  btyles  far-fetched  from 
Greece  or  Rome, 

But  just  the  Fireside,  that  can  make  a 
home; 

None  of  your  spindling  things  of  modem 
style. 

Like  pins  stuck  through  to  stay  the  card- 
built  pile, 

It  rose  broad-^honldered,  kindly,  de- 
bonair. 

Its  warm  breath  whitening  in  the  Octo- 
ber air. 

While  on  its  front  a  heart  in  outline 
showed 

The  place  it  tired  in  that  serene  abode. 

"  When  first  I  chanced  the  Eagle  to 

explore, 
Ezra  sat  liatk-ss  hy  the  open  door ; 
One  chair  careened    him  at  an  aogla 

meet. 
Another    nursed    Ms   hugely -slippered 

feet; 
Upon  a  third  reposed  a  shirt -sleeved 

arm. 
And  the  whole  man  diffused  tobacco's 

charm. 
'  Are  you  the  landlord  ? '   *  Wahl,  I  gness 

I  be,'  * 

Watching  the  smoke,  he  answered  lei- 
surely. 
He  was  a  sioutish  man,  and  through  the 

breast 
Of  his  loose  shirt  there  showed  a  brambly 

chest ; 
Streaked    redly  as   a   wind-foreboding 

mom. 
His   tanned  cheeks  curved  to  temples 

closely  shorn ; 
Clean-shaved  he  was,  save  where  a  hedge 

of  gray 
Upon  his  brawny  thriMt  leaned  every 

way 
About  nn  Adam's-apple,  that  beneath 
Bulged  liice  a  boulder  from  a  brambly 

heath. 
The  Western  World's    true  child  and 

nursling  he, 
Equipt  with  aptitudes  enough  for  three  : 
No  eye  like  his  to  value  horse  or  cow. 
Or  gn nge  the  contents  of  a  stack  or 

mow; 
He  could  foretell  the  weather  at  a  word. 
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He  knew  the  hftmit  of  every  beart  and 

(He  '11  hev  some  upland  plover  like  aa 

bird, 

not.) 

Or  where  a  two-poand  trout  was  sare 

Wal,  them's  real  nice  uus,  an 'U  eat 

to  lie. 

A  1, 

Waiting  the  flatter  of  his  home-made 

Ef  I  can  stop  their  bein'  over-done ; 

Nothin'  riles  me  (I  pledge  my  fastin' 

Nay,  once  in  aatnmni  five,  he  had  the 

wordj          ^     ^     «»  .     -^ 
Like  cookin^  out  the  natur'  of  a  bird ; 

luck 

To  drop  at  fair-play  range  a  teii-tined 

(Obed,  you  pick  'em  out  o'  sight  an' 

buck; 

sound, 

Of   sportsmen    true  he   favored  every 

Your   ma'am   don't    love   no   feathers 

whim, 

cluttrin'  round ;) 
Jes'  scare  'em  with  the  coals,  —  thet 's 

But    never  cockney  found  a  guide  in 

him; 

my  idee.' 

• 

A  natural  man,  with  all  his  instincts 

Then,  turning  suddenly  about  on  me, 

fresh. 

'  Wal,  Square,  I  gueds  so.    Callilate  to    ' 

Not    buzzing    helpless    in    Reflection's 

stay^ 
I  'U  ask  Mis'  Weeks ;  'boot  thet  it 's  hern 

mesh, 

Firm  on  its  feet  stood  his  broad-shoul- 

to say/ 

dered  mind. 

As  bluttly  honest  ns  a  northwest  wind ; 

"Well,  there  I  lingered  aU  October 

Hard-headed  and  soft-hearted,  you'd 

through, 

scarce  meet 

In  that  sweet  atmosphere  of  hazy  blue, 
So  leisurely,  so  soothing,  so  forgiving, 

A  kindlier  mixture  of  the  shrewd  and 

sweet  ; 

That  sometimes  niaites  New  England  fit 

Generous  by  birth,  and    ill  at  saying 

for  living. 
I  watched  the  landscape,  erst  so  granite 

•No,» 

Yet  in  a  bargain  he  was  all  men's  foe, 
Would  yield  no  inch  of  vantage  in  a 

glum, 
Bloom  like  the  south  side  of  a  ripening 

trade. 

plum. 

And  give  away  ere  nightfall  all  he  made. 

And  each  rock -maple  on  the  hillside 
make 

•"Can  I  have  lodging  here?'  once 

His  ten  days'  sunset  doubled  in  the  lake ; 

more  I  said. 

The  very  stone  walls  draggling  up  the 

He  blew  a  whiff,  and,  leaning  back  his 

hills 

head, 

Seemed  touched,  and  wavered  in  their 

'You    come  a  piece    through  Bailey's 
woods,  I  srpose. 

roundhead  wills. 

Ah !  there  's  a  deal  of  sugar  in  the  sun ! 

Aerost  a  bridge  where  a  big  swamp-oak 

Tap  me  in  Indian  summer,  I  should  run 

grows? 

A  juice  to  make  rock-candy  of,  —  but 

It  don't  grow,  neither ;  it 's  ben  dead  ten 

then 

year. 

We  get  such  weather  scarce  one  year  in 

Nor  th'  ain't   a  livin'  creetur,  fur  nor 

ten. 

near. 
Can  tell  wnt  killed  it;  but  I  some  mis- 

" There  was  a  parlor  in  the  house,  a 

doubt 

room 

•T  WHS  borers,  there 's  sech  heaps  on  'em 

To  make  yon  shudder  with  its  prudish 

about. 

gloom. 

You  did  n'  chance  to  run  ag'inst  my  son, 
A  long,   slab-sided    youngster  with   a 

The  furniture  stood  round  with  such  an 

air, 

gun? 

There  seemed  an  old  maid's  ghost  in 

He  'd  oughto  ben  back  more  'n  an  hour 

every  chair 
Which  looked  as  it  had  scuttled  to  its 

ago. 

An'  brought  some  birds  to  dress  for  sup- 

place 

per  —  sho ! 

And  pulled  extempore  a  Simday  face, 

There  he  comes  now.    'Say,  Obed,  wut   Too  smugly  proper  for  a  world  of  sin. 

ye  got  ?                                             Like  boys  on  whom  the  minister  comes  in. 
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The  table,  fronting  yon  with  kj  stare^ 
Strove  to  luuk  witlettS  that  ita  legs  were 

bare. 
While  the  black  sofa  with  its  horse-hair 

pall 
Gloomed  like  a  bier  for  Comfort's  fu- 

neraL 
Each  piece  appeared  to  do  its  chillj  best 
To  seem  an  utter  stranger  to  the  rest, 
As  if  acquaintanceship  were  deadly  sin, 
Like  Britons  meeting  in  a  foreign  inn. 
Two  portraits  graced  the  wall  m  grim- 
mest truth. 
Mister  and  Mistress  W.  in  their  youth,  — 
New  England  vouth,  that  seeiua  a  sort 

of  pill, 
Half  wish-I-dared,  half  Edwards  on  the 

Will, 
Bitter  to  swallow,  and  which  leaves  a 

trace 
Of  Calvinisttc  cholic  on  the  faoei 
Between  them,  o'er  the  mantel,  hung  in 

state 
Solomon's  temple,  done  in  copperplate ; 
Invention  pure,  but  meant,  we  may  pre- 
sume, 
To  give  some  Scripture  sanction  to  the 

room. 
Facing  this  last,  two  samplers  jou  might 

see. 
Each,  with  its  urn  and  stiffly-weeping 

tree. 
Devoted  to  some  memory  long  ago 
More  faded  than  their  lines  of  worsted 

woe; 
Cut  paper  decked  their  frames  against 

toe  flies 
Though  none  e'er  dared  an  entrance  who 

were  wise, 
And  bushed  asparagus  in  fading  green 
Added  its  shiver  to  the  franklin  dean. 

"  When  first  arrived,  I  chilled  a  half- 
hour  there, 

Nor  dared  deflower  with  use  a  single 
chair ; 

I  caught  no  cold,  jet  flying  pains  could 
find 

For  weeks  in  me,  —  a  rheumatism  of 
miud. 

One  thing  alone  imprisoned  there  had 

rwer 
me  in  the  place  that  long  half- 
hour  : 
A  scutcheon  this,   a  helm-surmounted 

shield. 
Three  griffins  argent  on  a  sable  field ; 


A  relic  of  the  shipwrecked  put  waa  here. 
And  Ezra  held  some  Old- World  lumber 

dear. 
Nay,  do  not  smile;  I  love  this  kind  of 

thing. 
These  cooped  traditions  with  a  broken 

wing. 
This    freehold    nook  in  Fancy's    pipe- 
blown  ball. 
This  le;«  than  nothing  that  is  more  than 

aUl 
Have  I  not   seen    sweet  natures  kept 

alive 
Amid  the  humdrum  of  your  business 

hive. 
Undowered  spinsters  shielded  from  all 

harms 
By  airy  incomes  from  a  coat  of  arms  1 " 

He  pnused  a  moment^  and  his  features 
took 

The  flitting  aweetneaa  of  that  inward 
look 

I  hinted  at  before;  but,  ncBSoeHj  seen, 

It  shrank  for  shelter  'neath  his  harder 
mien. 

And,  rapping  his  black  pipe  of  ashes 
clear, 

He  went  ou  with  a  self-derisive  sneer : 

''No  doubt  we  make  a  part  of  God's 
design. 

And  break  the  forest- path  for  feet 
divine ; 

To  furnish  foothold  for  this  grand  pre- 
vision 

Is  good,  and  yet  —  to  be  the  mere  tran- 
sition,* 

That,  you  will  say,  is  also  good,  though  I 

Scarce  like  to  feed  the  ogre  By-and-by. 

Raw  edges  rasp  my  nervee ;  my  ta^te  is 
wooed 

By  things  that  are,  not  going  to  be. 


Though  were  I  what  I  dreamed  two 

lustres  gone, 
I  'd  stay  to  help  the  Consummation  on. 
Whether  a  new  Home  than  the  old  more 

fair, 
Or  a  deadflat  of  rascal-ruled  despair; 
But  mjf  skull  somehow  never  closed  the 

suture 
That  aaems  to  knit  yours  firmly  with  the 

future. 
So  you  'U  excuse  me  if  I  'm  lometinies 

fain 
To  tie  the  past's  warm  nightcap  o'er  my 

brain; 
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I  'm  aoite  aware  *t  U  not  in  fashion 
nere. 

Must  buy  hit  min  at  the  Deacon's  store ; ' 

None  but  his  lodgers  after    ten  could 

But  then  your  northeaat  winda  are  to 

stay. 

severe  I 

Nor  after  nine  on  eves  of  Sabbath-day. 
He  had  hia  favoriten  and  his  pensioners, 

**Bat  to  my  etory  :  though  't  la  truly 
naught 
But  a  few  hinta  in  Memory's  sketchbook 

The  same  that  gypsy  Nature  owns  for 

hers: 
Loose^nded  souls,  whose   skills  bring 

caught, 
And  which  may  claim  a  value  on  the 

scanty  gold. 

And  whom  the  poor-house  catches  when 
they  're  old : 

score 

Rude  country-minstrels,  men  who  doctor 

luore. 

kine, 

Shall    I   confess?    The    tavern's    only 

Or  graft,  and,  out  of  scions  ten,  save  nine ; 

Lar 

Creatures  of   genius   they,    but   never 

Seemed  (be  not  shocked !)  its  homely- 

meant 

featured  bar. 

To  keep  step  with  the  civic  regiment. 
These  Ezra  welcomed,    feeling   in  his 

Here  dozed  a  fire  of  beechen  logs,  that 

bred 

mind 

Strange  fancies  iu  itn  embers  golden-red. 

Perhaps  some  motions  of  the  vagrant 

And  nursed  the  loggerhead  whose  hissing 

kind ; 

dip, 

These  on  id  no  money,  yet  for  them  he 
oruw 

Timed  by  nice  instinct,  creamed  the  mug 

Spedal  Jamaica  from  a  tap  they  knew. 
And,  for  their  feelinga,  chalked  behind 

That  made  from  mouth  to  mouth  its 

genial  round, 

the  door 

Nor    left   one    nature    wholly  winter- 

With  solemn  face  a  visionary  score. 

bound; 

This  thawed  to  life  in  Uncle  Reuben's 

Hence  dropt  the  tinkling  coal  all  mellow- 

throat 

ripe 
For  Unde  Reuben's  talk  -  extinguished 

A  torpid  shoal  of  jest  and  anecdote, 

Like   those   queer   fish  that  dose    the 

pipe; 

droughts  away. 

Hence  rayed   the  heat,  as  from  an  m- 

And  wait  for  moisture,  wrapt  in  sun- 

door 8UII, 

baked  clay ; 

That  wooed  forth  many  a  shoot  of  rustic 

This  warmed  the  one-eyed  fiddler  to  his 

fun. 

task, 

Here    Ezra    ruled    as    king   by    right 

Perched  in  the  comer  on  an  empty  cask. 

divine ; 

By  whose  shrill  art  rapt  suddenly,  some 

No  other  face  had  such  a  wholesome  shine, 

boor 

No  laugh  like  his  so  full  of  honest  cheer ; 

Rattled  a  double-shuffle  on  the  floor; 

Above  the  rest  it  crowed  like  Chanti- 

•Hull's Victory'  was,   indeed,  the  fa- 

cleer. 

vorite  air. 
Though   'Yankee  Doodle'  claimed  its 

"  In  this  one  room  his  dame  yon  never 

proper  share. 

saw. 
Where  reigned  by  custom  old  a  Salic 

"  'T  was  there  I  caught  from  Uncle 

law; 

Reuben's  lip& 
In  dribbling  monologue  'twixt    whifiEs 
and  sips, 

Here  coatless  lolled  he  on  his  throne  of 
oak. 

And  every  tongue  paused  midway  if  he 

The  story  I  so  long  have  tried  to  tell ; 

spoke. 

The  humor  coarse,  the  persona  common. 

Due  mirth  he  loved,  yet  was  his  sway 

-well, 

severe : 

From  Nature  only  do  I  love  to  paint. 

Ko  blear-eyed  driveller  got  his  stagger 

Whether  she  send  a  satyr  or  a  saint; 

here; 

To  me  Sincerity  'a  the  one  thing  good, 

'Measure  was  happiness;  who  wanted 

Soiled  though  she  be  and  lost  to  mal* 

more, 

denhood. 
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Qnompegan  is  a  town  some  ten  miles 

Wherein  a  constant  snuffle  you  might 

soath 

hear. 

From  Jethro,  at  Naeumscot  river-month, 
A  Bcaport  town,  and  makes  its  title  good 

As  if  with  him  'twere  winter  all  the 

year. 

With  lumber  and  dried  fish  and  eastern 

At  pew-head  sat  he  with  decorous  pains. 

wood. 

In  sermon-time  could  foot  his  weekly 

Here  Deacon  Bitters  dwelt  and  kept  the 

gains. 

Store, 

Or,   with   closed   eyes   and  heaven-ab- 

The richest  man  for  many  a  mile  of 

stracted  sir. 

shore; 

Could  plan  a  new  investment  in  long. 

In  little  less  than  everything  dealt  he, 

prayer. 

From  meetinfi^-hooses  to  a  chest  of  tea ; 
So  dextrous  therewithal  a  flint  to  skin, 

A  pious  man,  and  thrifty  too,  he  made 

The  psalms  and  prophets  partners  in  his 

He  conld  make  profit  on  a  single  pin ; 
In  bosiness  strict,  to  bring  the  balance 

trade. 

And  in  his  orthodoxy  straitened  more 

true 

As  it  enlarged  the  business  at  his  store ; 
He  honored  Moses,  but,  when  gain  be 

He  had  been  known  to  bite  a  fig  in  two. 

And  change  a  board-nail  for  a  shingle- 
nail. 

planned. 

Had  hiB  own  notion  of  the  Promised 

All  thiit  he  had  he  ready  held  for  sale. 
His  house,  his  tomb,  whate'er  the  law  al- 

Land. 

lows, 

"  Soon  as  the  winter  made  the  sledding 

And  he  had  gladly  parted  with  his  spouse. 

g(*od, 

His  one  ambition  still  to  get  and  get. 

From  tAT  around  the  farmers  hauled  him 

He  would  arrest  your  very  ghost  for  debt. 
His  store  looked  righteous,  should  the 

ivood. 

For  all  the  trade  had  gathered  *neath  his 

Parson  come, 

thumb. 

But  in  a  dark  back-room  he  peddled  rnm, 

And  eased  Ma'am  Conscience,  if  she  e\r 

rum. 

would  scold. 

Making  two  profits  with  a  conscience 

By  christening  it  with  water  ere  he  sold. 

clear,  — 

A  small,  dry  man  he  was,  who  wore  a 

Cheap  all  he  bought,  and  all  he  paid  with 

queue. 

dear. 

And  one  white  neckcloth  all  the  week- 

With his  own  mete-wand  measuring  ev- 

days through,  — 

ery  load. 

On  Monday  white,  by  Saturday  as  dun 

Each  somehow  had  diminished  on  the 

As  that  worn  homeward  by  the  prodigal 

road; 

son. 

An  honest  cord  in  Jethro  still  would  fail 

His  frosted  earlocks,  striped  with  foxy 

By  a  good  foot  upon  the  Deacon's  scale, 

brown. 

And,  more  to  abate  the  price,  his  gimlet 

eye 

His  coat  was  brownish,  black  perhaps  of 

Would  pierce  to  cat^ticks  that  none  else 

yore; 

could  spy ; 
Yet  none  dared  grumble,  for  no  farmer 

In  summer-time  a  banyan  loose  he  wore ; 

Hid  trousers  short,  through  many  a  sea- 

yet 

son  true. 

Bnt  New  Tear  found  him  in  the  Dea- 

Made no  pretence  to  hide  his  stockings 

bluS; 
A  waistcoat  bnif  his  chief  adornment  was, 

con's  debt. 

'*  While  the  first  snow  was  mealy  un- 

Its porcelain  buttons  rimmed  with  dusky 

der  feet. 

brass. 

A  team  drawled  creaking  down  Qnom- 

A deacon  he,  you  saw  it  in  ench  limb, 

pegan  street. 

And  well  he  knew  to  deacon-off  a  hymn. 

Two  cords  of  oak   weighed  down  the 

Or  lead  the  choir  through  all  its  wander- 

grinding sled, 

ing  woes 
With  voice  that  gathered  unction  in  his 

And  cornstalk  fodder  rustled  overhead ; 

The  oxen's  muzzles,  as  they  shouldered 

nose. 

through, 
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Were  tilvei^f ringed ;  the  drirer**  own 

was  blue 
Ae  the  coarse  frock  that  swung  below 

his  knee. 
Behind  his  load  for  shelter  waded  he  ; 
His  mittened  handa  now  on  his  chest  he 

beat. 
Now  stamped  the  stiffened  eowhides  of 

his  feet, 
Hashed  as  a  ghost's;  his  armpit  scarce 

could  hold 
The  walnut   whipstock   slippery-hright 

with  cold. 
What  wonder  if,  the  taTem  as  he  past, 
He  looked  and  hmged,  and  stayed  his 

boasts  at  last, 
Who  patient  stood  and  relied  themseWes 

in  steam 
While  he  explored  the  ^Hr-room's  mddy 

gleam  ? 

"  Before  the  fire,  in  want  of  thonght 
profounds 

There  sat  a  brother-townsman  weather- 
bound * 

A  sturdy  churl,  crisp-headed,  bristly. 
eared, 

Red  as  a  pepper;  'twixt  coarse  brows 
and  beard 

His  eyes  lay  ambushed,  on  the  watch  for 
fools, 

Clear,  gray,  and  glittering  like  two  bay- 
edged  pools ; 

A  shifty  creature,  with  a  turn  for  fun, 

Could  swap  a  poor  horse  for  a  better 
one,— 

He  'd  a  high-stepper  always  in  his  stall ; 

Liked  far  and  near,  and  dreaded  there- 
withal. 

To  him  the  in-comer, '  Peres,  how  d'  ye 
do?' 

'Jest  as  I'm  mind  to,  Obed;  how  do 
you  1 ' 

Then,  his  eyes  twinkling  such  swift 
gleams  as  run 

Along  the  levelled  barrel  of  a  gun 

Brought  to  his  shoulder  by  a  man  yon 
know 

Will  bring  his  game  down,  he  continued, 
'So. 

I  s'pose  you're  haulin'  wood?  But 
you  're  too  late  ; 

The  Deacon 's  off ;  Old  SpUtfbot  could  n*t 
wait ; 

He  made  a  bee-line  las'  night  in  the  storm 

To  where  he  won't  need  wood  to  keep 
him 


'Fore  this  be 's  treasurer  of  a  fund  to  trdin 
Young  imps   as  missionaries;  hopes  to 

gam 
That  way  a  contract  that  he  has  in  new 
For  fireproof  pitchforks  of  a  pattern  new. 
It  must  have  tickled  him,  au  drawbacks 

weighed, 
To  think  he  stuck  the  Old  One  in  a 

trade; 
His  soul,  to  start  with,  wasnt  worth  a 

carrot, 
And  all  he  'd  left  'onld  hardly  senre  to 

swear  at' 

"By  this   time  Obed   had   his  wits 

thawed  oat, 
And,  looking  at  the  other  half  in  doubt, 
Took  off  his  fox-skin  cap  to  scratch  his 

head, 
Donned   it  again,  and    drawled  forth, 

'Mean  he's  dead?' 
'Jeaso;  he's  deed  and  t'  other  d  that 

foUers 
With  folks  that  nerer  lore  a  thing  but 

doUnrs. 
He  pulled  up  stakes  last  evening,  fair  and 

square. 
And  ever  since  there 's  been  a  row  Down 

There. 
The  minute  the  old  chap  arrived,  yoa  see. 
Comes  the  Boss-denl  to  him,  and  says  he, 
"  What  are  you  good  at  f    Little  enongh, 

Ifear; 
We  callilate  to  make  folks  useful  here." 
**  Well,"  says  old  Bitters,  *'  I  expect  I 

can 
Scale  a  fair  load  of  wood  with  e'er  a 

man." 
"  Wood  we  don't  deal  in;  but  perhaps 

you  '11  suit, 
Becaase  we  boy  our  brimstone  by  the 

foot: 
Here,  t^ke  this  measurin'  rod,  as  smooth 

as  sin, 
And  keep  a  reckonin'  of  what   loads 

comes  in. 
You  '11  not  want  business,  for  we  need  a 

lot 
To  keep  the  Yankees  that  yoa  send  ns 

hot; 
At  firin'  up  they  're  barely  half  as  spry 
As  Spaniaids  or  Italians,  though  they  're 

dry; 
At  first  we  have  to  let  the  draught  on 

stronger. 
But,  heat  'em  thrQngh,  they  seem  to  hold 

it  longer." 
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'"  Bitters  he  took  the  rod,  and  pretty   That  in  Eve  minates  they  had  drawed  a 

soon 

crowd, 

A  teamster  comes,  whistling  an  ex-psalm 

And  afore  kng  the  Bim,  who  heard  the 

tune. 

row, 

A  likelier  chap  jon  would  n^t  ask  to  see, 
No  different,  out  his  limp,  from  you  or 

Comes  elbowin'  in  with  "  What 's  to  pay 

here  now  1 " 

me'  — 

Both  parties  heard,  the  measnrin'-rod  he 

'  No  different,  Perez  I    Don't  your  mem- 

*^takea, 

ory  fail? 

And  of  the  load  a  careful  survey  makes. 

Why,  where  in  thunder  was  his  horns 

and  tail?' 

says  he,                                                    i 

•  They  're  only  worn  by  some  old-fash- 

" No  fairer  load  was  ever  seen  by  m&" 

ioned  pokes ; 

Then,  tumin'  to  the  Deacon,  "  You  mean 

They  mostly  aim  at  looking  just  like 

cos, 

folks. 

None  of  your  old  Quompegan  tricks  with 

Sech  things  are  scarce  as  queues  and  top- 

us  I 

boots  here; 

They  won't  do  here:  we're  plain  old- 

'T  woald  spoil  their  usefulness  to  look 

fashioned  folks. 

1 
1 

too  queer. 

And  don't  qaite  nnderstand  that  kind  o' 

1 

£f  yon  could  always  know  'em  when 

jokes. 

1 

they  come, 

I  know  this  teamster,  and  his  pa  afore 

They  'd  get  no  purchase  on  yon :  now  be 

him. 

mum. 

And  the  hard-working  Mrs.  D.  that  bore 

On  come  the  teamsier,  smart  as  Davy 

him; 

Crockett, 

He  would  n't  soil  his  consciance  with  a 

Jinglin'  the  red-hot  coppers  in  his  pocket, 

lie. 

And  clost  behind,  ('t  was  gold-dust,  you  'd 

Though  he  might  get  the  coatom-house 

ha'  sworn,) 

therebv. 

A  load  of  sulphur  yallower  'n  seed-corn  ; 

Here,  constable,    take    Bitters  by    the 

To  see  it  wasted  as  it  id  Down  There 

queue. 

Would  make  a  Friction-Match  Co.  tear 

And  clap  him  into  furnace  ninety-two, 

its  hair! 

And  try  this  briroatone  on  him ;  if  he  'a 

''  Hold  on  I "  says  Bitters,  "  stop  right 

bright. 

where  you  be ; 

He  '11  find  the  masure  honeat  afore  night. 

Ton  can't  go  in  athout  a  pass  from  me/' 

He  isn't  worth  his  fu«l.  and  I'U  bet 

"All  right."  says  t'  other,  "only  step 

The  parish  oven  has  to  take  him  yet  I " '         \ 

round  smsrt ; 

I  must  be  home  by  noon-time  with  the 

"  This  is  my  tale,  heard  twenty  years 

cart." 

ago 

Bitters  ^oes  round  it  sharp-oyed  as  a  rat, 

From  Uncle  Reuben,  aa  the  logs  homed 

Then  with  a  scrap  of  paper  on  his  hat 

low. 

Pretends  to  cipher.    "  By  the  public  staff,    Touehing  the  walls  and  ceiHng  with  that         ' 

That  load  scarce  riaea  twelve  foot  and  a  |            bloom 

half."                                              I  That  makes  a  rose's  calyx  of  a  room. 

**  There 's  fourteen  foot  and  orer,"  says  ,  I  could  not  ffive  his  langnage,  where-        | 

the  driver. 

through  ran 

"  Worth  twenty  dollars,  ef  it 's  worth  a 

The  gamy  flavor  of  the  bookless  man 

stiver; 

Who  shapes  a  word  before  the  fancy 
cools. 

Good    fourth-proof    brimstone,    that'll 

As  lonely  Crusoe  improvised  his  tools. 

I  leave  it  to  t^e  Headman  of  the  Furm ; 

I  liked  the  tale,  — 'twas  Uke  so  many 

After  we  masnre  it,  we  always  lav 
Borne  on  to  allow  for  settlin  by  the  way. 

told 

By  Rntebonf  and  his  brother  Tronv^res 

Imp  and  full-grown,  I've  carted  sulphur 

bold; 

here, 

Nor  were  the  hearers  much  nnlike  to 

And  gi'n  fair  satisfaction,  thirty  year." 

theirs 

With  that  they  fell  to  qnarrellin'  so  luud 

Men  unsophisticate,  mdo-nBrved  as  bears. 
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Esxa  \b  |i>one  and  his  large-hearted  kind. 

Excuse  me  1 "  snatched  liis  btick,  and  so 

The  landlords  of  the  hospitable  mind ; 

Plunged  down  the  gladdened  ether. 

Good  Warriner  of  Springfield  was  the 

last; 

With  the  next  gap,  Mars  said,  "  For  me 

An  inn  is  now  a  vision  of  the  past ; 

Don't  wait,  ^  naurht  could  be  finer, 
But  I  'm  engaged  at  half  past  three,  — 

A  fight  in  AbU  Minor  I*' 
Then  Venus  lisped,  •*  I  'm  sorely  tried. 

One  yet-sarviWng   host   my  mind   re- 

calls,— 

You  11  find  him  if  you  go  to  Irenton 

Falls." 

These  duty-calls  are  vip'rons ; 
But  I  must  go ;  I  have  a  bride 
To  see  about  in  Cyprus." 
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When  wise  Minerva  sdll  was  yonng 

Then  Bacchus,  —  "I  must  say  good  bye. 
Although  my  peace  it  Jeoparas ; 

And  ju»t  the  least  romantic, 
Soon  after  from  Jove's  head  she  flung 

I  meet  a  man  at  four,  to  try 

A  well-broke  pair  of  leopards." 
His  words  woke  Hermes.  "Ah  I "  he  said. 

That  preternstttral  antic, 
'T  is  said,  to  keep  from  idleness 

''I so  love  moral  theses  1" 

Or  flirting,  those  twin  curses, 

Then  winked  at  Hebe,  who  tamed  red. 

She  spent  her  leisure,  more  or  less. 

And  smoothed  her  apron's  creases. 

In  writing  po        ,  no,  verses. 

Just  then  Zeus  snored,  —  the  Eagle  drew 

How  nice  they  were  I  to  rhyme  withyar 

His  head  the  wing  from  under ; 

A  kind  itar  did  not  tarry  ; 

Zeus  snored,  —  o'er  stanled  Greeee  there 

The  metre,  too,  was  regular 

flew 

As  schoolboy's  dot  and  carry ; 
And  full  they  were  of  pious  plums. 

The  many-volnmed  thunder. 

Some  augurs  counted  nine,  some,  ten ; 

So  extnMuper-moral,  ~ 
For  sucking  Virtue's  tender  gums 

Some  said  't  was  war,  some,  famine, 

And  all,  that  other-minded  men 

Most  tooth-enticing  coral. 

Would  get  a  precious . 

A  clean,  fair  copy  she  prepares, 
Makes  sare  of  moods  and  tenses, 

Proud  Pallas  sighed,  *'  It  will  not  do ; 

Against  the  Muae  I  've  sinned,  oh  ! " 

With    her  own    hand,  —  for    prudence 

And  her  torn  rhymes  sent  flying  through 

spares 

Olympus's  back  window. 

A  man-  (or  woman-)  -uensts ; 

Then,  packing  np  a  peplus  clean, 
She  took  the  shortest  path  thence. 

Complete,  and  tied  with  ribbons  proud. 

She  hinted  soon  how  cosy  a 
Treat  it  would  be  to  read  them  load 

And  opened,  with  a  mind  serene. 

A  Sunday-school  in  Athens. 

After  next  day's  Ambrosia. 

The  verses  ?    Some  in  ocean  swilled. 

The  Gods  thought  not  it  woald  amuse 

Killed  every  fish  that  bit  to  'em ; 

So  much  as  Homer's  Odyssees, 

Some  Galen  caught,  and,  when  distilled, 

But  could  not  very  well  rdfuse 

Found  morphine  the  residuum ; 

But  some  that  rotted  on  the  earth 

So  all  sat  round  in  attitudes 

Sprang  up  again  in  copies, 
And  gave  two  strong  narcotics  birth. 

Of  various  dejection. 
As  with  a  hem  /the  queen  of  pmdes 

Didactic  verse  and  poppies. 

Began  her  grave  prelection. 

Tears  after,  when  a  poet  asked 

At  the  first  pause  Zeus   said,   "Well 

The  Goddess's  opinion, 
As  one  whose  soul  its  wings  had  tasked 

sang  I— 

I  mean  —-ask  Phoebus,  ^ As  knows." 

In  Art's  clear-aired  dominion. 

Says  Phoebus, "  Zounds !  a  wolf 's  among 

"  Discriminate,"  she  said.  ^'  betimes ; 

Admetas's  merinoM  1 

The  Muse  is  unforgiving ; 

Fine  1  very  fine  1  but  I  must  go ; 

Put  all  your  beauty  in  your  rhymes. 
Your  morals  in  your  living.*' 

They  stand  in  need  of  me  there  ; 
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TilE  FLYING  DUTCHMAN. 

Don't  believe  ia  the  Flying  Dutchman  ? 

I  've  known  the  fellow  for  yean ; 
My  button  I  Ve  wrenched  from  his  clutch, 


I  shudder  whenever  he  nears  I 

He  's  a  Rip  ran  Winkle  skipper, 
A  wan  derma:  Jew  of  the  sea* 

Who  sails  his  bedevilled  old  clipper 
In  the  wind's  eye,  straight  as  a  bee. 

Back  topsails !  yon  can't  escape  him ; 

The  man-ropes  stretch  with  his  weight, 
And  the  queerest  old  toggeries  drape 
him, 
The   Lord   knows  how  long  out  of 
dace  I 

Like  a  long-disembodied  idea, 
(A  kiud  of  ghost  plentiful  now,) 

He  ^itand8  there ;  you  fancy  you  see  a 
Coeval  of  Tenieia  or  Douw. 

He  greets  yon ;  would  have  yon  take  Ut- 
ters : 
Yon  scan  the  addresses  with  dread, 
While  he  mntters  his  donnen  and  loe^ 
ten, — 
They  're  all  from  the  dead  to  the  dead ! 

You  seem  taking  time  for  reflection. 
But  the  heart  fills  your  throat  with  a 
jam. 

As  you  spell  in  each  faded  direction 
An  ominous  ending  in  dam. 

Am  I  tagging  my  rhymes  to  a  legend  ? 
That  were  changing  green  turtle  to 
mode: 
No,  thank  you !    I  Ve  found  out  which 
wedge-end 
Is  meant  for  the  head  of  a  block. 

The  fellow  I  have  in  my  mind's  eye 
Plays  the  old  Skipper's  part  here  on 
'  shore, 

And  sticks  like  a  burr,  till  he  finds  I 
Have  got  just  the  gauge  of  his  bore. 

This  postman  'twixt  one  ghost  and  t' 
other. 
With   last  datea   that  smell   of  the 
mould, 
I  have  met  him  (O  man  and  brother. 
Forgive  me  1)  m  azure  and  gold. 


In  the  pulpit  I  're  known  of  his  preach- 
ing. 
Out  of  hearing  behind  the  time. 
Some  statement  of  Balaam's  impeach- 
ing, 
Giving  Eve  a  due  sense  of  her  crime. 

I  have  seen  him  some  poor  ancient  thrash- 
ing 
Into  something  (God  save  us !)  more 
dry, 
With  the  Water  of  Life  itself  washing 
The  life  out  of  earth,  sea,  and  sky. 

O  dread  fellow-mortal,  get  newer 
Despatches  to  carry,  or  none  I 

We  're  as  quick  as  the  Greek  and  the  Jew 
were 
At  knowing  a  loaf  from  a  stone. 

Till  the  couriers  of  God  fail  in  duty. 
We  sha*n't  ask  a  mummy  for  news, 

Nor  sate  the  soul's  hunger  for  beauty 
With  your  drawings  from  casts  of  a 
Muse. 
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O  DAYS  endeared  to  everv  Muse, 
When  nobody  had  any  Views, 
Nor,  while  the  cloudscape  of  his  mind 
By  every  breeae  was  new  designed. 
Insisted  all  the  world  should  see 
Camels  or  whales  where  none  there  be  f 

0  happy  days,  when  men  received 
From  sire  to  son  what  all  believed, 
And  left  the  other  world  in  bliss, 
Too  busy  with  bedevilling  this  I 

Beset  by  doubts  of  every  breed 
In  the  last  bastion  of  my  creed, 
With  shot  and  shell  for  Sabbath-chime, 

1  watch  the  storming-party  climb. 
Panting  (their  prey  in  easy  reach), 

To  pour  triumphant  through  the  breach 
In  walls  that  shed  like  snowfiakes  tons 
Of  missiles  from  old-fashioned  guns, 
But  crumble  'neath  the  storm  that  ponn 
All  day  and  night  from  bigger  bores. 
There,  as  I  hopeless  watch  and  wait 
The  l&«t  life-crushing  coil  of  Fate^ 
Despair  finds  solace  in  the  praise 
Of  those  serene  dawn-rosv  days 
Ere  microscopes  had  made  us  heirs 
To  large  estates  of  doubts  and  snares, 
By  proving  that  the  title-deeds, 
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Oooe  all-Bufficient  for  men^s  needs. 
Are  palimpsentd  that  sicarce  disgaise 
The  traciugs  of  still  earlier  lies. 
Themselves  as  surely  written  o'er 
An  older  fib  erased  before. 

So  from  these  days  I  fly  to  those 
That  in  the  landlocked  Past  repose, 
Where  no  rude  wind  of  doctrine  shakes 
From  bloom -flashed    boughs  untimely 

flakes; 
Where    morning's    eyes    see     nothing 

strange, 
No  cmde  perplexity  of  change, 
And  morrows  trip  along  their  ways 
Secure  as  happy  yesteraavs. 
Then  there  were  rulers  wno  could  trace 
Through  heroes  up  to  gods  their  race, 
Pledged  to  fair  fame  and  noble  use 
By  veins  from  Odin  filled  or  Zeus, 
And  under  bonds  to  keep  divine 
The  praise  of  a  celestial  line. 
Then  priests  could  pile  the  altar's  sods, 
With  whom  gods  spake  as  they  with 

gods, 
And  everywhere  from  haunted  earth 
Broke  springs  of  wonder,  that  had  birth 
In  depths  divine  beyond  the  ken 
And  fatal  scrutiny  of  men  ; 
Then  hills  and  groves  aud  streams  and 

seas 
Thrilled  with  immortal  presences, 
Not  too  ethereal  for  the  scope 
Of  human  passion's  dream  or  hopeu 

Now  Fan  at  last  is  surely  dead, 

And  Kinjg  No-Credit  reigns  instead, 

Whose  officers,  morosely  strict. 

Poor  Fancy's  tenantry  evict, 

Chase  the  last  Genius  from  the  door. 

And  nothing  dances  any  more. 

Nothing  1    Ah,  yes,  our  tables  do. 

Drumming  the  Old  One's  own  tattoo, 

And,  if  the  oracles  are  dumb, 

Have  we  not  mediums  ?     Why  be  glnm  ? 

Fly  thither  1    Why,  the  very  air 

Is  full  of  hindranc'e  and  despair  1 

Fly  thither  1    But  I  cannot  fly ; 

My  doubts  enmesh  me  if  I  try,  — 

Each  lilliputian,  but,  combined. 

Potent  a  cfiant's  limbs  to  bind. 

This  worm  and  that  are  growing  dark ; 

A  huge  interrogation  mark, 

The  Devil's  crook  episcopal, 

Srill  borne  before  him  since  the  Fall, 

Blackens  with  its  ill-omened  sign 


The  old  blue  heaven  of  &uth  benign. 
Whence?  Whither  1  Wherefore?  Howl 

Which?     Why? 
All  ask  at  once,  all  wait  reply. 
Men  feel  old  systems  cracking  under 

'em; 
Life  saddens  to  a  mere  oonandrnm 
Which  onoe  Religion  solved,  but  she 
Has  lost  —  has  Science  found  ?  —  the 

key. 

What  was  snow-bearded  Odin,  trow. 

The  mighty  hunter  long  ago. 

Whose  horn  and   hounds  the  peasant 

hears 
Still  when  the  Northlights  shake  their 

spears? 
Science  nath  answers  twain,  I  've  heard ; 
Choose   which    you  will,  nor    hope  a 

third; 
Whichever  box  the  truth  be  stowed  in. 
There  's  not  a  sliver  left  of  Odin. 
Either  he  was  a  pinchbrowed  thing, 
With  scarcely  wit  a  stone  to  fling, 
A  creature  both  in  size  and  shape 
Nearer  than  we  are  to  the  ape, 
Who  hung  sublime  with  brat  and  spouse 
By  tail  prehensile  from  the  boughs. 
Ajid,  happier  than  his  maimed  descend- 
ants, 
The  culture  curtailed  independents, 
Could  pluck  his  cherries  with  both  paws. 
And  stuff  with  both  his  big-boned  laws ; 
Or  else  the  core  his  name  enveloped 
Was  from  a  solar  myth  developed. 
Which,  hunted  to  its  primal  ahoot. 
Takes  refuge  in  a  Sanskrit  root, 
Thereby  to  instant  death  explaining 
The  little  poetry  remaining. 

Try  it  with  Zeus,  't  is  just  the  same ; 
The  thing  evades,  we  huff  a  name ; 
Nay,  scarcely  that,  —  perhaps  a  vapor 
Born  of  some  atmospheric  caper. 
All  Lempriere's  fables  blur  t^ether 
In  cloudy  symbols  of  the  weather. 
And  Aphrodite  rose  from  frothy  seas 
But  to  illustrate  such  hypotheses. 
With  years  enough  behind  his  back, 
Lincoln  will  take  the  selfsame  track. 
And  prove,  hulled  fHirlv  to  the  cob, 
A  mere  vagary  of  Old  Prob. 
Give  the  right  man  a  solar  myth. 
And  he  11  confute  the  sun  therewith. 

They  make  things  admirably  plain. 
But  one  hard  question  wiU  remain : 


490 


OBEDIDIMUS  JOVfiM  B£GNARE. 


If  one  hjpothesis  yon  lose, 

Another  m  iis  place  yon  choose, 

But,    yonr    fnith    gone,    O    man    and 

brother, 
Whose  sho^  shall  f  umLnh  yon  another  ? 
One  that  will  wash,  I  mean,  and  wear, 
And  wrap  ns  warmly  from  despair  ? 
While  they  are  clearing  up  oar  puzzles, 
And  clapping  prophylactic  muzzJes 
On  the  ActSBon's  nounds  that  sniff 
Our  devious  track  through  But  and  If. 
Would  they  »d  explain  away  the  Devil 
And  other  facts  that  won't  keep  level. 
Bat  rise  beneath  our  feet  or  fail, 
A  reeling  ship's  deck  in  a  ^e  I 
God  vanished  long  ago,  iwis, 
A  mere  subiective  synthesis ; 
A  doll,  stnited  out  with  hopes  and  fears. 
Too  homely  for  us  pretty  dears. 
Who  want  one  that  conviction  carries, 
Last  make  of  London  or  of  Paris. 
He  gone,  I  felt  a  moment's  ^pasm, 
But  calmed  myself  with  Protoplasm,  * 
A  finer  name,  and,  what  is  more, 
As  enigmatic  as  i>efore ; 
Greek,  too,  and  sure  to  fill  with  ease 
Minds  caught  in  the  Svmplegades 
Of  soul  and  sense,  life's  two  conditions, 
Each  baffled  with  its  own  omniscience. 
The  men  who  labor  to  revise 
Our  Bibles  will,  I  hope,  be  wise. 
And  print  it  without  foolish  qualms 
Instead  of  God  in  David's  psalms : 
Noll  had  been  more  effective  far 
Could  he  have  shouted  at  Dunbar, 
"  Rise,  Protoplasm  ! "    No  dourert  Scot 
Had  waited  for  another  shot. 

And  yet  I  frankly  must  confess 

A  secret  unforgivin:!ne8s. 

And  shudder  at  the  saving  chnsm 

Whose  beet  New  Birth  is  Pessimism  ; 

My  sool —  I  mean  the  bit  of  phosphorus, 

That  fills  the  place  of  what  that  was  for 

us  — 
Can't  bid  its  inward  bores  defiance 
With  the  new  nursery-tales  of  science. 
What   profits    me,    though    doubt   by 

doubt. 
As  nail  by  nail,  be  driven  out. 
When  every  new  one,  like  the  last. 
Still  holds  my  cofBn-lid  as  fast  ? 
Would  I  find  thought  a  moment's  truce, 
Give    me  the   young   world's   Mother 

Goose 
With  life  and  joy  in  every  limb. 
The  chimney-comer  tales  of  Grimm ! 


Our  dear  and  admirable  Hnxler 
Cannot  explain  to  me  why  ducks  lay. 
Or  rather,  now  into  their  eggs 
Blunder  potential  wings  and  legs 
With  will  to  move  them  and  decide 
Whether  in  air  or  lymph  to  glide. 
Who  gets  a  hair's-breadth  on  by  sibowing 
That  Something  Else  set  all  a;;oing  ? 
Farther  and  farther  back  we  push 
From  Moses  and  his  buniing  oush ; 
Crv,  "  Art  Thou  there  1 "  Above,  below, 
All  Nature  mutters  yes  and  no  I 
'T  is  the  old  answer :  we  're  agreed 
Being  from  Being  must  proceed. 
Life  be  Life's  source.    I  might  as  well 
Obev  the  meeting-house's  bell. 
And  listen  while  Old  Hundred  pours 
Forth  through  the  summer-opened  doors, 
From  old  and  voung.    I  hear  it  yet, 
Swelled  by  basH-viol  and  clarinet. 
While  the  gray  minister,  with  face 
Radiant,  let  loose  his  noble  bass. 
If  Heaven  it  reached  not,  yet  its  roll 
Waked  all  the  echoes  of  the  soul, 
And  in  it  many  a  life  found  wings 
To  soar  away  from  sordid  things. 
Church  gone  and  singers  too,  the  song 
SiuiiS  to  me  voiceless  all  night  long. 
Till  my  soul  beckons  me  afar. 
Glowing  and  trembling  like  a  star. 
Will  any  scientific  touch 
With  my  worn  strings  achieve  as  much  1 

I  don't  object,  not  I,  to  know 
My  sires  were  monkeys,  if  't  was  so, - 
I  touch  my  ear's  collusive  tip 
And  own  the  poor-relationship. 
That  apes  of  various  shapes  and  sizes 
Contained  their  germs  that  all  the  prises 
Of  senate,  pulpit,  camp,  and  bar  win 
May  give  ns  hopes  that  sweeten  Darwin. 
Who  knows  but  from  oar  loins  may 

spring 
(Long     hence)     some     winged     sweet- 
throated  thing 
As  much  superior  to  us 
As  we  to  Cynocephalus  1 

This  is  consoling,  but.  alas, 
It  wipes  no  dimness  from  the  glass 
Where  I  am  flattening  my  poor  nose. 
In  hope  to  see  beyond  mj  toes. 
Though  I  accept  my  pedigree. 
Yet  where,  pray  tell  me,  is  the  key 
That  should  unlock  a  private  door 
To  the  Great  Mystery,  such  no  morel 
Each  offers  his,  but  one  nor  all 
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Are  mach  penaaflWe  with  the  wall  I 

That  rises  now,  as  long  ago. 

Between  I  wonder  and  I  know, 

Nor  will  Tonchsafe  a  pin-hole  peep 

At  the  veiled  lais  in  its  keep. 

Where  is  no  door,  I  but  produce 

My  key  to  find  it  of  no  use. 

Yet  better  keep  it,  after  all, 

Since  Nature 's  economical, 

And  who  can  tell  but  some  fine  day 

(If  it  occur  to  her)  she  may, 

In  her  good-will  to  you  and  me, 

Make  door  and  lock  to  match  the  key  f 


TEMFORA  MTTTANTXTB. 

Thb  world  tarns  mild ;  democracy,  they 
say, 

Roands  the  sharp  knohs  of  character 
away, 

And  no  g^eat  harm,  tinless  at  grave  ex- 
pense 

Of  what  needs  edge  of  proof,  the  moral 


For  man  or  race  is  on  the  downward 

path 
Whose  fibre  grows  too  soft  for  honest 

wrath, 
And    there 's   a   subtle   infinence    that 

springs 
From  words    to   modify  our   sense  of 

thin^. 
A  plain  distinclioa   grows   obeenre  of 

late: 
Man^  if  he  will,  may  pardon;  bat  the 

State 
Forgets  its  function  if  not  fixed  as  Fate. 


orgei 
0  the 


So  thought  our  sires :  a  hundred  years 

ago» 
If  men  were  knaves,  why,  people  called 

them  so. 
And  crime  could  see  the  prison-portal 

bend 
Its  brow  severe  at  no  long  vista's  end. 
In  those  davs  for  plain  things  plain  words 

would  serve; 
Men  bad  not  learned  to  admire  the  grace- 
ful swerve 
Wherewith  the  .Esthetic  Nature's  genial 

mood 
Makes   public   duty   slope   to   private 

good; 
No  muddled  conscience  raised  the  saving 

doubt : 
A  soldier  proved  unworthy  was  drummed 

out; 


An  officer  cashiered,  a  civil  servant 

(No  matter  though  his  piety  were  fer- 
vent) 

Disgracefully  dismissed,  and  through  the 
land 

Each  bore  for  life  a  stigma  from  the 
brand 

Whose  far-heard  hiss  made  others  more 
averse 

To  take  the  facile  step  from  bad  to 
worse. 

The  Ten  Commandments  had  a  mean- 
ing then 

Felt  in  uieir  bones  by  least  considerate 
men. 

Because  behind  them  Public  Conscience 
stood. 

And  without  wincing  made  their  man- 
dates good. 

But  now  that  "  Statesmanship  "  is  just  a 
way 

To  dodge  the  primal  corse  and  make  it 

Since  office  means  a  kind  of  patent  drill 
To  force  an  entrance  to  tne  Nation's 

till, 
And  peculation  something  rather  less 
Risky  than  if  you  spelt  it  with  an  a  ; 
Now  that  to  steal  by  law  is  grown  an 

Whom    rogues  the  sires,  their    milder 

sons  call  smart. 
And    "slightly    irregular'*  dilutes   the 

shame 
Of  what  had  once  a  somewhat  blunter 

name, 
With  generous  curve  we  draw  the  moral 

line: 
Our  swindlers  are  permitted  to  resign ; 
Their  guilt  is  wrapped    in   deferential 

names. 
And    twenty  sympathize   for  one  that 

blames. 
Add  national  disgrace  to  private  crime. 
Confront    mankind  with   brazen    front 

sublime, 
Steal   but    enough,   the  world    is    uii- 

severe,  — 
Tweed  is  a  statesman,  Fisk  a  financier ; 
Invent  a  mine,  and  be  —  the  Lord  knows 

what; 
Secure,  at  any  rate,  with  what  you  've 

got. 
The  public  servant  who  has  stolen  or 

lied, 
If  called  on,  may  resign  with  honest 

pride : 
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As  unjust  favor  pat  him  in,  why  doubt 
Disfavor  as  unjust  has  turned  him  out  ? 
Even  if  indicted,  what  is  that  but  fudge 
To  him  who  counted -in    the   elective 


judge? 
swashed,  he 


Whitewashed,  he  quits  the  politician's 

strife 
At  ease  in  mind,  with  pockets  filled  for 

life  : 
His  "lady"    glares  with  gems  whose 

vulgar  blaze 
The  poor  man  through  his  heightened 

taxes  pays. 
Himself  content  if  one  huge  Kohinoor 
Bulge  from  a  shirt-front  ampler  than 

before. 
But  not  too  candid,  lest  it  haply  tend 
To   rouse    suspicion    of    the   People's 

Friend. 
A  public  meeting,  treated  at  his  cost, 
Besolves  him  back  more  virtue  than  he 

lost; 
With   character    regilt   he   coimts   his 

gains; 
What 's  gone  was  air,  the  solid  good  re- 


For  what  is  good,  except  what  friend  and 
foe 

Seem  quite  unanimous  in  thinking  so, 

The  stocks  and  bonds  which,  in  our  age 
of  loans, 

Beplace  the  stupid  pagan's  stocks  and 
stones? 

With  choker  white,  wherein  no  cynic 
eye 

Dares  see  idealized  a  hempen  tie. 

At  parish  -  meetings  he  conducts  in 
prayer. 

And  pays  for  missions  to  be  sent  else- 
where ; 

On  'Change  respected,  to  his  friends  en- 
deared. 

Add  but  a  Sunday-school-class,  he 's  re- 
vered. 

And  his  too  early  tomb  will  not  be  dumb 

To  point  a  moral  for  our  youth  to 
come. 

1872. 
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At  twenty  we  fancied  the  blest  Middle 
Ages 
A   spirited   cross   of    romantic   and 
grand. 


All  templars  and  minstrels  and  ladies 
and  pages. 
And  love  and  adventure  in  Outre-Mer 
land; 
Bat  ah,  where  the   youth  dreamed  of 
building  a  minster, 
The  man  takes  a  pew  and  sits  reckon- 
ing his  pelf. 
And  the  Graces  wear  fronts,  the  Muse 
thins  to  a  spinster 
When  Middle-Age  stares  from  one's 
glass  at  oneself ! 

n. 

Do  yon  twit  me  with  days  when  I  had 
an  Ideal, 
And   saw   the  sear  future   tbroogh 
spectacles  green  ? 
Then  find  me  some  charm,  while  I  look 
round  and  see  all 
These  fat  friends  of  forty,  shall  keep 
me  nineteen ; 
Should  we  go  on  pining  for  chaplets  of 
UureT 
Who  've  paid  a  perruquier  for  mend- 
ing our  thatcn, 
Or,  onr  feet  swathed  in  baise,  with  oar 
Fate  pick  a  onarrel. 
If,  instead  of  cheap  bay-leaves,  she 
sent  a  dear  scratch  ? 

m. 

We  called  it  oar  Eden,  that  small  patent- 
baker, 
When  life  was  half  moonshine  and  half 
Mary  Jane ; 
But  the  buteher,  the  baker,  the  candle- 
stick-maker I  — 
Did  Adam  have  dans  and  slip  down  a 
back-lane  9 
Nay,  after  the  Fall  did  the  modiste  keep 
coming 
With  last  styles  of  fig-leaf  to  Madam 
Eve's  bower  1 
Did  Jubal,  or  whoever  taught  the  girls 
thrumming. 
Make  the  patriarchs  deaf  at  a  dollar 
the  hour  ? 

IV. 

As  I  think  what  I  was,  I  sigh  DetmU 

nonnulla  I 
Tears  are  creditors   Sheridan's    self 

could  not  bilk; 
But  then,  as  my  boy  says,  "  What  right 

has  a  fulfah 
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To  ask  for  the  cream,  wheD  himself 

spilt  the  mUk  1 " 
'Perhaps  when   yoa  're  older,   my  lad, 

yoa  Ul  discover 
The  secret   with   which  Auld  Lang 

Syne  there  is  gilt,— 
Soperstition  of  old  man,  maid,  poet,  and 

lover,  — 
That  cream  rises  thickest  on  milk  that 

WHS  spilt  I 

V. 

We  sailed  for  the  moon,  bnt,  in  sad 
disillosion, 
Snug  under  Poiut  Comfort  are  glad  to 
make  fast. 
And  strive  (sans  our  glasses)  to  make  a 
confusion 
'Twixt  our  rind  of  green  cheese  and 
the  moon  of  the  past. 
Ah,  Might-have-been,  Could-have-been, 
Wuuld-have-been !  rascals, 
He 's  a  genius  or  fool  whom  ye  cheat 
at  twoscore. 
And   the  man  whose  boy. promise  was 
likened  to  Pascal's 
Is  thankful  at  forty  they  dont  call  him 
bore! 

VL 

With  what  fnmes  of  fame  was  each  caa- 
fident  pate  full  1 
How  rates  of  insurance  should  rise  on 
the  Charles  1 
And  which  of  ns  now  would  not  fed 
wisely  grateful, 
If  his  rhymes  sold  as  fast  as  the  Em- 
blems of  Quarles  1 
E'en  if  won,  what 's  the  good  of  Life's 
medals  and  prizes  ? 
The  raptnre  's  in  what  never  was  or  is 
gone; 
That  we  missed  them  makes  Helens  of 
plain  Ann  Elizys, 
For  the  goose  of  To4ay  still  is  Ifem- 
ory's  swan. 

TIL 

And  yet  who  would   change    tho   old 
dream  for  new  treasure  1 
Make  not  youth's  son  rest  grapes  the 
best  wine  of  onr  life  ? 
Need  he  reckon  his  date  by  the  Almanac's 
measure 
Who  is  twenty  life-long  in  the  eyes  of 
his  wife? 


Ah.  Fate,  should  I  live  to  be  nonagen- 
arian, 
Let  me  still  take  Hope's  frail  I.  O.  V^ 
upon  trust. 
Still  talk  of  a  trip  to  the  Islands  Macarian, 
And  still  dimb  the  dream-tree  for  — 
ashes  and  dust  1 


AT  THB  BI7BN8  CBNTBKNIAL. 
JAircART,  1859. 

L 

A  HUKDRXD  years !  thev  're  quickly  fled. 

With  all  their  joy  and  sorrow; 
Their  dead  leaves  shed  upon  the  dead. 

Their  fresh  ones  sprung  by  morrow ! 
And  still  the  patient  seasons  bring 

Their  change  of  sun  and  shadow ; 
New  birds  still  sing  with  every  spring. 

New  violets  spot  the  meadow. 

n. 

A  hundred  years  I  and  Nature's  powers 

No  greater  grown  nor  lessenea ! 
They  saw  no  flowers  more  sweet  than 
ours, 

No  fairer  new  moon's  crescent. 
Would  she  but  treat  us  poets  so, 

So  from  our  wint(*r  free  us. 
And  set  our  slow  old  sap  aflow 

To  sprout  in  fresh  ideas  1 

in. 

Alas,  think  I,  what  worth  or  parts 

Have  bronght  me  here  competing. 
To  speak  what  starts  in  myriad  hearts 

With  Bums's  memory  beating ! 
Himself  had  loved  a  theme  like  this ; 

Must  I  be  its  entomber  1 
No  pen  save  his  but 's  sure  to  miss 

Its  pathos  or  its  humor. 

IV. 

As  I  sat  musing  what  to  say. 

And  how  my  verse  to  number. 
Some  elf  in  play  passed  by  that  way. 

And  sank  my  lids  in  slumber ; 
And  on  my  sleep  a  vision  stole. 

Which  I  will  put  in  metre. 
Of  Bums's  soul  at  the  wicket-hole 

Where  sits  the  good  Saint  Peter. 


The  saint,  methonght,  had  left  his  post 
That  day  to  Holy  Willie, 
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Who  swore,  "Each   ghost  that  comes 
shall  toast 

In  branstane,  will  he,  nill  he ; 
There  *8  nane  need  hope  with  phrases  fine 

Their  score  to  wipe  a  sin  frae : 
1 11  chalk  a  sign,  to  save  their  tryin'  — 

A  hand  (g)  and  •  Vide  infra  I ' " 

VI. 

Alas  I  no  soil 's  too  cold  or  dry 

For  spiritual  small  potatoes, 
Scrimped  natures,  spry  the  trade  to  ply 

Of  aiaMi  advocattuf 
Who  lay  bent  pins  in  the  penance-stool 

Where  Mercy  plumps  a  cushion. 
Who '  ve  jnst  one  rule  for  knave  and  fool, 

It  saves  BO  much  confusion ! 

vn. 

So  when  Bums  knocked,  Will  knit  his 
browd, 

His  window  gap  made  scanter. 
And  said,  *•  Go  rouse  the  other  house ; 

We  lodge  no  Tarn  O'Shanter  1 " 
"  We  lodjje  I  "  laughed  Burns.     "  Now 
well  I  see 

Death  cannot  kill  old  nature ; 
No  human  flea  but  thinks  that  be 

May  speak  for  his  Creator  I 

vm. 

"But,   Willie,  friend,    don't  turn    me 
forth. 

An  Id  Clootie  needs  no  ganger ; 
And  if  on  earth  I  had  small  worth, 

You  Ve  let  in  worse,  I  'se  wager  I " 
"  Nn,  nane  has  knockit  at  the  yett 

But  fonnd  me  hard  as  whnnKtane ; 
There 's  chances  yet  your  bread  to  get 

Wi  Auld  Nick,  gangin'  brunstane." 

IZ. 

Meanwhile,  the  Unco'  Guid  had  ta'en 

Their  place  to  watch  the  process. 
Flattening  in  vain  on  many  a  pane 

Their  disembodied  noees. 
Remember,  please,  't  is  all  a  dream  ; 

One  can't  control  the  fancies 
Through  deep  that  stream  with  way- 
ward ^leam. 

Like  midnight's  boreal  dances. 


Old  Willie's  tone  grew  sharp 's  a  knife : 
"  In  primis,  1  indite  ye,  | 


For  makin'  strife  wi'  the  water  o*  life. 

And  preferriu'  aqua  vita  !  " 
Then  roared  a  voice  with  lusty  din. 

Like  a  skipper's  when  't  is  blowy, 
"  If  «Aa<  '8  a  sin,  /  'd  ne'er  got  in. 

As  sure  as  my  name  'a  Noah ! " 

XL 

Baulked,  Willie  turned  another  leaf,  ~ 

"  There 's  many  here  have  heard  ye. 
To  the  pain  and  grief  o'  true  belief, 

Say  hard  things  o'  the  dergv  1 " 
Then  rang  a  clear  tone  over  all,^ 

**  One  plea  for  him  allow  me  : 
I  once  heard  call  from  o'er  me, '  Saul, 

Why  persecntest  thou  me? ' " 

XIL 

To  the  next  charge  vexed  Willie  turned, 

And,  sighing,  wiped  his  glasses : 
"  I  'm    much    concerned    to    find    ye 
yearned 

O'er-warmlv  tow'rd  the  lasses  ! " 
Here  David  sighed ;  poor  Willie's  face 

Lost  all  its  self  possession  : 
"  I  leave  this  case  to  God's  own  grace : 

It  baffles  my  discretion ! " 

xm. 

Then  sudden  glory  round  me  broke, 

And  low  melodious  surges 
Of  wings  whose  stroke  to  splendor  woke 

Creation's  farthest  ver^ ; 
A  cross  stretched,  ladder^ike,  secure 

From  earth  to  heaven's  own  portal, 
Whereby  God's  poor,  with  footing  sure. 

Climbed  up  to  peace  immortal. 

XIT. 

I  heard  a  voice  serene  and  low 

(With  my  heart  I  seemed  to  hear  it) 
Fall  soft  and  slow  as  snow  on  snow. 

Like  grace  of  the  heavenly  spirit ; 
As  sweet  as  over  new-born  son 

The  croon  of  new-made  mother, 
The  voice  begun,  "  Sore  tempted  one ! " 

Then,  pausing,  sighed, "  Our  brother  I 

XV. 

"  If  not  a  sparrow  fall,  unless 
The  Father  sees  and  knows  it, 

Think !  recks  He  less  His  form  ezpreai^ 
The  soul  His  own  deposit  ? 

If  only  dear  to  Him  the  strong. 
That  never  trip  nor  wander. 
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Where  were  the  throng  whose  morning 

In  him  found  Mercy's  angel ; 

BODff 

Thrills  His  blue  arches  yonder? 

The  daisy's  ring  brought  every  spring 
To  him  Love  8  fresh  evangel  1 

XVL 

ZXI. 

"Do    souls   alone   clear -eyed,   strong- 

<'  Not   he   the   threatening   texts   who 

kneed, 

deals 

To  Him  true  service  render, 

Is  highest  'mong  the  preacheiti. 
But  he  who  feels  the  woes  and  weals 

And  thev  who  need  His  hand  to  lead. 
Find  they  His  heart  untender  ? 

Through  all  your  various  ranks  and  fates 
He  opens  doors  to  duty, 

Of  all  God's  wandering  creatures. 
He  doth  good  work  whoee  heart  can 

find 

And  he  that  waits  there  at  your  gates 

The  spirit 'neath  the  letter; 
Who  makes  his  kind  of  happier  mind. 

Was  servant  of  His  Beauty. 

Leaves  wiser  men  and  better. 

xvn. 

"  The  Earth  must  richer  sap  secrete, 

rxn. 

(Could  ye  in  time  but  know  it  I) 

"  They  make  Religion  be  abhorred 

Must  jniee  concrete  with  fiercer  heat^ 

Who  round  with  darkness  gulf  her. 

Ere  she  can  make  her  poet ; 

And  think  no  word  can  please  the  Lord 

Unless  it  smell  of  sulpnur. 
Dear  Toet-heart,  that  childlike  guessed 

At  last  she  bears  a  singer, 

For  ages  dumb  of  senses  numb 

The  Father's  loving  kindness, 

The  compensation-bringerl 

Come  now  to  rest  I    1  hou  didst  His  best, 
If  haply  't  was  in  blindness  1 " 

XVUt 

**  Her  cheaper  broods  in  palaces 

xxm. 

She  riii:k;H  under  glasses, 

Then  leapt  heaven's  portals  wide  apart. 

» 

But  souls  like  these,  hear'n's  hostages, 

And  at  their  golden  thunder 

Spring  shdterless  as  grasses  : 
They  share  Earth's   blessing    and  her 

With  sudden  start  I  woke,  my  heart 

Still  throbbing-f  uU  of  wonder. 
**  Father,"  I  said,  **  *t  is  known  to  Thee 

bane. 

The  common  sun  and  shower  ; 

How  Thou  thy  Saints  preparest ; 
But  this  I  see,  —  Saint  Charity 
Is  still  the  first  and  fturesiP' 

What  makes  your  pain  to  them  is  gain. 

Your  weakness  is  their  power. 

ZIX 

XHV. 

"  These  larger  hearts  must  feel  the  rolls 

Dear  Bard  and  Brother  I  let  who  may 

Of  Btormier-wsTed  temptation ; 

Against  Lhy  faults  be  railing, 

These   star -wide  souls    between    their 

(Though  far,  I  pray,  from  us  be  they 

poles 

That  never  had  a  falling !) 
One  ton<it  I  '11  give,  and  that  not  long. 

Bear  zones  of  tropic  passion. 

He  lored  much  I  ^  that  id  gospel  good. 

Which  thou  wouldst  pledge  if  pres- 

Howe'er the  text  you  handle ; 

ent,— 

From   common    wood     the   cross   was 

To  him  whose  song,  in  nature  strong. 

hewed, 

Makes  man  of  prince  and  peasant ! 

By  loYe  turned  priceless  sandal. 

JJL 

IN  AN  ALBXTM. 

"  If  scant  hii  service  at  the  kirk, 

He  paUn  heard  and  aife$ 

The  misspelt  scrawl,  upon  the  wall 
By  some  rompeian  idler  traced. 

From  choirs  that    lurk    in    hedge  and 

birk, 

In  ashes  packed  (ironic  fact !) 

From  blackbird  and  from  mavis ; 

Lies  eighteen  centuries  uneffaced. 

The   cowering    moui^e,    poor   unroofed 

While  many  a  page  of  bard  and  sage, 
Deemed  once  mankind's  immortal  gain, 

thing. 

496                            AT  THE  COMMENCEMENT  DINNER. 

Lost  from  Time's  ark,  leaves  no  more 

As  if  the  doll  brain  that  yoa  vented 

mark 

yoar  spite  on 

Than  a  kt-ers  farrow  through  the  main. 

Coald  be  got,  like  an  ox,  by  mere  pok- 
ing, to  Brighton. 

0    Chance    and     Change!   our    bazz*8 

range 

They  say  it  is  wholesome  to  rise  with  the 

Is  scarcely  wider  than  a  fly's ; 

sun. 

Then  let  us  play  at  fame  to-day, 

And  I  dare  say  it  may  be  if  not  over- 

To-morrow be  an  known  and  wise; 

done  ; 

And  while  the  fair  beg  locks  of  hair, 
And  autographs,  and  Lord  knows  what, 

(I  think  it  was  Thomson  who  made  the 

remark 

Quick  !   let    us  scratch    our    moment's 

'  r  was  an  excellent  thing  in  its  way  — 

match, 

for  a  lark ;) 

Make  our  brief  blaze,  and  be  forgot  I 

Bat  to  rise  after  dinner  and  look  down 
the  meeting 

Too  pressed  to  wait,  upon  her  slate 

On  a  distant  (as  Gray  calls  it)  prospect 

Fame  writes  a  name  or  two  in  doubt ; 

of  Eating, 

Soiree  written,  these  no  longer  please. 

With  a  stomach  half  full  and  a  cerebrum 

And  her  own  fin^r  rnbs  them  out : 
It  may  ensue,  fair  girl,  that  you 

boUow 

As  the  tortoise^hell  ere  it  was  strong  for 

Years    hence  this  yellowing  leaf   may 

Apollo, 

see. 

Under   contract    to    raise    anerithmon 

And  put  to  task,  your  memory  ask 

gelasma 

In  vain,  "  This  Lowell,  who  was  he  1  " 

With  rhymes  so  hard  honted  they  gasp 

with  the  asthma. 
And    jokes    not    much    younger    than 

AT  THE   COMMENCEMENT  DINNER. 
1M6,  IN  ACKNOWLEDOINO  A  TOAST 

Jethro's  phylacteries, 

' 

TO  f  HE  SMITH  PBOFESSO&. 

characterise. 

I  BI8B,  Mr.  Chairman,  as  both  of  us 

I  *ve  a  notion,  I  think,  of  a  good  dinner 

know, 

speech, 

With  the  imprompta  I  promised  yoa 

Tripping  light  as  a  sandpiper  over  the 

three  weeks  ago, 
Dragged  ap  to  my  doom  by  your  might 

beach, 

Swerving  this  way  and  that  as  the  wave 
of  the  moment 

and  my  mane. 
To  do  what  1  vowed  I  *d  do  never  again ; 

Washes  out  its  slight  trace  with  a  dash 

And  I  feel  like  yoar  good  honest  doagh 

of  whim's  foam  on  't. 

when  possest 

And  leaving  on  memory's  rim  just  a  sense 

By  a  stirringt  impertinent  devil  of  yeast. 
"You  must  rise,"  says  the  leaven.     '♦  I 

Something  graoefnl  had  gone  by,  a  live 

present  tense ; 

canVwy*  the  dough; 

Not  poNetry,^no,  not  quite  that,  but  as 

"  Just  examme  my  bamps  and  you  11 

good, 

see  it's  no  go." 
"Bat  you  mnst/^the  tormentor  insists, 

A  kind  of  winged  prose  that  could  fly  if 
it  would. 

"*t  is  all  right; 

'T  is  a  time  for  gay  fancies  as  fleeting 

Yon  must  rise  when   I  bid  yon,  and, 

and  vaia 

what 's  more,  be  light." 

As  the  whisper  of  foam-beads  on  fresh- 
poared  champagne. 

rr  is  a  dreadfal  oppression,  this  making 

Since  dinners  were  not  perhaps  strictly 

men  speak 

designed 

What  they  're  sure  to  be  sorry  for  all 

For  manceuvering  the  heavy  dragoons  of 

the  next  week; 

the  mind. 

Some  poor  stick  requesting,  like  Aaron's, 

When  I  hear  your  set  speeches  that  start 

to  bad 

with  a  pop, 
Then  wander  and  maander,  too  leeUe  to 

Into  eloqnenoe,  pathos,  or  wit  in   cold 

blood, 

stop, 

A  PABABLE. 
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With  a  vague  apprehension  from  popular 

rumor 
There  used  to  be  something  by  mortals 

called  humor, 
Beginning  again  when  yon  thought  they 

were  done, 
Ke(«p  ctable,  sensible,  weighing  a  ton, 
And  as  near  to  the  present  occasions  of 

men 
As  a  Fast  Day  discourse  of  the  year 

eighteen  ten, 
I  —  weU,  I  sit  still,  and  my  sentiments 

smother, 
For  am  1  not  also  a  bore  and  a  brother  ? 

And  a  toast,  —what  should  that  be? 

Light,  airy,  and  free, 
The  foam-Aphrodite  of  Baochus't  sea, 
A  fancy-tinged  bubble,  an  orbed  rain- 
bow-stain, 
That  floats  for  an  instant  'twizt  goblet 

and  brain ; 
A  breath-born  perfection,  half  something, 

half  naught. 
And  breaks  if  it  strike  the  hard  edge  of 

a  thought. 
Do  you  ask  me  to  make  such  1    Ah  no, 

not  so  simple ; 
Ask  Apelles  to  paint  yon  the  ravishing 

dimple 
Whose  shitting  enchantment  lights  Ve- 

nns*s  cheek. 
And  the  artist  wUl  tell  you  his  skill  is 

to  seek  I 
Once  fix  it,  't  is  naught,  for  the  charm  of 

it  rises 
From  the  sudden  bopeepe  of  its  smiling 

surprises. 

I  've  tried  to  define  it,  but  what  mother's 

son 
Could  ever  yet  do  what  he  knows  should 

be  done  ? 
My  rocket  has  burst,  and  I  watch  in  the 

air 
Its  fast-fading  heartVblood  drop  back  in 

despair ; 
Yet  one  ctiance  is  left  me,  and,  if  I  am 

quick, 
I  can  palm  off,  before  you  soapect  me, 

the  stick. 


Now  since  I  've  succeeded  —  I  pray  do 

not  frown  — 
To  Ticknor*s  and  Longfellow's  classical 

gown, 
And    profess    four   strange    languages, 

which,  luckless  elf, 
I  speak  like  a  native  (of  Cambridge) 

myself. 
Let  me  beg,  Mr.  President,    leave    to 

propose 
A  sentiment  treading  on  nobody's  toes. 
And  give,  in   such  ale  as  with  pump- 
handles  we  brew. 
Their  memory  who  saved  us  from  all 

talking  Hebrew,  ^ 
A  toast  that  to  deluge  with  water  is 

good. 
For  in  Scripture  they  come  in  just  after 

the  flood: 
I  give  you  the  men  but  for  whom,  as  I 

guess,  sir. 
Modem  languages  ne'er  could  have  had 

a  professor, 
The  builders  of  Babel,  to  whose  zeal  the 

lunes 
Of  the  children  of  men  owe  confusion  of 

tongues; 
And  a  name  all-embracing  I  couple  there- 
with. 
Which  ia  that  of  my  founder  —  the  late 

Mr.  Smith. 


A  PABABLE. 

Air  ass  munched  thistles,  while  a  night- 
ingale 
From  passion's  fountain  flooded  all  the 

vale. 
"  Hee-haw ! "  cried  he,  "  I  hearken,"  as 

who  knew 
For  such  ear-laigess  humble  thanks  were 

due. 
"  Friend,"  said  the  winged  pain, "  in  vain 

you  bray, 
Who  tunnels  bring,  not  cisterns,  for  my 

lay; 
None  but  his  peers  the  poet  rightly  hear, 
Nor  mete  we  listeners  by  their  length  of 

ear." 

OOLOiniA,  ITALT,  1B62. 


V.   EPIGRAMS. 


aATiNoa 


Iir  life's  small  things  be  resolute  and  great 
To  keep  thy  moMle  traiued:    know^st 

tnou  when  Fate 
Thj  measare  takes,  or  when  she  11  say 

to  thee, 
"I  find  thee  worthy;  do  this  deed  for 

nie"1 

2. 

A  camel^river,  angry  with  his  drudge. 
Beating  him,  called  him  hnnchback ;  to 

the  hind 
Thus   spake  a  dervish:    *' Friend,    the 

Ktemal  Judge 
Dooms   not   His    work,  bnt  onrs,    the 

crooked  mind." 


Swiftly  the  politic  goes :  is  it  dark  ?  —  he 

borrows  a  lantern ; 
Slowly  the  statesman  and  snre,  guiding 

his  steps  by  the  stars. 


"  Where  lies  the  capital,  f>ilgrim,  seat  of 
who  goTcrns  the  Faithful  1 " 

''Thither  my  footsteps  are  bent:  it  is 
where  Saadi  is  lodged." 


IN3CBIPTI0NS. 

FOB  ▲  BELL  AT  COBKELL  UKITEBSITT. 

I  CALL  as  fly  the  irreyocable  hours, 

Futile  as  air  or  strong  as  fate  to  make 
Yonr  li^es  of  sand  or  granite;  awful 
powers. 
Even  aA  men  choose,  they  either  giye 
or  take. 


FOB  ▲  MBMOBIAL  WIVDOW  TO  SIB  WAL- 
TEB  BALBIOH,  SBT  UP  IN  ST.  MABr 
OABBT'S,  WBSTMlKSTBBy  BT  AMEBI- 
OAH  OOBTBIBUTOB8. 

Thb  New  World's  sons,  from  England's 
breasts  we  drew 
Such  milk  as  bids  remember  whence 
we  came; 
Frond  of  her  Past  wherefrom  our  Pres- 
ent grew, 
This  window  we  inscribe  with  Raleigh's 
name. 


PBOPOSED  FOB  A  SOLDIEBS'  AKD  SAIL' 
OBS'   MOMUMEHT   IN  BOSTON. 

To  those  who  died  for  her  on  land  and  sea. 

That  she  might  have  a  country  great 
and  free, 

Boston  builds  this :  bnild  ye  her  monu- 
ment 

In  lires  like  theirs,  at  duty's  summons 
spent. 

A  MISCONCEPTION. 

B,  TAUOHT  by  Pope  to  do  his  good  by 
stealth, 

'Twixt  participle  and  noun  no  difference 
feeling. 

In  office  plaoed  to  serve  the  Common- 
wealth, 

Does  himself  all  the  good  he  can  by 
stealing. 

THB  BOSS. 

Skilled  to  pull  wires,  he  baffles  Nature's 

hope. 
Who  sure  intended  him  to  stretch  a 

rope. 
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If  I  were  the  rose  at  y oar  window, 

HMppiest  rws  of  its  crew. 

Every  blossom   I  bow  would   bend  in- 

wjird, 
riey '(/  kuow  where  the  $anahifl&  gr&w. 


CEAHQED  FEBSPECTIV^ 

FnLi-  oft  the  pathway  to  her  door 
I  Ve  measured  hy  tht*  gelfeame  truck, 
Yet    doubt    the    duitaiice     mote    and 

moTEj 
*T  IB  80  much  longer  comiag  back  I 


WITH  A  PAIEOF  GLOVES  LOST  IN  A 
WAGER. 

We  wE^ered,  ^be  for  ^uonhitve,  I  for  rain, 
And    I  fihoti^d    hint  ahajrp  prjictice  if  I 

dared ; 
For  was  not  she  beforehand  sure  to  gain 
Who   made    ihe   sunshine   we  together 

shared? 


SIXTY-EIGHTH  BIRTHDAY. 

Ai  life  TVLna  on,  the  road  ^tov^b  BtriL&ge 
With  faces  new,  and  near  the  end 
The  milestoues  into  headstones  change, 
'Neaih  every  one  a  friend 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


A  Iwggar  thioa^  the  world  aa  1, 4. 
A  oAmel-drivu,  ttagry  with  his  drudge,  4 
"     i  Mod  ndfartexT  tnmTm, 


A  beep  ot  beie  y«*i  epltartexy  cngBi  2 

A  hundred  yeen  I  they  *re  qidcUy  fled,  488. 

A  legend  that  grew  hi  tbeforoet**  hiuh,74. 

AUly  thou  wMt  when  I  aaw  thee  Ant,  9. 

A  poet  oeimot  ifcrive  for  deqiotiani,  23. 

A  preeenoe  both  by  night  and  dav,  360. 

A  race  ni  noUee  may  die  eat,  101. 

A  atraQger  oaaie  om  nii^  to  YnaaoaTa  tent, 

376. 
About  the  oak  that  framed  tUa  ohair,  o<  old, 

449. 
Alike  I  hate  to  be  your  debtor,  88& 
Alonff  a  riTer-eide,  I  know  not  where,  892. 
Amid  theae  fragmorte  of  herolo  daya,  468. 
An  aai  inimohed  thiatlea,  while  a 
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**  And  how  oonld  yon  dream  of  meeting  ?  "  473. 
Another  afear  *aeath  lXme*e  hoiJacm  dropped, 

106.  ^^ 

Are  we,  tlmn,  wholly  fallen?    Can  it  be,  98. 
Aa  a  twig  tremblee,  whioh  a  bird,  90. 
Aa,  oleanied  of  liber'a  and  ObliTion'a  alime, 

450. 

I  by  Hake,  the  beetllBg  aTaUnohea,  92. 


Aa  life  mna  on,  the  road  grow*  strange,  499. 
Aa  sinks  the  sun  behind  yon  alien  hills,  468. 
As  the  broed  ocean  endlessly  upbeaveth,  22. 
At  Ganiao  in  Brittany,  close  on  the  bay,  469. 
At  length  arrired,  your  book  I  take,  446. 
At  twenty  we  fancied  the  bleat  Middle  Agea,  492. 
Ay,  pale  and  silent  maiden,  18. 

B,  taught  by  Pope  to  do  hU  good  hy  atealth, 

498. 
Beauty  on  my  hearth-etone  biasing  I  877. 
BoloTod,  in  the  noiay  city  here,  22. 
Beneath  the  troea,  396. 
Bowing  thyaelf  in  dust  before  a  Book,  98. 

Omi  tUa  be  thou  who,  lean  and  pale,  87. 
Come  back  before  the  birds  are  flown,  464. 
"  Gome  forth  !  "  my  catbird  calls  to  me,  389. 
Gurtia,  whose  Wit,  with  Fanoy  ann  in  arm,  451. 

Dear  oommen  flower,  that  grow'at  beside  the 
way,  83. 

DearM. By  way  of  saTing  time,  151. 

Dear  Sir,— Toa  wish  to  know  my  notions,  19&. 
Dear  Sir,  —  Tour  letter  oome  to  hen\  289. 
Dear  Wendell,  why  need  count  the  years,  445. 
Death  never  came  so  nigh  to  me  beiore,  87. 
Don*t  believe  in  the  Flying  Dutchman  ?  488.     ^^ 
Down  'mid  the  t«agled  rooU  U  tUnga,  383. 

E(  I  a  song  or  two  could  make,  281. 
noedlaawai 


k  Tiskm  in  the  dead,  480. 
Sre  pelas  In  Heaven  the  numiing  starj  468. 


Fair  as  a  »mti^*y  drean  waa  Mngant,  27. 
Far  over  Slf-land  poeU  stretch  their  away,  460. 
Far  through  the  meoMry  ahlnee  a  happy  day, 

407. 
Fte  up  on  Katahdhi  thou  toweiest,  63. 
Far  'yond  this  narrow  parapet  of  Time,  23. 
Fit  for  an  Abbot  of  ThdMne,  880. 
«» For  thia  true  nobkiness  I  seek  ia  vafai ,*'  20. 
Fkvik-Jieaned  hoete*  of  the  field  ai^  wood, 

843. 
From  the  oloeoahnt  windowa  gleams  no  spark, 

FuU  oft  the  pathway  to  her  door,  499. 

Oiddinga,  far  loogher  namea  tlian  tidne  have 

grown,  26. 
Oo!  leave  me,  Priest ;  my  aonl  would  be,  76. 
Ood  I  do  not  let  my  k>ved  one  die,  1& 
God  makee  seoh  nighU,  aU  white  an*  still,  233. 
Ood  sends  hia  teechers  unto  every  age,  46. 
Oodminater?    Is  it  Fanigr's  pb^  7  866. 
Gold  of  the  reddening  aomwt,  bacicward  thrown, 

470. 
Gone,  gone  from  ua  I  and  dudl  we  see,  1. 
Great  soul,  thou  sittest  with  me  in  my  room,  21. 
Gveat  trutha  an  pertkma  of  theaoul  of  man,  20. 
Govener  B.  ia  a  aanaihle  man,  180. 


He  came  to  Florence  long  ago,  854. 

He  qwke  of  Buma :  men  nrae  and  roogh,  44. 

He  stood  upon  the  world's  broad  thieahold; 
wide,  24.  . 

He  who  flxit  atretohed  hia  nervea  of  aubtOe 
wire,  476. 

Heaven*a  cup  held  down  to  me  I  drain,  60l 

Here  once  my  step  was  quickened,  367. 

"  Here  we  stan'  on  the  Gonatitution,  by  thun- 
der 1"  180. 

Hers  all  that  Earth  could  promiaa  or  bestow, 
469. 

Hers  is  a  spirit  deep,  and  ciyatatclear.  3. 

How  strange  are  the  freaks  of  memory !  387. 

How  struggles  with  the  tempest's  swells,  379. 

How  was  I  worthy  so  divine  a  loss,  464. 

Hushed  with  broed  sunlight  lies  the  hiU,  IOOl 

I  am  a  roan  of  Uaty,  sira,  a  nativr  A  East  Had- 

dam,  837. 
I  aak  not  for  those  thooghta,  that  sodden  1b^», 

20. 
I  oallaa  fly  the  inevocable  hours.  496. 
I  cannot  think  that  thou  ahouldst  pass  away, 

21. 
I  christened  you  in  happier  daya,  before,  447. 
I  could  not  bear  to  aee  thoee  eyes,  46G. 
I  did  not  praise  thee  when  the  crowd,  101. 
I  do  ntit  come  to  weep  above  thy  pall,  IM. 
I  don't  much  a'pooe,  howa'ever  X  should  plen  it, 
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I  da  bellere  in  Freedom's  caun,  192. 

I  go  to  the  ridge  in  tlie  foie6t,  MS. 

I  CTleve  not  that  ripe  know  lodge  takes  away, 

I  had  a  little  daughter,  90. 

I  have  a  fancy :  how  shall  I  bring  it,  476. 

I  hed  it  on  my  min*  las*  time,  when  I  to  write 

ye  started,  266. 
I  know  a  falcon,  swift  and  peerless,  48. 
I  love  to  start  oat  arter  night 's  begun.  246. 
I  need  not  praise  the  sweetness  of  bis  song, 

388. 
I  risej  Mr.  Chainnan,  as  both  of  us  know,  496. 
I  sat  and  watched  the  walls  of  night,  474. 
I  sat  one  ereotng  in  my  room,  81. 
I  saw  a  Bower  walking  alow,  61. 
I  saw  the  twinkle  of  white  feet,  66. 
I  sent  you  a  mesasge,  my  friens,  t'  other  day, 


I  spose  yoa  recollect  thet  I  explained  my  gennle 

riews,  203. 
I  spose  yoo  wonder  ware  I  be ;  I  can't  tell,  fer 

tlie  soul  o*  me.  198. 
I  swam  with  undnlaticn  soft,  383. 
I  thank  ye,  my  frlen's,  for  the  warmth  o*  your 

greetin*.  289. 
I  thought  our  Iotc  at  full,  but  I  did  err,  25. 
I  treasure  fan  secret  some  long,  fine  hair,  36S. 
I,  walkinff  the  familiar  street,  461. 
I  was  with  thee  in  Heaven :  I  cannot  tell,  468. 
I  watched  a  moorland  torrent  nm,  47&. 
I  went  to  seek  for  Christ,  66. 
I  would  more  natures  were  like  thine,  10. 
I  would  not  liave  this  perfect  love  of  oars,  20. 
If  I  let  fUl  a  word  of  bitter  mirth,  420. 
If  I  were  tlie  rose  at  your  window,  499. 
In  a  small  chamber,  friendless  and  unseen,  108. 
In  his  tower  sat  the  poet,  16. 
In  life's  small  things  be  reeolnte  and  great,  498. 
In  the  old  days  of  awe  and  keen-eyed  wonder, 

In  town  I  hear,  sauce  wakened  yet,  466^ 
Into  tlie  sunshine,  10. 
It  is  a  mere  wUd  roeebud,  44. 
It  don't  seem  hardly  right,  John,  2S2. 
It  mounta  athwart  the  windy  hlU,  380. 
It  was  put  the  hour  of  trysong,  79. 
It 's  some  consld'ble  of  a  spdl  senoe  I  hain't 
writ  no  letters,  237. 

Leaves  fit  to  have  been  poor  Juliet's  cradle- 
rhyme,  451. 
Light  of  triumph  in  her  eyes,  472. 
Look  on  who  wHl  in  apathy,and  stifle  they  who 


Maiden,  when  snch  a  sou!  as  thine  is  bom,  21. 

Mary,  sinoe  first  I  knew  thee,  to  this  hour,  23. 

Men  say  the  sullen  instrument,  389. 

Men!  whose  boast  it  is  that  ye,  66. 

My  coachman,  in  the  moonlight  there,  366. 

My  day  began  not  till  the  twnigfat  fell,  466. 

My  heart,  I  cannot  stiU  it,  474. 

My  Love,  I  have  no  fear  that  thou  shouldst  die. 

My  name  is  Water :  I  have  sped,  96. 

My  soul  was  like  the  sea,  9. 

My  worthy  friend,  A.  Ck>rdon  Knott,  823. 

Never,  surely,  was  holier  man,  78. 

New  SngUnd's  poet,  rich  in  love  as  yean,  430. 

Nine  years  have  sUpt  like  houi^lass  sand,  868. 


No?     Hes  he?     He  haint,  tbongfa?     Wut? 

Votedagfaihim7  184. 
Nor  deem  he  lived  uuto  himself  alone,  448. 
Not  always  unimpeded  can  I  (amy,  352. 
Not  as  all  other  wtnnen  are,  5. 
Now  Blom,  the  son  of  HeriuU,  had  ill  days,  868. 

O  days  endeared  to  every  Muse,  488. 

"  O  Diyad  feet,"  472. 

O  dweliers  in  tlie  vaBey-land,  79. 

OUad  of  Promise  I  from  what  Pfsgah's  hdght, 

66. 
O  moonlight  deep  and  tender,  19. 
O,  wanderii^  dim  on  the  extMmest  edge,  63. 
Of  all  the  myriad  moods  of  mind,  92. 
Oft  round  my  hall  of  portniture  I  gaae,  468. 
Oh,  teU  me  less  or  teU  me  more,  466. 
Okl  events  have  modem  meanings ;  onlythait 

survives,  372. 
Old  Friend,  fareweU  I    Tour  kindly  door  again, 

447. 
Once  git  a  smell  o'  mnsk  into  a  draw,  274. 
Once  hardly  in  a  cycle  btossemeth,  22. 
Onoe  on  a  time  there  was  a  pod,  262. 
One  after  one  the  stars  have  risen  and  ast,  88. 
One  feast,  of  holy  days  the  crest,  377. 
One  kiss  from  aQ  others  pravents  me,  467. 
Opening  one  day  a  book  of  mine,  474b 
Our  love  is  not  a  fading,  earthly  flower^M* 
Our  ship  lay  tumbling  m  an  angry  sen,  897. 
Over  Us  keys  the  mtulng  organist,  107. 

PhoBbna,  sitting  one  day  in  a  laurel-tree's  shade, 

119. 
Praisest  Law,  friend  t    We,  too,  love  it  much 

as  they  that  love  it  best,  94. 
Propped  on  the  marsh,  a  dwelling  now  I  see, 

Punctorom  garretoe  oolails  et  oellam  Qolnqae, 


RabU  Jehosha  used  to  say,  377. 

"eader !  Walk  up  at  once  (it  will  soon  be  too 
late),  113. 

:  through  thy  branches  goes  the  sun- 
Said  Christ  oar  Lord  *<  I  wfll  go  and  see,**  96. 

Seat  of  all  woes?  Though  Nature's  firm  de- 
cree, 470. 

She  gave  me  all  that  woman  can,  466. 

Shell,  whoee  lips,  than  mine  more  cold,  478i. 

Ship,  blest  to  beer  such  freigfat  across  the  bhm. 

Shy  soul  and  stalwart,  man  of  patient  wfll,  448. 

Silencioso  por  la  puerta,  467. 

Sisters  two,  all  praise  to  you,  61. 

Skilled  to  poll  irires,  he  bafflea  Nature's  hope, 

Sleep  is  Death's  Image,  ~  poets  tell  us  so,  464. 

So  dreamy-soft  the  notes,  so  far  away,  470. 

Some  sort  of  heart  I  know  is  here,  86. 

Sometimes  come  pauses  of  calm,  when  the  rapt 
bard,  holdinff  his  heart  back,  462. 

Somewhere  in  India,  upon  a  time,  892. 

Spirit,  that  rarely  comest  now,  381. 

StiU  thirteen  years :  *t  is  autumn  now,  366. 

SwifUy  the  politic  goes :  to  it  dark?— he  bor- 
rows a  lantern,  498. 

Thonk  Ood,  he  saw  yoa  last  in  pomp  of  Miay, 
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ThankB  to  the  artbt.  erer  on  my  wall,  450. 
That  *s  a  rather  bold  speech,  my  Lord  Bacon, 

473. 
The  BardUng  oame  where  l^  a  river  grew,  373. 
The  oentury  numbers  fourscore  years,  475. 
The  cordage  oreaks  and  rattles  in  the  wind,  66. 
The  dand^ions  and  buttercups,  353. 
The  electric  nerre,  whose  instantaneous  thriU, 

437. 
The  fire  is  burning  clear  and  blithely,  376. 
The  hope  of  Truth  grows  stronger,  day  by  day, 

22. 
The  little  gate  was  reached  at  last,  2 
The  love  oiaUr' 


22. 


I  things  springs  from  loire  of  One, 


The  Uaple  puts  her  corals  on  hi  May,  469. 
The  misspelt  scrawl,  upon  the  wall,  49&. 
The  moon  shines  white  and  sileiit,  16. 
The  New  World's  sons,  from  Engtand^s  breaets 

we  drew,  496. 
The  next  whose  fortune  *t  was  a  tale  to  tell, 

477. 
The  night  Is  dark,  the  stinging  sleet,  14. 
The  old  Chief,  feeling  now  welluigh  bis  end,  54. 
The  path  from  me  to  you  that  led,  463. 
The  pipe  came  safe,  and  welcome  too,  446. 
The  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands,  15. 
The  same  good  blood  that  now  retllls,  97. 
The  sea  is Icoely,  the  sea  is  dreary,  2. 
The  snow  had  begun  in  the  gloaming,  300. 
The  tower  of  old  Saint  Nicholas  soared  upward 

to  the  skies,  GO. 
Hie  wind  is  roistering  ont  of  doors,  343. 
The  wisest  man  could  ask  no  more  of  Fate,  448. 
The  world  tnms  mild ;  democracy,  they  say,  401. 
There  are  who  triumph  in  a  losing  eanse,  lOSL 
There  came  a  youth  upon  the  earth,  44. 
There  lay  upon  the  ocean's  shore,  862. 
There  never  vet  was  flower  fair  in  vain,  21. 
Therefore  thli^  not  the  Past  is  wise  alone,  28. 
These  pearls  of  thought  in  Persian  gulfs  were 

bred,  446. 
These  nigged,  wintry  days  I  scarce  eoold  bear, 

They  pass  me  by  like  shadows,  crowds  on 
crowds,  24. 

Thick-rushing,  like  an  ocean  vast,  9. 

This  is  the  midnight  of  the  century,  — hark ! 
363. 

This  kind  o'  sogerln*  tint  a  mtte  Uke  oar  Octo- 
ber trsinin',  176. 

This  little  blossom  from  afar,  6. 

Thou  look'dst  on  me  all  yesternight,  17. 

Though  old  the  thought  and  oft  ezprest,  888. 

Thrash  away,  you  'U  hev  to  rattle,  173. 

Through  saflering  and  sorrow  thou  haet  paased, 
19. 

Thy  love  thou  sendest  oft  to  me,  76. 

Thy  voice  is  Uke  a  fountain,  8. 

T  Is  a  woodland  enchanted !  878. 

To  those  who  died  for  her  on  land  and  sea,  406. 

True  as  the  sun's  own  work,  but  more  refined, 
449. 

TniA  Love  is  a  humble,  low-bom  thli^r,  7. 

Tnrbid  from  London's  noise  and  smoke,  466. 


*T  was  sung  of  old  in  hut  and  hall,  468. 
'T  were  no  hard  task,  perchance,  to  whi,  394. 
Two  brothers  once,  an  ill-matched  pair,  168. 
Two  fellers,  Isrel  named  and  Joe,  168. 

Unconscious  as  the  sunshine,  simply  sweet,  448. 
Untremuloos  in  the  river  clear,  6. 


Violet  t 


I  17. 


Wait  a  little  :  do  we  not  wait  ?  882. 
Walking  alone  where  we  walked  together,  467. 
We  see  but  half  the  causes  of  our  deeds,  49. 
We,  too,  have  autumns,  when  our  leaves,  98. 
We  wagered,  she  for  sunshine,  I  for  ndn,  496. 
Weak-winged  is  song,  398. 
What  boot  your  houses  and  your  lands?  62. 
What  countless  years  and  wealth  of  brain  were 


spent,  471. 
*Whatf  ■  • 


fairinn  wUl  ve  that  I  bring?  "  861. 
What  gnarled  stretch,  what  depth  of  shade,  is 

his!  77. 
What  man  would  live  cofllned  with  briok  and 

stone,  91. 
What  mean  these  banners  spread,  472. 
**  What  means  this  glory  round  our  feet,"  467. 
What  Nature  makes  in  any  mood,  869. 
What  visionary  tints  the  year  pats  on.  69. 
What  were  I,  Love,  if  I  were  strippeo  of  thee, 

19. 
What  were  the  whole  void  world,  if  thou  wert 

dead,  471. 
When  a  deed  is  done  for  Freedom,  through  the 

broad  earth's  aching  breast,  67. 
When  I  was  a  beggarivboy,  368. 
When  oaken  woods  with  buds  are  pink,  462. 
When  Persia's  sceptre  trembled  hi  a  hand,  349. 
When  the  down  is  on  the  chin,  473. 
When  wise  Kfaierva  still  was  yoong,  487. 
Where  is  the  true  man's  fatherhmd  ?  13. 
**  Where  lies  the  capital,  pilgrim,  seat  of  who 

governs  the  Faithful  ?  "  408. 
Whether  my  heart  hath  wiser  grown  or  not,  26. 
Whether  the  idle  prisoner  through  his  grate, 

48. 
While  the  dow  clock,  as  they  were  niaer's  gold, 

469. 
Whither?    Albeit  I  follow  ftet,  404. 
Who  Cometh  over  the  hills,  421. 
Who  does  his  duty  is  a  question,  4a. 
Who  hath  not  been  a  poet?    Who  hatSi  not, 

366. 
Why  should  I  seek  her  spell  to  decompose,  440. 
With  what  odorous  woods  and  spices,  466. 
Woe  worth  the  hour  when  it  is  crime.  104. 
Wondrous  and  awf  nl  are  thy  sUent  halls,  64. 
Words  pass  as  wind,  but  where  great  deeds 

were  done,  424. 
Worn  and  footsore  was  the  Prophet,  18. 

Te  little  thhik  what  toU  It  was  to  build,  470. 
Ye  who,  passing  graves  by  night,  84. 
Tes,  faith  Is  a  goodly  anchor,  867. 

Zekle  crop'  up,  quite  unbeknown,  160L 
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A.  C.  L.,  I^  19. 

Abot»  and  below,  79L 

AbMDce,  464. 

of  Beaton,  96. 

After  the  Burlml,  860. 
AgmMU,437. 

ColumboB,  66. 

Conoord  Bridge,  Ode  read  at  the  One  Hun- 

tf^^i^- 

dradth  Anaivemiy  of  the  Fight  at,  421. 
Contrast,  A.,  76. 

Aladdin.  368. 

Oourtin',  The,  289. 

Alexander,  Fanny,  To,  44& 

AU-flatnta,  SH. 
AlleRra,10. 
Ambroae,  78. 
Antt^Apia,  94. 

Curtia,  QMcge  WOliain,  An  Xpiafele  ta,  46L 

Dancing  Bear,  The,  460L 
Dand<dton,T&the,83. 

Appledore,  PIctaree  firom,  861. 

Dante,  On  a  Portrait  of,  by  Giotto,  87. 

ArcadU  redivlya,  461. 

Dara,84a 

Darkened  Mfaid,  The.  976. 

Dead  House.  The,  867. 

Death  of  a  Friend'a  ChUd,  On  tlM,  87. 

Anf  Wtederaehen,  866. 

Auapex,474. 

Bankaide,  447. 

Diaeovery,  Tha,  47& 

Bartlett,  Mr.  Jolin,  To,  880. 
Beaver  Brook,  100. 

Dobaon'a,  Mr.  Austin,  *«  Old  Woild  Idyaa,*"  On 
receiving  a  Gq^  of,  446. 

SS;.^^ 

B.  O.  de  R.,  449L 

Blglow,  Mr.  Hoeea,  to  the  Editor  of  the  Atlaii- 

tie  Monthly,  280. 
Blglow,  Mr.,  Lateat  Views  of,  279. 

Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Dr.  Chanaing,  lOi. 
Ember  Piotora,  An,  387. 

BuLOW  PAPBia,  Tarn.  IfiS. 

Endymion,466. 

Birch-Tree,  The,  80. 

EpLrtie  to  OeomWiDiam  Oortla,  An,  46L 

Earydioa,80.  * 
EwiglWelbliche,  Das,  464. 

BiidoCiedum  Bawin,  ]Im|.,  to  Mr.  HoeeaBiglow, 

235. 

Extreme  Unction,  76. 
X]re*a  Tniamiry,  The,  470. 

264. 
Birthday  Yflraea,  463. 

FaSU  ffOR  CBRIOi,  A,  118. 

Fact  or  Fancy?  446. 

Blondel,  Two  Scenea  from  the  Life  of,  304. 

Falcon,  The,  48. 

BonVoyasei  46a 
Boea,  The,  408. 

Familiar  Bptetle  to  a  Friaad,  A,  386b 

Ftocy»a  Casuistry,  379. 
Fatherland,  The.  13. 

Boston,  Letter  from,  151. 

Bradford,  C.  P.,  To,  446. 

Featina]ente,262. 

Brakes,  The,  47L 

Ffndhig  of  the  Lyre,  The,  382. 

Brittany,  A  Legend  of,  27. 
Broken  Tiyst,  Tha,  467. 

First  Snow-fall,  The.  86a 

Fits  Adam's  Story.  477. 

Bums  Centennial,  At  the,  493. 

Flying  Dutchman,  The,  488. 
Foot-path,  The,  SOa 

Captive,  The,  79. 

Capture  of  Fugitive  ShiTea  near  Waabington, 

IX'^^i^''- 

Caa?ainklma,467. 

Fountain,  The,  la 

Cathbdbal,  Tn,  407. 

Fountidn  of  Touth,  The,  873. 

Fourth  of  July,  1876,  An  Ode  forthe,  4aa 

France,  Ode  to,  92. 

Cervantea,  Prison  of,  470. 
Changed  Perspective,  489. 

Channlng,  Dr.,  Elegy  on  the  l>ealll  of,  104. 

*'  Franciscus  de  Vendamlo  ale  oogitavit," 473. 

gSiSSllWAfi^ 

Freedom,  98. 
Future,  T^  the,  65. 
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LfaiM(«iggeatedbytheGraT«B  «f  twolBgUA 

Ohoit-fleer,  The,  84. 

Wf"^ 

Lore's  Glook,  473. 

Gold Sgg:  A Droun-Faiitaqr, 888. 

OnvMo!  two  Bngliah  Soldlan  on  OoDoord  Biit- 

M.  a  8.,  To,  32. 

Growth  of  the  U«end,''flie,74. 

Maple,  The,  488. 

H.W.L.,To,888. 

HMnborg,  An  Incidont  of  Wm  Fin  at,  80. 

Memori»PoBitum,386. 

Message  of  Jeff  Davis  In  Seoret  flsarion,  A, 

Hai>(pina«,Od«to,88L 

388. 
Hbastbmju  AVD  Rob,  4S& 
BetM,8& 
Heiiti«e,The,l& 
Hol]ne^IV>,44& 

261. 
Midnight,  15. 
Miner,  The.  383. 

Miss  D.f.,  To,  460. 
Manna  Lisa,^ 
Mood,  A,  368. 

Hood,  To  the  Momory  of,  106L 

Hiii«MraiidCold,81. 

In  ft  Oopj  of  Omar  KhaiTim,  448. 

InAlMBno^24. 

In  an  Album,  488. 

In  the  Half- Way  HooM,  482. 

Nest.  The,  402. 
New>Tear^s  Ere,  1860,  868. 

IntheTirmght,388. 

New  Tear'a  Greettaig,  A,  476. 

Incident  in  a  Railroad  Car,  An,  44. 

Nightingale  in  tbeStudy,  The,  888. 

Incident  of  the  Fire  at  Hamhorg,  An,  80l 
Inacriptiona,  488. 

Nightwatches,  468. 

Nomades,  The,  368. 

Norton,  Charles  Bitot,  To,  843. 

For  a  Bell  at  OomeU  Untverdtr. 

For  a  Memorial  Window  to  Sir  Walter  lU. 

Oak,  The,  77. 

Ode,  AnYfor  the  Foorth  of  Jnly,  1876),  490i 

S^b.sr-.Si^Sr?'''''-'-^' 

Proposed  for  a  Soldiers*  and  BaUora*  Monu- 

der), 11. 

ment  fai  Boston. 

Ode  (tead  at  the  One  Hundredth  Anniversary 

Interriew  with  MUea  Standish,  An,  81. 
InTita  Minerya,  373. 

of  the  Fight  at  Concord  Bridge),  421. 

1 

Invitation,  An,  868. 

398. 

Ode  to  France,  92. 

Iren«,3. 

Jonathan  to  John,  268. 

dnctlon  of  the  Coohitoate  Water  into  the 

City  of  Boston).  96. 
Omar  Khayyim,  In  a  Copy  of,  446. 
On  a  PoTtnat  of  Dante  bv  Giotto,  87. 

On  being  asked  for  an  Autograph  In  Tenioe* 

Keats,  To  the  Spirit  of.  20. 

Kossuth,  101. 

Lamartlne,  To,  101. 
LandlordTlbe,  02. 

On  Board  the  »76,  387. 

Latest  Vbws  of  Mr.  Blglow,  278. 

Leavinff  the  Matter  open,  168. 

Legend  of  BrittanT,  A,  27. 

L'inToi  (To  the  Muse),  404. 

L*BnToi  (Whether  mj  heart  hath  wiaw  grown 

ornoti26. 
Lesson,  The,  474. 

On  readhig  Wordsworth's  Sonnets  In  Defence 

On  reoeiring  a  Copy  of  Mr.  Austin  Dobson*s 

"OldWoridIdylC,"446. 
On  the  Capture  of  FOglUve  Slaves  nen  Wash- 

ington,  62. 

On  the  Death  of  a  Friend's  Child,  87. 

Hosea  Biglow,  inclosed  in  a  note  from  Mr. 

On  the  Death  of  C.  T.  Torrey,  104. 

Biglow,  to  8.  H.  Gay,  Esq.,  editor  d  the  Ns^ 
tional  Anti-ShtTery  Standard,  184. 

OpUmist,  The,  466. 

Oriental  Apologne,  An,  832. 
Origin  of  Didactic  Poetiy,  487. 

Latter,  A,  from  Mr.  Bsekiel  Biglow  of  Jaalam 
to  the  Eton.  Joseph  T.  Buckingham,  editorof 

■ 

the  Boston  Courier,  inclosing  a  poem  of  his 
son,  Mr.  Hosea  Biglow,  173. 

P-^^*g.O..,M«. 

' 

1 

Letter,  A,  from  Mr.  Hosea  Biglow  to  the  Hon. 

Paolo  to  Francesca,  468. 

Parable,  A  (An  Ass  munched  Thistles.  whOa  a 

ier,  covering  a  letter  from  Mr.  B.  Sawin,  pri- 

Nightingale),  487. 
Parable,  A  (Said  Christ  our  Lord.  "I  will  so 
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